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M arcel Proust 


Marcel Proust was bom in the Parisian suburb of 
Auteuil on July 10, 1871. H isfather, Adrien Proust, was a 
doctor celebrated for his work in epidemiology; his 
mother, Jeanne Weil, was a stockbroker's daughter of 
Jewish descent. H e Iived as a child in thefamily home on 
Boulevard M alesherbes in Paris, but spent vacations with 
his aunt and uncle in the town of llliers near Chartres, 
where the Prousts had lived for generations and which 
becamethe model for the Combray of his great novel. (I n 
recent years it was officially renamed IIliers-Combray.) 
Siekły from birth, M arcel was subject from the age of nine 
to violent attacks of asthma, and although he did a year of 
military service as a young man and studied law and 
political science, his invalidism disqualified him from an 
activeProfessional life. 

During the 1890s Proust contributed sketches to Le 
Figaro and to a short-lived magazine, Le Banquet, 
founded by someof his school friends in 1892. Pleasures 
and Days, a collection of his stories, essays, and poems, 
was published in 1896. In his youth Proust led an active 
social life, penetrating the highest circles of wealth and 
aristocracy. Artistically and intellectually, his influences 
included the aesthetic criticism of John Ruskin, the 
philosophy of H enri Bergson, the musie of W agner, and 



the fiction of Anatole France (on whom he modeled his 
character Bergotte). An affair begun in 1894 with the 
composer and pianist Reynaldo Hahn marked the 
beginning of Proust's often anguished acknowledgment of 
his homosexuality. Following the publication of Emile 
Zola's letter in defenseof Colonel Dreyfus in 1898, Proust 
became "thefirst Dreyfusard," as he later phrased it. By 
the time Dreyfus was finally vindicated of charges of 
treason, Proust's social circles had been torn apart by the 
anti-Semitism and political hatredsstirred up by theaffair. 

Proust was very attached to his mother, and after her 
death in 1905 he spent some time in a sanitorium. His 
health worsened progressively, and he withdrew almost 
completely from society and devoted himself to writing. 
Proust's early work had done nothing to establish his 
reputation as a major writer. In an unfinished novel, Jean 
Santeuil (not published until 1952), he laid some of the 
groundwork for In Search of Lost Time, and in Against 
Sainte-Beuve, written in 1908-09, hestated ashisaesthetic 
credo: "A book is the product of a different self from the 
one we manifest in ourhabits, in society, inourvices. Ifwe 
mean to try to understand this self it is only in our inmost 
depths, by endeavoring to reconstruct it there, that the 
quest can beachieved." H eappears to have begun work on 
his long masterpiecesometimearound 1908, and thefirst 
volume, Swann'sW ay, was published in 1913. In 1919 the 
second volume, Within a Budding Grove, won the 



Goncourt Prize, bringing Proust great and instantaneous 
famę. T wo subsequent sections— T he G uermantes W ay 
(1920-21) and Sodom and Gomorrah (1921)—appeared in 
his lifetime. (Of the depiction of homosexuality in the 
latter, hisfriend AndreG idecomplained: "W ill you never 
portray thisform of Eros for us in theaspect of youth and 
beauty?") The remaining volumes were published 
fol łowi ng Proust's death on November 18, 1922: The 
Captive in 1923, The Fugitive in 1925, and Time 
Regained in 1927. 


IX 




S wann’s way 




CONTENTS 


N ote on theT ransl ati on (1981) vi i i 

Notę (1992) xii 

Part One 

COMBRAY 1 

PartTwo 

SWANN IN LOVE 221 

PartThree 

PLACE-NAM ES:THE NAM E 452 

Notes havebeen integrated into thetextasfootnotes. 


xi i i 




Notę on the T ranslation (1981) 


C. K. Scott M oncrieff's version of A la recherche du temps 
perdu has in the past fifty years earned a reputation as oneof the 
great English translations, almost as a masterpiece in its own 
right. W hy then should it need revision? W hy tamper with a 
work that has been enjoyed and admired, not to say revered, by 
several generations of readers throughout the English-speaking 
world? 

T he answer is that the original F rench edition from which 
Scott M oncrieff worked (the "abominable" edition of the 
N ouvelle Revue F ranęaise, as Samuel Beckett described it in a 
marvellous short study of Proust which he published in 1931) 
was notoriously imperfect. T his was not so much thefault of the 
publishers and printers as of Proust's methods of composition. 
Only thefirst volume (Du cótedechez Swann) of thenovel as 
originally conceived—and indeed written—was published 
before the 1914-1918 war. T he second volume was set up in 
type, but publication was delayed, and moreover by that time 
Proust had already begun to reconsider the scalę of the novel; 
the remaining eight years of his life (1914-1922) were spent in 
expanding it from its original 500,000 words to morę than a 
million and a quarter. The margins of proofs and typescripts 
were covered with scribbled corrections and insertions, often 
overflowing on to additional sheets which were glued to the 
galleys or to one another to form interminable strips— what 
Franęoise in the novel cal Is the narrator's "paperoles." The 
unravelling and deciphering of these copious additions cannot 
havebeen an enviabletask foreditorsand printers. 

Furthermore, the last three sections of the novel (La 
prisonniere, Lafugitive— originally called AIbertinedisparue— 
and Le temps retrouve) had not yet been published at the time 
of Proust's death in November 1922 (he was still correcting a 
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typed copy of La prisonniereon hisdeathbed). H eretheoriginal 
editors had to takeit upon themselvesto preparea coherent text 
from a manuscript littered with sometimes hasty corrections, 
revisions and afterthoughts and leaving a number of unresolved 
contradictions, obscuritiesand chronological inconsistencies. As 
a result of all this the original editions— even of the volumes 
published in Proust's lifetime— pullulate with errors, 
misreadingsand omissions. 

In 1954 a revised three-volume edition of A la recherche 
was published in Gallimard's Bibliotheque de la Pleiade. The 
editors, M . PierreClaracand M . Andre Ferre, had been charged 
by Proust's heirs with thetask of "establishing a text of his novel 
asfaithful as possibleto his intentions." W ith infinitecareand 
patiencethey examined all the relevant materiał—manuscripts, 
notebooks, typescripts, proofs, as well as the original edition— 
and produced what is generally agreed to be a virtually 
impeccable transcription of Proust's text. They scrupulously 
avoided the arbitrary emendations, the touchings-up, the 
Wholesale reshufflings of paragraphs in which the original 
editors indulged, confining themselves to clarifying the text 
wherever necessary, correcting errors due to hastę or 
inadvertence, eliminating careless repetitions and rationalising 
the punctuation (an area where Proust was notoriously casual). 
They justify and explain their editorial decisions in detailed 
critical notes, occupyingsome200 pagesoverthethreevolumes, 
and print all the significant variants as well as a number of 
passagesthat Proustdid not havetimeto work into hisbook. 

T he Pleiade text differs from that of the original edition, 
mostly in minor though nonę the less significant ways, 
throughoutthenovel. In thelastthreesections (thethird Pleiade 
volume) the differences are sometimes considerable. In 
particular, M M . Clarac and Ferre have included a number of 
passages, sometimes of a paragraph or two, sometimes of several 
pages, which the original editors omitted for nogood reason. 
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T he present translation is a reworking, on the basis of the 
Pleiade edition, of Scott M oncrieff's version of the first six 
sections of A la recherche— or the first eleven volumes of the 
twelve-volume English edition. A post-Pleiade version of the 
finał volume, Le temps retrouve (originally translated by 
Stephen H udson after Scott M oncrieff's death in 1930), was 
produced by the late Andreas M ayor and published in 1970; 
with some minor emendations, it is incorporated in this edition. 
Therebeing no indication in Proust's manuscript as to whereLa 
fugitive should end and Le temps retrouve begin, I have 
followed the Pleiade editors in introducing the break somepages 
earlierthan in thepreviouseditions, both French and English— 
atthebeginningof theaccountof theT ansonvilleepisode. 

T heneed to revisetheexisting translation in thelight of the 
Pleiade edition has also provided an opportunity of correcting 
mistakes and misinterpretations in Scott M oncrieff's version. 
T ranslation, almost by definition, is imperfect; there is always 
"room for improvement," and it is only too easy for the 
latecomer to assume the beau role. I have refrained from 
officious tinkering for its own sake, but a translatora loyalty is 
to theoriginal author, and in trying to befaithful to Proust's 
meaning and toneof voicel havebeen obliged, hereand there, 
to makeextensivealterations. 

A generał criticism that might be levelled against Scott 
M oncrieff is that his prose tends to the purple and the 
precious—or that this is how he interpreted the tonę of the 
original: whereas the truth is that, complicated, dense, 
overloaded though itoften is, Proust's style is essentially natural 
and unaffected, quite free of preciosity, archaism or self- 
conscious elegance. Another pervasive weakness of Scott 
M oncrieffs is perhaps the defect of a virtue. Contrary to a 
widely held view, he stuck very closely to the original (he is 
seldom guilty of short-cuts, omissions or loose paraphrases), 
and in his efforts to reproduce the structure of those elaborate 
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sentences with their spiralling subordinate clauses, not only 
does he sometimes lose the thread but he wrenches his syntax 
intooddly unEnglish shapes: awhiff of Gallicism clingstosome 
of the longer periods, obscuring the sense and falsifying the 
tonę. A corollary tothisisatendency totranslateFrench idioms 
and turns of phrase literałly, thus making them sound weirder, 
morę outlandish, than they would to a French reader. In 
endeavouring to rectify these weaknesses, I hope I have 
preserved the undoubted felicity of much of Scott M oncrieff 
whiledoing thefullest possiblejusticeto Proust. 

I should like to thank Professor J. G. W eightman for his 
generous help and advice and M r D. J. Enright for his patient 
and percipientediting. 

T ERENCE KlLM ARTIN 
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Notę (1992) 


TerenceKilmartin intended to makefurther changesto the 
translation as published in 1981 underthetitleRemembranceof 
T hings Past. But, as Proust's narrator observed while reflecting 
on the work he had yet to do, when the fortress of the body is 
besieged on all sides the mind must at length succumb. "It was 
precisely when the thought of death had become a matter of 
indifferenceto methat I wasbeginning oncemoretofear death . 

.. asathreat not to myself but to my book." 

C. K. Scott M oncrieff excelled in description, notably of 
landscapeand architecture, but hewas less adroit in translating 
dialogue of an informal, idiomatic naturę. At ease with 
intellectual and artisticdiscourseand thefinerfeelings, and alert 
to sallies of humorous fantasy, he was not always comfortable 
with workaday matters and the less elevated aspects of human 
behaviour. It was left to Kilmartin to elucidatethesignificance 
of Albertine'sincompletebutalarmingoutburst—". .. mefaire 
casser . . in The Captive, a passage Scott M oncrieff 
rendered totally incomprehensible, perhaps through 
squeamishness, perhaps through ignoranceof Iow slang. Other 
misunderstandings of colloquialisms and failures to spot 
secondary meanings remained to berectified. And somefurther 
intervention was prompted by Scott M oncrieff's tendency to 
spell out things for the benefit of the English reader: an 
admirable intention (shared by Arthur Waley in his Tale of 
Genji), though the effect could be to dog Proust's flow and 
make his drift harder to fol Iow. 

T he present revision or re-revision has taken into account 
the second Pleiade edition of A la recherche du temps perdu, 
published in four volumes between 1987 and 1989 under the 
direction of Jean-Yves T adie. This both adds, chiefly in the 
form of drafts and variants, and relocates materiał: not always 
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helpfully from the viewpoint of the common (as distinct from 
specialist) reader, who may besurprised to encounter virtually 
the same passage in two different locations when there was 
doubt as to where Proust would finally have placed it. But the 
new edition clears up some long-standing misreadings: for 
example, in correcting Cambremer's admiring "niece" in T ime 
Regained to his "mother," an identification which accords with 
amention somethousand pagesearlier in thenovel. 

K ilmartin notes that it is only too easy for the latecomer, 
tempted to make his mark by "officious tinkering," to "assume 
thebeau role." T hecaveat, sodelicately worded, isonetotaketo 
heart. I am much indebted to my wife, M adeleine, without 
whosecollaboration I would never havedared to assume a role 
that ismelancholy ratherthan (in any sense) beau. 

D.J. Enright 
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A M. Gaston Calmette. 


Comme un temoignage de profonde 

et affectueuse reconnaissance. 
M.P. 




Part One 


COM BRAY 


r or a long time I would go to bed early. Sometimes, the 
candle barely out, my eyes closed so quickly that I did not 
have time to tell myself: 'Tm falling asleep." And half an 
hour later the thought that it was time to look for sleep 
would awaken me; I would make as if to put away the 
book which I imagined was still in my hands, and to blow 
out the light; I had gone on thinking, while I was asleep, 
about what I had just been reading, but these thoughts 
had taken a rather peculiar tum; it seemed to me that I 
myself wastheimmediatesubject of my book: achurch, a 
quartet, the rivalry between Franęois I and Charles V. 
T his impression would persist for some moments after I 
awoke; it did not offend my reason, but lay like scales 
upon my eyes and prevented them from registering the 
fact that the candle was no longer burning. T hen it would 
begin to seem unintelligible, as the thoughts of a previous 
existence must be after reincarnation; the subject of my 
book would separate itself from me, leaving me free to 
apply myself to it or not; and at the same time my sight 
would return and I would beastonished tofind myself in a 
State of darkness, pleasant and restful enough for my eyes, 
but even morę, perhaps, for my mind, to which it 
appeared incomprehensible, without a cause, something 
darkindeed. 

I would ask myself what time itcould be; I could hear 
thewhistling of trains, which, now nearer and now further 
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off, punctuating the distance like the notę of a bird in a 
forest, showed mein perspectivethedeserted countryside 
through which a traveller is hurrying towards the nearby 
station; and the path he is taking will be engraved in his 
memory by the excitement induced by strange 
surroundings, by unaccustomed activities, by the 
conversation he has had and the farewells exchanged 
beneath an unfamiliar lamp that still echo in his ears amid 
the silence of the night, and by the happy prospect of 
being homeagain. 

I would lay my cheeks gently against thecomfortable 
cheeks of my pillow, as plump and fresh as the cheeks of 
childhood. I would strike a match to look at my watch. 
Nearly midnight. The hour when an invalid, who has 
been obliged to set out on a journey and to sleep in a 
strange hotel, awakened by asudden spasm, seeswith glad 
relief a streak of daylight showing under his door. T hank 
God, it is morning! The servants will be about in a 
minutę: hecan ring, and someonewill cometo look after 
him. T hethought of being assuaged gives him strength to 
endure his pain. He is certain he heard footsteps: they 
come nearer, and then die away. T he ray of light beneath 
his door is extinguished. It is midnight; someone has just 
turned down thegas; the last sen/ant has goneto bed, and 
hemust lieall night suffering without remedy. 

I would fali asleep again, and thereafter would 
reawaken for short snatches only, just long enough to hear 
theregularcreakingof thewainscot, orto open my eyesto 
stare at the shifting kaleidoscope of the darkness, to 
savour, in a momentary glimmer of consciousness, the 
sleep which lay heavy upon the furniture, the room, that 
wholeof which I formed no morethan a smali part and 
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whose insensibility I should very soon return to share. Or 
elsewhilesleeping I had drifted back to an earlier stage in 
my life, now for ever outgrown, and had come under the 
thrall of oneof my childish terrors, such as thatold terror 
of my great-uncle's pulling my curls which waseffectually 
dispelled on theday—thedawn of a new era to me—when 
they werefinally cropped from my head. I had forgotten 
that event during my sleep, but I remembered it again 
immediately I had succeeded in waking myself up to 
escape my great-uncle's fingers, and as a measure of 
precaution I would bury the whole of my head in the 
pillow beforereturningto theworld of dreams. 

Sometimes, too, as Eve was created from a rib of 
Adam, a woman would be born during my sleep from 
some misplacing of my thigh. Conceived from the 
pleasure I was on the point of enjoying, she it was, I 
imagined, who offered me that pleasure. My body, 
conscious that its own warmth was permeating hers, 
would striveto becomeone with her, and I would awake. 
T he rest of humanity seemed very remote in comparison 
with this woman whose company I had left but a moment 
ago; my cheek was still warm from her kiss, my body 
ached beneath the weight of hers. If, as would sometimes 
happen, she had the features of some woman whom I had 
known in waking hours, I would abandon myself 
altogether to this end: to find her again, like people who 
set out on ajourney to seewith theireyes some city of their 
desire, and imagine that one can taste in reality what has 
charmed one's fancy. A nd then, gradually, the memory of 
her would fadeaway, I had forgotten thegirl of my dream. 

W hen a man is asleep, he has in a circle round him 
the chain of the hours, theseguenceof theyears, the order 



4 


SW A N N 'S W A Y 


of the heavenly bodies. I nstinctively he consults them 
when he awakes, and in an instant reads off his own 
position on the earth's surface and the time that has 
elapsed during hisslumbers; butthisordered procession is 
apt to grow confused, and to break its ranks. Supposethat, 
towards morning, after a night of insomnia, sleep descends 
upon him while he is reading, in q u i te a different position 
from that in which he normally goes to sleep, he has only 
to lift his arm to arrest the sun and turn it back in its 
course, and, at the moment ofwaking, hewill haveno idea 
of thetime, but will concludethat hehasjustgoneto bed. 
Or supposethat hedozesoff in someeven moreabnormal 
and divergent position, sitting in an armchair, for 
instance, after dinner: then the world will go hurtling out 
of orbit, the magie chair will carry him at fuli speed 
through time and space, and when heopens his eyes again 
he will imagine that he went to sleep months earlier in 
another place. But for meit wasenough if, in my own bed, 
my sleep was so heavy as completely to relax my 
consciousness; for then I I ostali senseof the place in which 
I had gone to sleep, and when I awokein themiddleof the 
night, not knowing where I was, I could not even be surę 
at first who I was; I had only the most rudimentary sense 
of existence, such as may lurk and flicker in the depths of 
an animaks consciousness; I was morę destitute than the 
cave-dweller; but then the memory—not yet of the place 
in which I was, but of various other places where I had 
lived and might now very possibly be—would come likea 
ropę let down from heaven to draw me up out of the abyss 
of not-being, from which I could never have escaped by 
myself: inaflash I would traversecenturies of civiIisation, 
and out of a blurred glimpse of oil-lamps, then of shirts 
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with turned-down collars, would gradually piece together 
theoriginal componentsof my ego. 

Perhapsthe immobiIity of thethingsthat surround us 
is forced upon them by our conviction that they are 
themselves and not anything else, by the immobility of 
our conception of them. F or it always happened that when 
I awoke like this, and my mind struggled in an 
unsuccessful attempt to discover where I was, everything 
revolved around methrough thedarkness: things, places, 
years. M y body, still too heavy with sleep to move, would 
endeavour to construefrom thepattern of itstirednessthe 
position of its various limbs, in order to deducetherefrom 
the direction of the wali, the location of the furniture, to 
piecetogether and giveanametothehousein which it lay. 
Its memory, the composite memory of its ribs, its knees, 
its shoulder-blades, offered it aseriesof rooms in which it 
had at one time or another slept, while the unseen wal Is, 
shifting and adapting themselves to the shape of each 
successive room that it remembered, whirled round it in 
the dark. And even before my brain, hesitating at the 
threshold of times and shapes, had reassembled the 
circumstances sufficiently to identify the room, it—my 
body—would recall from each room in succession the 
style of the bed, the position of the doors, the angle at 
which thedaylight camein at thewindows, whether there 
was a passageoutside, what I had had in my mind when I 
went to sleep and found there when I awoke. T hestiffened 
sideon which I lay would, for instance, in trying to fix its 
position, imagine itself to be lying face to the wali in a big 
bed with a canopy; and at once I would say to myself, 
"W hy, I must have fal len asleep before M amma came to 
say good night," for I was in the country at my 
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grandfather's, who died years ago; and my body, theside 
upon which I was lying, faithful guardians of a past which 
my mind should never have forgotten, brought back 
before my eyes theglimmering flameof the night-light in 
its urn-shaped bowl of Bohemian glass that hung by 
chains from the ceiling, and the chimney-piece of Siena 
marble in my bedroom at Combray, in my grandparents' 
house, in those far distant days which at this moment I 
imagined to bein thepresent without being ableto picture 
them exactly, and which would become plainer in a little 
whilewhen I was properly awake. 

T hen the memory of a new position would spring up, 
and the wali would slideaway in another direction; I was 
in my room in M medeSaint-Loup's house in thecountry; 
good heavens, it must be ten o'clock, they will have 
finished dinner! I must have overslept myself in the little 
nap which I always take when I come in from my walk 
with M medeSaint-Loup, beforedressingfortheevening. 
For many years havenow elapsed sińce the Combray days 
when, coming in from the longest and latest walks, I 
would still be in time to see the reflection of the sunset 
glowing in the panes of my bedroom window. It is a very 
different kind of life that one leads at T ansonville, atM me 
de Saint-L oup's, and a different kind of pleasurethat I 
derive from taking walks only in the evenings, from 
visiting by moonlight the roads on which I used to play as 
achild in thesunshine; as for the bedroom in which I must 
have fal len asleep instead of dressing for dinner, I can see 
it from the distance as we return from our walk, with its 
lamp shining through the window, asolitary beacon in the 
night. 
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T hese shifting and confused gusts of memory never 
lasted for morethan afew seconds; it often happened that, 
in my brief spell of uncertainty as to wherel was, I did not 
distinguish the various suppositions of which it was 
composed any morethan, when wewatch a horserunning, 
we isolate the successive positions of its body as they 
appear upon a bioscope. But I had seen first one and then 
another of the rooms in which I had slept during my life, 
and in theend I would revisitthem all in thelongcourseof 
my waking dream: rooms in winter, whereon going to bed 
I would at once bury my head in a nest woven out of the 
most diverse materials—the corner of my pillow, the top 
of my blankets, a piece of ashawl, theedgeof my bed, and 
a copy of a children's paper—which I had contrived to 
cement together, bird-fashion, by dint of continuous 
pressure; rooms where, in freezing weather, I would enjoy 
thesatisfaction of being shut in from theouter world (like 
the sea-swallow which builds at the end of a dark tunnel 
and is kept warm by the surrounding earth), and where, 
thefire keeping in all night, I would sleep wrapped up, as 
it were, in a great cloak of snug and smoky air, shot with 
the glow of the logs intermittently breaking out again in 
flame, a sort of alcovewithout walls, acaveof warmth dug 
out of the heart of the room itself, a zonę of heat whose 
boundaries were constantly shifting and altering in 
temperaturę as gusts of air traversed them to strikefreshly 
upon my face, from the corners of the room or from parts 
near the window or far from the fireplace which had 
therefore remained cold;— or rooms in sum mer, where I 
would delight to feel myself a part of the warm night, 
where the moonlight striking upon the half-opened 
shutters would throw down to the foot of my bed its 
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enchanted ladder, wherel would fali asleep, as it might be 
in the open air, like a titmouse which the breeze gently 
rocks at thetip of a sunbeam;— or sometimes the Louis 
XVI room, so cheerful that I never felt too miserable in it, 
even on my first night, and in which theslender columns 
that lightly supported its ceiling drew so gracefully apart 
to reveal and framethesiteof thebed;—sometimes, again, 
the little room with the high ceiling, hollowed in the form 
of a pyramid outof two separatestoreys, and partly walled 
with mahogany, in which from thefirst moment, mentally 
poisoned by the unfamiliar scent of vetiver, I was 
convinced of the hostility of the violet curtains and of the 
insolent indifferenceof aclock that chattered on at thetop 
of its voice as though I were not there; in which a strange 
and pitiless rectangular cheval-glass, stand i ng across one 
corner of the room, carved out for itself a site I had not 
looked to find tenanted in the soft plenitudeof my normal 
field of vision; in which my mind, striving for hours on 
end to break away from its moorings, to stretch upwards 
so as to take on the exact shape of the room and to reach to 
the topmost height of its gigantic funnel, had endured 
many a painful night as I lay stretched out in bed, my eyes 
staring upwards, my earsstraining, my nostrilsflaring, my 
heart beating; until habit had changed the colour of the 
curtains, silenced theclock, brought an expression of pity 
to the cruel, slanting face of the glass, disguised or even 
completely dispelled the scent of vetiver, and appreciably 
reduced the apparent loftiness of the ceiling. H abit! that 
skilful but slow-moving arranger who begins by letting 
our minds suffer for weeks on end in temporary quarters, 
but whom our minds are nonę the less only too happy to 
discover at last, for without it, reduced to their own 
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devices, they would be powerless to make any room seem 
habitable. 

Certainly I was now well awake; my body had veered 
round forthelasttimeand thegood angel of certainty had 
madę all the surrounding objects stand still, had set me 
down under my bedclothes, in my bedroom, and had 
fixed, approximately in their right places in the uncertain 
light, my chestof drawers, my writing-table, myfireplace, 
the window overlooking the Street, and both the doors. 
But for ali that I now knew that I was not in any of the 
housesof which theignoranceof thewaking moment had, 
in a flash, if not presented me with a distinct picture, at 
least persuaded me of the possible presence, my memory 
had been set in motion; as a rule I did not attempt to go to 
sleep again at once, but used to spend the greater part of 
thenight recalling our lifein theold daysatCombray with 
my great-aunt, at Balbec, Paris, Doncieres, Venice, and 
therest; remembering again all the places and peoplel had 
known, what I had actually seen of them, and what others 
had told me. 

At Combray, as every afternoon ended, long before 
the time when I should have to go to bed and lie there, 
unsleeping, far from my mother and grandmother, my 
bedroom becamethefixed point on which my melancholy 
and anxious thoughts were centred. Someone had indeed 
had the happy idea of giving me, to distract me on 
evenings when I seemed abnormally wretched, a magie 
lantern, which used to be set on top of my lamp while we 
waited for dinner-time to come; and, after thefashion of 
the master-builders and glass-painters of Gothic days, it 
substituted for theopaqueness of my walls an impalpable 
iridescence, supernatural phenomena of many colours, in 
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which legends were depicted as on a shifting and 
transitory window. But my sorrows were only increased 
thereby, becausethis merechangeof lighting wasenough 
to destroy the familiar impression I had of my room, 
thanksto which, save for the tortu reof going to bed, it had 
become quite endurable. Now I no longer recognised it, 
and felt uneasy in it, as in a room in some hotel or chalet, 
in a place where I had just arrived by train for the first 
time. 

Riding at ajerky trot, Golo, filled with an infamous 
design, issued from the little triangular forest which 
softened with dark green theslopeof a hill, and advanced 
fitfully towards the castle of poor Genevieve de Brabant. 
T his castle was cut off short by a curved linewhich was in 
fact the circumference of one of the transparent ovals in 
the slides which were pushed into position through a slot 
in thelantern. It was only thewing of a castle, and in front 
of it stretched a moor on which Genevieve stood 
dreaming, wearing a blue girdle. T he castle and the moor 
were yellow, but I could tell their colour without waiting 
to see them, for before the slides madę their appearance 
the old-gold sonorous name of Brabant had given me an 
unmistakable clue. Golo stopped for a moment and 
listened sadly to the accompanying patter read aloud by 
my great-aunt, which heseemed perfectly to understand, 
for he modified his attitude with a docility not devoid of a 
degree of majesty, so as to conform to the indications 
given in the text; then herodeaway at the same jerky trot. 
And nothingcould arrest his slow progress. If thelantern 
were moved I could still distinguish Golo's horse 
advancing across the window-curtains, swelling out with 
their curves and diving into their folds. T he body of Golo 
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himself, being of the same supernatural substance as his 
steed's, overcame every materiał obstacle— everything 
that seemed to bar his way—by taking it as an ossature 
and absorbing it into himself: even the doorknob—on 
which, adapting themselves at once, his red cloak or his 
pale face, still as noble and as melancholy, floated 
invincibly— would never betray the least concern at this 
transvertebration. 

A nd, indeed, I found plenty of charm in these bright 
projections, which seemed to emanatefrom a M erovingian 
past and shed around me the reflections of such ancient 
history. But I cannot express the discomfort I felt at this 
intrusion of mystery and beauty into a room which I had 
succeeded in filling with my own personality until I 
thought no morę of it than of myself. T he anaesthetic 
effect of habit being destroyed, I would begin to think— 
and to feel—such melancholy things. T hedoorknob of my 
room, which was different to me from all the other 
doorknobs in theworld, inasmuch as it seemed to moveof 
its own accord and without my having to tum it, so 
unconscious had its manipulation become—lo and 
behold, it was now an astral body for G olo. A nd as soon as 
the dinner-bell rang I would hurry down to the dining- 
room, where the big hanging lamp, ignorant of G olo and 
Bluebeard but well acquainted with my family and the 
dish of stewed beef, shed the same light as on every other 
evening; and I would fali into the arms of my mother, 
whom themisfortunesof GenevievedeBrabant had madę 
all thedearerto me, just asthecrimesof Golo had driven 
me to a morę than ordinarily scrupulous examination of 
my own conscience. 



12 


SW A N N 'S W A Y 


But after dinner, alas, I was soon obliged to leave 
M amma, who stayed talking with theothers, in thegarden 
if it was fine, or in the little parlour where everyone took 
shelter when it was wet. Everyone except my 
grandmother, who held that "lt's a pity to shut oneself 
indoors in the country," and used to have endless 
arguments with my father on the very wettest days, 
because he would send me up to my room with a book 
instead of letting me stay out of doors. "T hat is not the 
way to makehim strong and active," she would say sadly, 
"especially this little man, who needs all the strength and 
will-power that he can get." M y father would shrug his 
shoulders and study the barometer, for hetook an interest 
in meteorology, whilemy mother, keeping very quiet so as 
not to disturb him, looked at him with tender respect, but 
not too hard, not wishing to penetratethe mysteries of his 
superior mind. But my grandmother, in all weathers, even 
when the rain was coming down in torrents and F ranęoise 
had rushed the precious wicker armchairs indoors so that 
they should not get soaked, was to be seen pacing the 
deserted rain-lashed garden, pushing back her disordered 
grey lockssothat herforehead might befreerto absorb the 
health-giving draughts of wind and rain. She would say, 
"Atlastonecan breathe!” and would trot up and down the 
sodden paths— too straight and symmetrical for her liking, 
owing to the want of any feeling for naturę in the new 
gardener, whom my father had been asking all morning if 
the weather weregoing to improve—her keen, jerky little 
step regulated by the various effects wrought upon her 
soul by the intoxication of the storm, the power of 
hygiene, the stupidity of my upbringing and the 
symmetry of gardens, rather than by any anxiety (for that 
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wasquiteunknown to her) to saveher plum-coloured skirt 
from the mudstains beneath which it would gradually 
disappear to a height that was the constant bane and 
despairof her maid. 

W hen these walks of my grandmother's took place 
after dinner there was one thing which never failed to 
bring her back to the house: this was if (at one of those 
pointswhen her circular itinerary brought her back, moth- 
like, in sight of the lamp in the little parlour where the 
liqueurs were set out on the card-table) my great-aunt 
called out to her: "Bathilde! Come in and stop your 
husband drinking brandy!" For, simply to tease her (she 
had brought so different a type of mind into my father's 
family that everyone madęfun of her), my great-aunt used 
to make my grandfather, who wasforbidden liqueurs, take 
just a few drops. M y poor grandmother would come in 
and beg and i mplore her husband not to taste the brandy; 
and hewould get angry and gulp it down all thesame, and 
she would go out again sad and discouraged, but still 
smiling, for she was so humbleof heart and so gentlethat 
her tenderness for others and her disregard for herself and 
her own troubles blended in a smile which, unlike those 
seen on themajority of human faces, borę no tracę of irony 
savefor herself, whilefor all of us kisses seemed to spring 
from her eyes, which could not look upon those she loved 
without seeming to bestow upon them passionatecaresses. 
T his torturę inflicted on her by my great-aunt, thesightof 
my grandmother's vain entreaties, of her feeble attempts, 
doomed in advance, to remove the liqueur-glass from my 
grandfather's hands— all these were things of the sort to 
which, in later years, one can grow so accustomed as to 
smile at them and to take the persecutor's side resolutely 
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and cheerfully enough to persuade oneself that it is not 
really persecution; but in those days they filled me with 
such horror that I longed to strike my great-aunt. A nd yet, 
as soon as I heard her "Bathilde! Come in and stop your 
husband drinking brandy,” in my cowardice I became at 
oncea man, and did what all wegrown men do when face 
to face with suffering and injustice: I preferred not to see 
them; I ran up tothetop of thehouseto ery by myself in a 
little room beside the schoolroom and beneath the roof, 
which smelt of orris-root and was scented also by a wild 
currant-bush which had climbed up between the Stones of 
the outer wali and thrust a flowering branch in through 
the half-opened window. I ntended for a morę special and 
a baser use, this room, from which, in thedaytime, I could 
see as far as the keep of RoussainviIle-le-Pin, was for a 
longtimemy place of refuge, doubtless becauseitwas the 
only room whosedoor I was allowed to lock, whenever my 
occupation was such as required an inviolable solitude: 
reading orday-dreaming, tearsorsensual pleasure. A las! I 
did not realisethat my own lackof will-power, mydelicate 
health, and the consequent uncertainty as to my futurę, 
weighed far moreheavily on my grandmother's mind than 
any littledietary indiscretion by her husband in thecourse 
of those endless perambulations, afternoon and evening, 
during which we used to see her handsome face passing to 
and fro, half raised towards the sky, its brown and 
wrinkled cheeks, which with age had acquired almost the 
purple hueof tilled fields in autumn, covered, if she were 
"going out,” by a half-lifted veil, while upon them either 
the cold or some sad reflection invariably left the drying 
traces of an i nvol u ntary tear. 
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My sole consolation when I went upstairs for the 
night was that M amma would come in and kiss me after I 
was in bed. But this good night lasted for so short a time, 
she went down again so soon, that the moment in which I 
heard her climb the stairs, and then caught the sound of 
her garden dress of blue muślin, from which hung little 
tassels of plaited straw, rustling along the double-doored 
corridor, was for me a moment of the utmost pain; for it 
heralded the moment which was to follow it, when she 
would haveleft meand gonedownstairs again. So much so 
that I reached the point of hoping that this good night 
which I loved so much would come as late as possible, so 
as to prolong the time of respite during which M amma 
would not yet have appeared. Sometimes when, after 
kissing me, sheopened thedoor to go, I longed to cali her 
back, to say to her "Kiss mejust once morę,” but I knew 
that then she would at once look displeased, for the 
concession which she madę to my wretchedness and 
agitation in coming up to givemethis kissof peacealways 
annoyed my father, who thought such rituals absurd, and 
she would have liked to try to induce me to outgrow the 
need, the habit, of having her there at all, let aloneget into 
the habit of asking her for an additional kiss when she was 
already Crossing the threshold. And to see her look 
displeased destroyed all the calm and serenity she had 
brought me a moment before, when she had bent her 
loving face down over my bed, and held itoutto melikea 
host for an act of peace-giving communion in which my 
lips might imbibe her real presence and with it the power 
to sleep. But those evenings on which M amma stayed so 
short a time in my room were sweet indeed compared to 
those on which we had peopleto dinner, and thereforeshe 
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did not come at all. O ur "people” were usually limited to 
M . Swann, who, apart from a few passing strangers, was 
almost the only person who ever came to the house at 
Combray, sometiimes to a neighbourly dinner (but less 
frequently sińce his unfortunate marriage, as my family 
did not care to receive his wife) and sometimes after 
dinner, uninvited. O n those evenings when, as we sat in 
front of the house round the iron table beneath the big 
chestnut-tree, we heard, from the far end of the garden, 
not theshrill and assertive alarm beli which assailed and 
deafened with its ferruginous, interminable, frozen sound 
any member of the household who set it off on entering 
"without ringing,” but the double tinkle, timid, oval, 
golden, of the visitors' beli, everyone would at once 
exclaim "A visitor! W ho in theworld can it be?” butthey 
knew quite welI that itcould only beM , Swann. M y great- 
aunt, speaking in a loud voiceto set an example, in a tonę 
which sheendeavoured to make sound natural, would tell 
the others not to whisper so; that nothing could be morę 
offensive to a stranger coming in, who would be led to 
think that people were saying things about him which he 
was not meant to hear; and then my grandmother, always 
happy to find an excuse for an additional tum in the 
garden, would be sent out to reconnoitre, and would take 
the opportunity to remove surreptitiously, as she passed, 
thestakes of a rose-treeortwo, so as to maketheroseslook 
a little morę natural, as a mother might run her hand 
through her boy's hair after the barber has smoothed it 
down, to makeit look natural ly wavy. 

W e would all wait there in suspensę for the report 
which my grandmother would bring back from the enemy 
lines, as though there might be a choice between a large 
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number of possible assailants, and then, soon after, my 
grandfather would say: "I recogniseSwann's voice.” And 
indeed one could tell him only by his voice, for it was 
difficult to make out his face with its arched nose and 
green eyes, under a high forehead fringed with fair, almost 
red hair, donein theBressantstyle , 1 becausein thegarden 
we used as little light as possible, so as not to attract 
mosquitoes; and I would slip away unobtrusively to order 
the liqueurs to be brought out, for my grandmother madę 
a great point, thinking it "nicer," of their not being 
allowed to seem anything out of the ordinary, which we 
kept for visitors only. Although a far younger man, M . 
Swann was very attached to my grandfather, who had 
been an intimatefriend of Swann'sfather, an excellent but 
eccentric man theardourof whosefeelings and thecurrent 
of whosethoughts would often bechecked or diverted by 
themosttriflingthing. Several timesin thecourseof ayear 
I would hear my grandfather tell attable the story, which 
never varied, of thebehaviour of M . Swann theelder upon 
the death of his wife, by whose bedside he had watched 
day and night. M y grandfather, who had not seen him for 
a long time, hastened to join him at the Swanns' family 
property on the outskirts of Combray, and managed to 
entice him for a moment, weeping profusely, out of the 
death-chamber, so that heshould not be present when the 
body was laid in its coffin. T hey took a tum or two in the 
park, where there was a little sunshine. Suddenly M . 
Swann seized my grandfather by thearm and cried, "Ah, 
my dear old friend, how fortunate we are to be walking 


1 Bressant: a well-known actor (1815-1886) who 
introduced a new hair-style which involved wearing the 
hair short in front and fairly long behind. 
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heretogether on such a charming day! Don't you seehow 
pretty they are, all thesetrees, my hawthorns, and my new 
pond, on which you have never congratulated me? You 
look as solemn as the grave. Don't you feel this little 
breeze? Ah! whatever you may say, ifsgood to bealiveall 
the same, my dear Amedee!" And then, abruptly, the 
memory of his dead wife returned to him, and probably 
thinking it too complicated to inquire into how, at such a 
time, hecould haveallowed himself to becarried away by 
an impulseof happiness, heconfined himself to agesture 
which he habitually employed whenever any perplexing 
question came into his mind: that is, he passed his hand 
across his forehead, rubbed his eyes, and wiped his 
glasses. A nd yet he never got over the loss of his wife, but 
used to say to my grandfather, d u ring the two years by 
which he survived her, "lt's a funny thing, now; I very 
often think of my poor wife, but I cannot think of her for 
long at a time." "Often, but a little at a time, like poor old 
Swann," became one of my grandfather's favourite 
sayings, which he would apply to all manner of things. I 
should have assumed that this father of Swann's had been 
a monster if my grandfather, whom I regarded as a better 
judgethan myself, and whoseword was my law and often 
led me in the long run to pardon offences which I should 
have been inclined to condemn, had not gone on to 
exclaim, "But, afterall, hehad aheartof gold." 

For many years, during the course of which— 
especially before his marriage—M . Swann the younger 
came often to see them at Combray, my great-aunt and 
my grandparents never suspected that he had entirely 
ceased to live in the society which his family had 
freguented, and that, under thesort of incognito which the 
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name of Swarm gave him among us, they were 
harbouring—with the complete innocence of a family of 
respectable innkeepers who have in their midst some 
celebrated highwayman without knowing it— one of the 
most distinguished members of the Jockey Club, a 
particular friend of the C omte de Paris and of the P rince of 
W aleś, and one of the men most sought after in the 
aristocratic world of the F aubourg Sai nt-G ermain. 

O ur utter ignorance of the brilliant social life which 
Swann led was, of course, due in part to his own reserve 
and discretion, but also to the fact that middle-class 
people in those days took what was almost a H indu view 
of society, which they held to consist of sharply defined 
castes, so that everyoneat his birth found himself cal led to 
thatstation in life which his parentsalready occupied, and 
from which nothing, save the accident of an exceptional 
career or of a "good" marriage, could extract you and 
translateyou to a superior caste. M . Swann theelder had 
been a stockbroker; and so "young Swann" found himself 
immured for lifein a caste whose members' fortunes, as in 
a category of tax-payers, varied between such and such 
limits of income. One knew the people with whom his 
father had associated, and so one knew his own associates, 
thepeoplewith whom hewas "in a position" to mix. If he 
knew other people besides, those were youthful 
acquaintances on whom theold friends of his family, like 
my reiatives, shut their eyes all the morę good-naturedly 
because Swann himself, after he was left an orphan, still 
came most faithfully to see us; but we would have been 
ready to wager that the people outside our acquaintance 
whom Swann knew were of the sort to whom he would not 
havedared to raisehis hat if hehad metthem whilehewas 
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wal king with us. H ad it been absolutely essential to apply 
to Swann asocial coefficient peculiar to himself, asdistinct 
from all theother sonsof other stockbrokers in hisfather's 
position, his coefficient would havebeen rather lowerthan 
theirs, because, being very simple in his habits, and 
having always had a "craze” for antiques and pictures, he 
now lived and amassed his collections in an old house 
which my grandmother longed to visit but which was 
situated on theQuai d'0 rleans, a neighbourhood in which 
my great-aunt thought it most degrading to be quartered. 
"Areyou really a connoisseur at least?" she would say to 
him; “I ask for your own sake, as you are likely to have 
fakes palmed off on you by thedealers," forshedid not, in 
fact, endow him with any critical faculty, and had no great 
opinion of the intelligenceof a man who, in conversation, 
would avoid serious topics and showed a very duli 
preciseness, not only when he gave us kitchen recipes, 
going into the most minutę details, but even when my 
grandmother'ssistersweretalkingtohim aboutart. W hen 
chałlenged by them to give an opinion, or to express his 
admiration for some picture, he would remain almost 
disobligingly silent, and would then make amends by 
furnishing (if he could) some fact or other about the 
gallery in which thepicturewas hung, or the datę at which 
ithad been painted. Butasarulehewould content himself 
with trying to amuse us by telling us about his latest 
adventure with someone whom we ourselves knew, such 
as the Combray chemist, or our cook, or our coachman. 
T hesestoriescertainly used to make my great-aunt laugh, 
but she could neverdecidewhetherthiswason account of 
the absurd role which Swann invariably gave himself 
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therein, or of the wit that he showed in telling them: "I 
mustsayyou really arearegularcharacter, M . Swann!" 

A s she was the only member of our family who could 
be described as a trifle "common," she would always take 
careto remark to strangers, when Swann was mentioned, 
that he could easily, had he so wished, have lived in the 
Boulevard H aussmann ortheAvenuedel'0 pera, and that 
hewastheson of old M . Swann who must haveleftfouror 
five million francs, but that it was a fad of his. A fad 
which, moreover, shethought was bound to amuseother 
peopleso much that in Paris, when M . Swann called on 
New Year's Day bringing her a little packet of marrons 
glaces, she never failed, if there were strangers in the 
room, to say to him: "W ell, M . Swann, and do you still 
livenextdoortothebonded warehouse, so as to be surę of 
not missing your train when you go to Lyons?” and she 
would peep out of thecorner of her eye, over her glasses, at 
theother visitors. 

But if anyone had suggested to my great-aunt that 
this Swann, who, in his capacity as the son of old M . 
Swann, was "fully qualified” to be received by any of the 
"best people,” by the most respected barristers and 
solicitors of Paris (though he was perhaps a trifle inclined 
to let this hereditary privilege go by default), had another 
almost secret existence of a wholly different kind; that 
when he left our house in Paris, saying that he must go 
hometo bed, he would no sooner haveturned thecorner 
than he would stop, retrace his steps, and be off to some 
salon on whose like no stockbroker or associate of 
stockbrokers had ever set eyes—that would have seemed 
to my aunt as extraordinary as, to a woman of wider 
reading, thethought of being herself on terms of intimacy 
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with Aristaeus and of learning that after having a chat 
with her he would plunge deep into the realms of T hetis, 
into an empire veiled from mortal eyes, in which Virgil 
depicts him as being received with open arms; or—to be 
content with an image morel i kely to haveoccurred to her, 
for she had seen it painted on the plates we used for 
biscuits at Combray—as the thought of having had to 
dinner Ali Baba, who, as soon as hefinds himself alone 
and unobserved, will make his way into the cave, 
resplendent with its unsuspected treasures. 

Oneday when he had cometo see us after dinner in 
Paris, apologising for being in evening clothes, Franęoise 
told us after he had left that she had got it from his 
coachman that he had been dining "with a princess.” "A 
nice sort of princess," retorted my aunt, shrugging her 
shoulders without raising her eyes from her knitting, 
serenely sarcastic. 

Altogether, my great-aunt treated him with scant 
ceremony. Since she was of the opinion that he ought to 
feel flattered by our invitations, she thought it only right 
and proper that heshould never cometo seeus in summer 
without a basketof peachesor raspberriesfrom his garden, 
and that from each of his visits to Italy he should bring 
back some photographs of old masters for me. 

It seemed quite natural, therefore, to send for him 
whenever a recipefor somespecial sauceor for a pineapple 
salad was needed for one of our big dinner-parties, to 
which he himself would not be invited, being regarded as 
insufficiently important to be served up to new friends 
who might be in our house for the first time. If the 
conversation turned upon the princes of the House of 
France, "gentlemen you and I will never know, will we, 
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and don't want to, do we?” my great-aunt would say tartly 
to Swann, who had, perhaps, a letter from T wickenham in 
his pocket; she would makehim push the piano into place 
and tum over the musie on evenings when my 
grandmother's sister sang, manipulating this person who 
was elsewhereso sought after with therough simplicity of 
a child who will play with a collectors' piece with no morę 
circumspection than if it were a cheap gewgaw. D oubtless 
the Swann who was a familiar figurę in all the clubs of 
thosedays differed hugely from the Swann created by my 
great-aunt when, of an evening, in our little garden at 
Combray, after thetwo shy peals had sounded from the 
gate, she would inject and vitalise with everything she 
knew about the Swann family the obscure and shadowy 
figurę who emerged, with my grandmother in his wake, 
from thedark background and who was identified by his 
voice. But then, even in the most insignificant details of 
our daily life, nonę of us can be said to constitute a 
materiał whole, which is identical for everyone, and need 
only be turned up like a page in an account-book or the 
record of a will; our social personality is a creation of the 
thoughts of other people. Even the simple act which we 
describe as "seeing someone we know” is to some extent 
an intellectual process. W epackthephysical outlineof the 
person weseewith all thenotions wehavealready formed 
about him, and in the total picture of him which we 
compose in our minds those notions have certainly the 
Principal place. In the end they come to fili out so 
completely thecurveof hischeeks, to fol Iow so exactly the 
lineof his nose, they blend so harmoniously in thesound 
of his voice as if it were no morę than a transparent 
envelope, thateach timeweseethefaceor hear the voice it 
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is these notions which we recognise and to which we 
listen. And so, no doubt, from the Swann they had 
constructed forthemselves myfamily had leftout, intheir 
ignorance, a wholehostof detailsof hislifein theworld of 
fashion, details which caused other people, when they met 
him, to see all the graces enthroned in his face and 
stopping at the linę of his aquiIine nose as at a natural 
frontier; but they had contrived also to put into this face 
divested of all glamour, vacant and roomy as an 
untenanted house, to plant in the depths of these 
undervalued eyes, a lingering residuum, vague but not 
unpleasing—half-memory and half-oblivion—of idle 
hours spent together after our weekly dinners, round the 
card-table or in the garden, during our companionable 
country life. O ur friend's corporeal envelope had been so 
well lined with this residuum, as well as various earlier 
memories of his parents, that their own special Swann had 
become to my family a complete and living creature; so 
that even now I have the feeling of leaving someone I 
know for another quite different person when, going back 
in memory, I pass from the Swann whom I knew later and 
morę intimately to this early Swann—this early Swann in 
whom I can distinguish the charming mistakes of my 
youth, and who in fact is less like his successor than he is 
like the other people I knew atthattime, asthough one's 
lifewerea picture gallery in which all theportraits of any 
one period had a marked family likeness, a similar 
tonality—this early Swann abounding in leisure, fragrant 
with the scent of the great chestnut-tree, of baskets of 
raspberries and of a sprig of tarragon. 

A nd yet one day, when my grandmother had gone to 
ask some favour of a lady whom she had known at the 
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Sacre Coeur (and with whom, because of our notions of 
caste, shehad not cared to keep up any degreeof intimacy 
in spite of several common interests), the M arquise de 
Villeparisis, of thefamous houseof Bouillon, this lady had 
said to her: 

"I believeyou know M . Swann very well; he'sagreat 
friend of my nephew and niece, thedes L aumes.” 

M y grandmother had returned from the cali fuli of 
praise for the house, which overlooked somegardens, and 
in which M me de Villeparisis had advised her to rent a 
fiat, and also for a repairing tailor and his daughter who 
kept a littleshop in thecourtyard, into which shehad gone 
to ask them to put a stitch in her skirt, which she had tom 
on thestaircase. M y grandmother had found these people 
perfectly charming: the girl, she said, was a jewel, and the 
tailor the best and most distinguished man she had ever 
seen. For in her eyes distinction was a thing wholly 
independent of social position. She was in ecstasies over 
some answer the tailor had madę to her, saying to 
M amma: 

"Sevigne would not have put it better!” and, by way 
of contrast, of a nephew of M me deV illeparisis whom she 
had met at the house: 

"M y dear, heisso common!" 

N ow, the effect of the remark about Swann had been, 
not to raise him in my great-aunt's estimation, but to 
lower M me de Villeparisis. It appeared that thedeference 
which, on my grandmother's authority, weowed to M me 
de V illeparisis imposed on her the reciprocal obligation to 
do nothing that would render her less worthy of our 
regard, and that she had failed in this duty by becoming 
aware of Swann's existence and in alłowing members of 
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her family to associate with him. "What! She knows 
Swann? A person who, you always madę out, was related 
to M arshal MacMahon!" This view of Swann's social 
position which prevailed in my family seemed to be 
confirmed later on by his marriage with a woman of the 
worst type, almost a prostitute, whom, to do him justice, 
he never attempted to introduce to us—for he continued 
to come to our house alone, though morę and morę 
seldom—butfrom whom they felt they could establish, on 
the assumption that he had found her there, the circle, 
unknown to them, in which heordinarily moved. 

But on one occasion my grandfather read in a 
newspaper that M . Swann was one of the most regular 
attendants at the Sunday luncheons given by the D uc de 

X-, whosefather and unclehad been among our most 

prominent statesmen in the reign of L ouis-Philippe. N ow 
my grandfather wascuriousto learn all the smal lest details 
which might help him to takea mental sharein theprivate 
lives of men like M ole, the D uc Pasquier, or the D uc de 
Broglie. He was delighted to find that Swann associated 
with peoplewho had known them. M y great-aunt, on the 
other hand, interpreted this piece of news in a sense 
discreditable to Swann; for anyone who chose his 
associatesoutsidethecastein which hehad been born and 
bred, outside his “proper station," automatically lowered 
himself in her eyes. It seemed to her that such a one 
abdicated all claim to enjoy the fruits of the splendid 
connections with people of good position which prudent 
parents cultivate and storę up for their children's benefit, 
and she had actually ceased to "see” the son of a lawyer of 
our acquaintance because he had married a "H ighness” 
and had thereby stepped down—in her eyes—from the 
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respectable position of a lawyer's son to that of those 
adventurers, upstart footmen or stable-boys mostly, to 
whoim, we are told, queens have sometimes shown their 
favours. Sheobjected, therefore, to my grandfather's plan 
of questioning Swann, when next hecameto dinewith us, 
about these people whose friendship with him we had 
discovered. At the same time my grandmother's two 
sisters, elderly spinsters who shared her nobility of 
character but lacked her intelligence, declared that they 
could not conceive what pleasure their brother-in-law 
could find in talking about such trifles. T hey were ladies 
of lofty aspirations, who for that reason were incapable of 
taking the least interest in what might betermed gossip, 
even if it had some historical import, or, generałly 
speaking, in anything that was not directly associated with 
some aesthetic or virtuous object. So complete was their 
negation of interest in anything which seemed directly or 
indirectly connected with worldly matters that their sense 
of hearing— having finally come to realise its temporary 
futility when the tonę of the conversation at the dinner- 
table became frivolous or merely mundane without the 
twoold ladies' beingableto guide it back to topicsdear to 
themselves— would put its receptiveorgans into abeyance 
to the point of actually becoming atrophied. So that if my 
grandfather wished to attract the attention of the two 
sisters, he had to resort to some such physical stimuli as 
alienists adopt in dealing with their distracted patients: to 
wit, repeated taps on a glass with the blade of a knife, 
accompanied by a Sharp word and a compelling glance, 
violent methods which these psychiatrists are apt to bring 
with them into their everyday life among the sane, either 
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from force of professional habit or becausethey think the 
wholeworld atriflemad. 

Their interest grew, however, when, the day before 
Swann was to dinewith us, and when hehad imadethem a 
special presentof acaseof Asti, my great-aunt, who had in 
her hand a copy of the Figaro in which to the name of a 
picturethen on view in a Corot exhibition wereadded the 
words, "from thecollection of M . Charles Swann," asked: 
"D id you seethat Swann is 'mentioned' in the Figaro!" 

"But l've always told you," said my grandmother, 
"that he had a great deal of taste." 

“Y ou would, of course," retorted my great-aunt, “say 
anything just to seem different from us." For, knowing 
that my grandmother never agreed with her, and not being 
quite confident that it was her own opinion which the rest 
of us invariably endorsed, she wished to extort from us a 
Wholesale condemnation of my grandmother's views, 
against which she hoped to force us into solidarity with 
her own. But we sat silent. M y grandmother's sisters 
having expressed a desire to mention to Swann this 
referenceto him in the Figaro, my great-aunt dissuaded 
them. W henever shesaw in others an advantage, however 
trivial, which she herself lacked, she would persuade 
herself that it was no advantage at all, but a drawback, and 
would pity so as not to haveto envy them. 

“I don't think that would please him at all; I know 
very well that I should hate to see my name printed like 
that, as largeas life, in the paper, and I shouldn't feel atall 
flattered if anyonespoketo meabout it." 

She did not, however, put any very great pressure 
upon my grandmother's sisters, forthey, in their horror of 
vulgarity, had brought to such a fine art the concealment 
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of a personal allusion in a wealth of ingenious 
circumlocution, that it would often pass unnoticed even 
by the person to whom it was addressed. As for my 
mother, her only thought was of trying to induce my 
father to speak to Swann, not about his wife but about his 
daughter, whom heworshipped, and for whose sake it was 
understood that he had ultimately madę his unfortunate 
marriage. 

"You need onlysay aword; justask him how sheis. It 
must beso very hard for him." 

M y father, however, wasannoyed: "No, no; you have 
the most absurd ideas. It would beutterly ridiculous." 

But the only one of us in whom the prospect of 
Swann's arrival gave rise to an unhappy foreboding was 
myself. T his was becauseon theevenings when therewere 
visitors, or just M . Swann, in the house, M amma did not 
come up to my room. I dined before the others, and 
afterwards came and sat at table until eight o'clock, when 
it was understood that I must go upstairs; that frail and 
precious kiss which M amma used normally to bestow on 
me when I was in bed and just going to sleep had to be 
transported from thedining-room to my bedroom wherel 
must keep it inviolate all the time that it took me to 
undress, without letting its sweet charm be broken, 
without letting its volatile essence diffuse itself and 
evaporate; and it was precisely on those very evenings 
when I needed to receive it with special care that I was 
obliged to take it, to snatch it brusquely and in public, 
withouteven havingthetimeortheequanimity to bringto 
what I was doing the single-minded attention of lunatics 
whocompel themselvesto exclude alI other thoughtsfrom 
their minds while they are shutting a door, so that when 
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the sickness of uncertainty sweeps over them again they 
can triumphantly oppose it with the recollection of the 
precise moment when they shutthedoor. 

W e were all in the garden when the double tinkle of 
the visitors' beli sounded shyly. Everyone knew that it 
must be Swann, and yet they looked at one another 
inquiringly and sent my grandmother to reconnoitre. 

"Seethatyou thank him intelligibly for the winę," my 
grandfather warned his two sisters-in-law. "You know 
how good it is, and thecaseishuge.” 

"Now, don't start whispering!" said my great-aunt. 
"How would you like to come into a house and find 
everyone muttering to themselves?” 

"Ah!There'sM . Swann," cried myfather. "Lefsask 
him if hethinks it will befinetomorrow." 

M y mother fancied that a word from her would wipe 
out all thedistress which my family had contrived to cause 
Swann sińce his marriage. She found an opportunity to 
draw him asidefor a moment. But I followed her: I could 
not bring myself to let her out of my sight while I felt that 
in afew minutes I should haveto leaveher in thedining- 
room and go up to my bed withouttheconsoling thought, 
as on ordinary evenings, that she would come up later to 
kiss me. 

"N ow, M . Swann," she said, "do tell me about your 
daughter. I'm surę she already has a taste for beautiful 
things, likeher papa." 

“Come along and sit down here with us all on the 
verandah," said my grandfather, coming up to him. My 
mother had to abandon her quest, but managed to extract 
from the restriction itself a further delicate thought, like 
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good poets whom the tyranny of rhyme forces into the 
discovery of theirfinest lines. 

"W e can talk about her again when we are by 
ourselves," she said, or rather whispered to Swann. "O nly 
a mother is capable of understanding these things. I'm 
surethat herswould agreewith me.” 

And so weall satdown round the iron table. I should 
have liked not to think of the hours of anguish which I 
should have to spend that evening alone in my room, 
without being able to go to sleep: I tried to convince 
myself thatthey wereof no importancesińceI should have 
forgotten them next morning, and to fix my mind on 
thoughts of the futurę which would carry me, as on a 
bridge, acrosstheterrifying abyssthat yawned at my feet. 
But my mind, strained by this foreboding, distended like 
the look which I shot at my mother, would not allow any 
extraneous impression to enter. Thoughts did indeed 
enter it, but only on the condition that they left behind 
them every element of beauty, or even of humour, by 
which I might have been distracted or beguiled. As a 
surgical patient, thanksto a local anaesthetic, can look on 
fully conscious while an operation is being performed 
upon him and yet feel nothing, I could repeat to myself 
somefavourite lines, or watch my grandfather's efforts to 
talk to Swann about the Duc d'A ud i f f ret- P asq u i er, 
without being able to kindleany emotion from the one or 
amusement from the other. Hardly had my grandfather 
begun to question Swann about that orator when one of 
my grandmother's sisters, in whose ears the question 
echoed like a solemn but untimely silence which her 
natural politeness bade her interrupt, addressed the other 
with: 
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"J ust fancy, F lora, I met a young Swedish governess 
today who told mesomemost interesting thingsabout the 
co-operative movement in Scandinavia. We really must 
haveherto dinehereoneevening.'' 

"To be surę!” said her sister Flora, “but I haven't 
wasted my timeeither. I met such a clever old gentleman 
at M . VinteuN's who knows M aubant quite well, and 
M aubant hastold him every littlething about how hegets 
up his parts. It's the most interesting thing I ever heard. 
FI e's a neighbour of M . VinteuiI's, and I never knew; and 
heisso nicebesides.” 

"M . V i nteui I is not the only one who has nice 
neighbours,” cried my auntCelinein avoicethat wasloud 
because of shyness and forced because of premeditation, 
darting, as she spoke, what she calIed a "significant 
glance” at Swann. And my aunt Flora, who realised that 
this veiled utterance was Celine's way of thanking Swann 
for the Asti, looked at him also with a blend of 
congratulation and irony, either because she simply 
wished to underline her sister's little witticism, or because 
she envied Swann his having inspired it, or because she 
imagined that he was embarrassed, and could not help 
having a littlefun at hisexpense. 

"I think it would be worth while," F lora went on, "to 
have this old gentleman to dinner. W hen you get him 
going on M aubant or M me M aterna he will talk for hours 
on end.” 

"T hat must be delightful," sighed my grandfather, in 
whosemind naturęhad unfortunately forgotten to include 
any capacity whatsoever for becoming passionately 
interested in the Swedish co-operativemovementor in the 
methods employed by M aubant to get up his parts, just as 
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it had forgotten to endow my grandmother's two sisters 
with a grain of that precious salt which one has oneself to 
"add to taste" in order to extract any savour from a 
narrative of the private life of M ole or of the Comte de 
Paris. 

"By theway," said Swann to my grandfather, “what I 
was goingto tell you has morę to do than you mightthink 
with what you were asking me just now, for in some 
respects there has been very little change. I came across a 
passage in Saint-Simon this morning which would have 
amused you. It's in the volume which covers his mission 
to Spain; not one of the best, little morę in fact than a 
journal, but at least a wonderfully well written journal, 
which fairly distinguishes it from thetedious journals we 
feel bound to read morning and evening.” 

“I don't agree with you: there are some days when I 
find reading the papers very pleasant indeed," my aunt 
F lora broke in, to show Swann that she had read the notę 
about his C orot in the Figaro. 

“Yes,” aunt Celine went one better, "when they write 
about thingsor peoplein whom weareinterested." 

“I don't deny it," answered Swann in some 
bewilderment. "Thefault I find with our journalism is 
that it forces us to take an interest in somefresh triviality 
or other every day, whereas only three or four books in a 
lifetime give us anything that is of real importance. 
Suppose that, every morning, when we tore the wrapper 
off our paper with fevered hands, a transmutation were to 
take place, and we were to find inside it—oh! I don't 
know; shall wesay Pascal's PenseesT H e articulated the 
title with an ironie emphasis so as not to appear pedantic. 
"And then, in thegilt and tooled volumes which weopen 
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oncein ten years," he went on, showingthatcontemptfor 
worldly matters which some men of the world like to 
affect, "weshould read thattheQ ueen of theH ellenes had 
arrived atCannes, or that the Princesse de Leon had given 
afancy dress bali. I n that way weshould arriveat a happy 
medium." But at once regretting that he had allowed 
himself to speak of serious matters even in jest, he added 
ironically: “W hat afineconversation we'rehaving! I can't 
think why we climb to these lofty heights," and then, 
turning to my grandfather: "W ell, Saint-Simon tells how 
M aulevrier had had the audacity to try to shake hands 
with his sons. Y ou remember how he says of M aulevrier, 
'Never did I find in that coarse bottle anything but ill- 
humour, boorishness, and folly.'" 

"Coarse or not, I know bottles in which there is 
something very different," said Flora briskly, feeling 
bound to thank Swann as well as her sister, sińce the 
present of Asti had been addressed to them both. Celine 
laughed. 

Swann was puzzled, but went on: " 'I cannot say 
whether it was ignorance or cozenage,' writes Saint- 
Simon. 'H etried to givehis hand to my children. I noticed 
it in timeto prevent him.'" 

My grandfather was already in ecstasies over 
“ignorance or cozenage,” but M Ile Celine—the name of 
Saint-Simon, a “man of letters," having arrested the 
complete paralysis of her auditory faculties—was 
indignant: 

“W hat! You admirethat? W ell, that's a finething, I 
must say! But what's it supposed to mean? Isn't one man 
as good as the next? W hat difference can it make whether 
he'sadukeor agroom so long as he's intelligent and kind? 
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H ehad afineway of bringing up his children, your Saint- 
Simon, if he didn't teach them to shake hands with all 
decent folk. Really and truły, it's abominable. And you 
dareto quote it!" 

And my grandfather, utterly depressed, realising how 
futileit would be, againstthisopposition, to attemptto get 
Swann to tell him the stories which would have amused 
him, murmured to my mother: "J ust tell me again that 
lineof yours which alwayscomforts meso much on these 
occasions. O h, yes: 'W hat virtues, L ord, T hou makest us 
abhor !' 2 H ow good that is!" 

I never took my eyes off my mother. I knew that when 
they were at table I should not be permitted to stay there 
forthewholeof dinner-time, and that M amma, forfear of 
annoying my father, would notalIow meto kiss her several 
timesin public, asI would havedonein my room. And so 
I promised myself that in the dining-room, as they began 
to eat and drink and as I felt the hour approach, I would 
put beforehand into this kiss, which was bound to be so 
brief and furtive, everything that my own efforts could 
muster, would carefully choose in advance the exact spot 
on her cheek where I would imprint it, and would so 
prepare my thoughts as to be able, thanks to these mental 
preliminaries, to consecrate the whole of the minutę 
M amma would grant me to the sensation of her cheek 
against my lips, as a painter who can have his subject for 
short sittings only prepares his palette, and from what he 
remem bers and from rough notes does in advance 
everything which he possibly can do in the sitter's 
absence. Buttonight, beforethedinner-bell had sounded, 


2 O ciel, que de vertus vous nousfaites hair. From 
Corneille’s Mort de Pompee. 
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my grandfather said with unconscious cruelty: "T he little 
man looks tired; he'd better go up to bed. Besides, we're 
dining late tonight." 

And my father, who was less scrupulous than my 
grandmother or my mother in observing the letter of a 
treaty, went on: "Y es; run along; off to bed.” 

I would have kissed M amma then and there, but at 
that momentthedinner-bell rang. 

"No, no, leaveyour mother alone. You'vesaid good 
night to oneanother, that's enough. T hese exhibitions are 
absurd. Go on upstairs.” 

And so I mustsetforth without viaticum; mustclimb 
each step of the staircase "against my heart ,” 3 as the 
saying is, climbing in opposition to my heart's desire, 
which was to return to my mother, sińce she had not, by 
kissing me, given my heart leaveto accompany me. T hat 
hateful staircase, up which I always went so sadly, gave 
out a smell of varnish which had, as it were, absorbed and 
crystalIised the special quality of sorrow that I felt each 
evening, and madę it perhaps even crueller to my 
sensibility because, when it assumed this olfactory guise, 
my intellect was powerlessto resist it. W hen wehavegone 
to sleep with a raging toothache and are conscious of it 
only as of a littlegirl whom weattempt, timeaftertime, to 
puli out of the water, or a lineof M oliere which we repeat 
incessantly to ourselves, it is a great relief to wake up, so 
that our intelligence can disentanglethe idea of toothache 
from any artificial semblance of heroism or rhythmic 
cadence. It was the converseof this relief which I feltwhen 
my anguish at having to go up to my room invaded my 
consciousness in a manner infinitely morę rapid, 


3 a contre-coeur: reluctantly. 
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instantaneous almost, a manner at once insidious and 
brutal, through the inhalation—far morę poisonous than 
morał penetration—of thesmell of varnish peculiartothat 
staircase. 

Once in my room I had to stop every loophole, to 
close the shutters, to dig my own grave as I turned down 
the bed-clothes, to wrap myself in the shroud of my 
nightshirt. But before burying myself in the iron bed 
which had been placed therebecause, on summer nights, I 
was too hot among the rep curtains of the four-poster, I 
was stirred to revolt, and attempted the desperate 
stratagem of a condemned prisoner. I wroteto my mother 
begging her to come upstairs for an important reason 
which I could not put in writing. M y fear was that 
F ranęoise, my aunt's cook who used to be put in charge of 
mewhen I was at Combray, might refusetotakemy notę. 

I had a suspicion that, in her eyes, to carry a message to 
my mother when there was a guest would appear as flatly 
inconceivableasforthedoor-keeper of atheatreto hand a 
letter to an actor upon the stage. O n the subject of things 
which might or might not be done she possessed a codę at 
once imperious, abundant, subtle, and uncompromising 
on points themselves imperceptible or irrelevant, which 
gaveit a resemblancetothoseancient laws which combine 
such cruel ordinances as the massacre of infants at the 
breastwith prohibitionsof exaggerated refinement against 
"seething the kid in his mother's milk," or "eating of the 
sinew which is upon the hollow of the thigh." T his codę, 
judging by thesudden obstinacy which shewould put into 
her refusal to carry out certain of our instructions, seemed 
to have provided for social complexities and refinements 
of etiguettewhich nothing in F ranęoise's background or in 
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her career as a sen/ant in a villagę household could have 
put into her head; and we were obliged to assume that 
there was latent in her soime past existence in the ancient 
history of F rance, noble and little understood, as in those 
manufacturing towns where old mansions still testify to 
their former courtly days, and Chemical workers toil 
among delicately sculptured scenes from Le M i rade de 
Theophiteor L esquatresfitsAymon. Ą 

In this particular instance, the article of her codę 
which madę it highly improbable that—barring an 
outbreak of fire— Franęoise would go down and disturb 
M amma in thepresenceof M . Swannforsounimportanta 
person as myself was one embodying the respect she 
showed not only for the family (as for the dead, for the 
clergy, or for royalty), but also for the stranger within our 
gates; a respect which I should perhaps have found 
touching in a book, but which never failed to irritate me on 
her lips, because of the solemn and sentimental tones in 
which she would express it, and which irritated me morę 
than usual this evening when the sacred character with 
which she invested the dinner-party might havetheeffect 
of making her declineto disturb its ceremoniał. But to give 
myself a chance of success I had no hesitation in lying, 
telling her that it was not in the least myself who had 
wanted to writeto M amma, but M amma who, on saying 
good night to me, had begged me not to forget to send her 
an answer about something she had asked me to look for, 
and that she would certainly be very angry if this notę 


4 Le Miracle de Theophile : verse play by the thirteenth- 
century troubadour, Rutebeuf. Les ąuatres fils Aymon 
or Renaud de Montaubam twelfth-century chanson de 
geste. 
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were not taken to her. I think that Franęoise disbelieved 
me, for, like those primitive men whose senses were so 
much keenerthan ourown, shecould immediately detect, 
from signs imperceptible to the rest of us, the truth or 
falsehood of anything that we might wish to conceal from 
her. She studied the envelope for five minutes as though 
an examination of the paper itself and the look of my 
handwriting could enlighten her as to the naturę of the 
contents, or tell hertowhich articleof her codę she ought 
to refer the matter. Then she went out with an air of 
resignation which seemed to imply: "lt's hard lines on 
parents havi ng a chi Id like that." 

A moment later she returned to say that they were 
still at the ice stage and that it was impossible for the 
butler to deliver the notę at once, in front of everybody; 
but that when the finger-bowls were put round he would 
find a way of slipping it into M amma's hand. At once my 
anxiety subsided; it was now no longer (as it had been a 
moment ago) until tomorrow that I had lost my mother, 
sińce my little notę—though it would annoy her, no 
doubt, and doubly so becausethis stratagem would make 
me ridiculous in Swann's eyes—would at least admit me, 
invisible and enraptured, into the same room as herself, 
would whisper about me into her ear; sińce that forbidden 
and unfriendly dining-room, where but a moment ago the 
ice itself—with burned nuts in it—and the finger-bowls 
seemed to meto beconcealing pleasures that were baleful 
and of a mortal sadness because M amma was tasting of 
them while I was far away, had opened its doors to me 
and, like a ripe fruit which bursts through its skin, was 
going to pour out into my intoxicated heart thesweetness 
of M amma's attention while she was reading what I had 
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written. Now I was no longer separated from her; the 
barriers were down; an exquisite thread united us. 
Besides, that was not all: forsurely M aimma would come. 

As for the agony through which I had just passed, I 
imagined that Swann would have laughed heartily at it if 
he had read my letter and had guessed its purpose; 
whereas, on thecontrary, as I was to leam in duecourse, a 
similar anguish had been the bane of his life for many 
years, and no one perhaps could have understood my 
feelings at that moment so well as he; to him, the anguish 
that comes from knowing that thecreatureone adores is in 
some place of enjoyment where oneself is not and cannot 
fol Iow— to him that anguish came through love, to which 
itisin asensepredestined, by which itwill beseized upon 
and exploited; but when, as had befallen me, it possesses 
one'ssoul beforelovehasyetentered intoone'slife, then it 
must drift, awaiting love's coming, vague and free, 
without precise attachment, at the disposal of one 
sentiment today, of another tomorrow, of filial piety or 
affection for afriend. And thejoy with which I first bound 
myself apprentice, when Franęoisereturned to tell methat 
my letter would be delivered, Swann, too, had known 
well—that false joy which a friend or reiative of the 
woman we love can give us, when, on his arrival at the 
house or theatre wheresheis to befound, for some bali or 
party or "first night” at which heisto meet her, hesees us 
wandering outside, desperately awaiting some 
opportunity of communicating with her. H erecognises us, 
greets us familiarly, and asks what we are doing there. 
And when we invent a story of having some urgent 
messageto giveto his relative or friend, heassures usthat 
nothing could be simpler, takes us in at the door, and 
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promisesto send her down to us in five minutes. H ow we 
love him—as at that moment I loved F ranęoise—the 
good-natured intermediary who by a single word has 
madę supportable, human, almost propitious the 
inconceivable, infernal scene of gaiety in the thick of 
which we had been imagining swarms of enemies, 
perverse and seductive, beguiling away from us, even 
making laugh at us, thewoman welove! If wearetojudge 
of them by him—this relative who has accosted us and 
who is himself an initiate in those cruel mysteries—then 
the other guests cannot be so very demoniacal. Those 
inaccessible and excruciating hours during which shewas 
about to tasteof unknown pleasures—suddenly, through 
an unexpected breach, we have broken into them; 
suddenly we can picture to ourselves, we possess, we 
intervene upon, we have almost created, one of the 
moments the succession of which would have composed 
those hours, a moment as real as all the rest, if not actually 
morę important to us because our mistress is morę 
intensely a part of it: namely, the moment in which he 
goes to tell her that we are waiting below. A nd doubtless 
the other moments of the party would not have been so 
very different from this one, would be no moreexquisite, 
no morę calculated to make us suffer, sińce this kind 
friend hasassured usthat "Of course, shewill bedelighted 
to comedown! It will be far morę amusing for her to talk 
to you than to be bored up there.” A las! Swann had 
learned by experience that the good intentions of a third 
party are powerless to influence a woman who is annoyed 
to find herself pursued even into a ballroom by a man she 
does not love. Too often, the kind friend comes down 
again alone. 
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M y mother did not appear, but without the slightest 
consideration for my self-respect (which depended upon 
her keeping up thefiction that she had asked meto let her 
know the result of my search for something or other) told 
Franęoise to tell me, in so many words: "There is no 
answer”—words I have so often, sińce then, heard the 
hall-porters in grand hotels and theflunkeys in gambling- 
clubs and the like repeat to some poor girl who replies in 
bewilderment: "W hat! hesaid nothing? It's not possible. 
You did give him my letter, didn't you? Very well, I shall 
wait a little longer." And, just as she invariably protests 
that she does not need the extra gas-jet which the porter 
offers to light for her, and sits on there, hearing nothing 
further except an occasional remark on theweather which 
the porter exchanges with a bell-hop whom he will send 
off suddenly, when he notices the time, to put some 
customer's winę on the ice, so, having declined 
Franęoise's offer to make me some tea or to stay beside 
me, I let her go off again to the pantry, and lay down and 
shut my eyes, trying not to hear the voices of my family 
who weredrinking their coffeein the garden. 

But after afew seconds I realised that, by writing that 
notę to M armma, by approaching—at the risk of making 
her angry—so near to her that I felt I could reach out and 
grasp the moment in which I should see her again, I had 
cut myself off from the possibility of going to sleep until I 
actually had seen her, and my heart began to beat morę 
and morepainfully as I increased my agitation by ordering 
myself to keep calm and to acquiesce in my ill-fortune. 
T hen, suddenly, my anxiety subsided, a feeling of intense 
happiness coursed through me, as when a strong medicine 
beginsto takeeffect and one's pain vanishes: I hadformed 
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a resolution to abandon all attempts to go to sleep without 
seeing M amina, had madę up my mind to kiss her at all 
costs, even though this meant the certainty of being in 
disgrace with her for long afterwards—when she herself 
came up to bed. T he calm which succeeded my anguish 
filled me with extraordinary exhilaration, no lessthan my 
sense of expectation, my thirst for and my fear of danger. 
N oiselessly I opened thewindow and sat down on thefoot 
of my bed. I hardly dared to movein casethey should hear 
mefrom below. O utside, thingstoo seemed frozen, rapt in 
a mute intentness not to disturb the moonlight which, 
duplicating each of them and throwing it back by the 
extension in front of it of a shadow denser and morę 
concretethan itssubstance, had madethewholelandscape 
at oncethinner and larger, like a map which, after being 
folded up, is spread out upon the ground. W hat had to 
move—a leaf of the chestnut-tree, for instance—moved. 
But its minutę quivering, total, self-contained, finished 
down to its minutestgradation and its last dęlicatetremor, 
did not impinge upon the rest of the scene, did not merge 
with it, remained circumscribed. Exposed upon this 
surface of silence which absorbed nothing of them, the 
most distant sounds, those which must have come from 
gardens at the far end of the town, could be distinguished 
with such exact "finish" that the impression they gaveof 
coming from a distance seemed due only to their 
"pianissimo” execution, like those movements on muted 
strings so well performed by the orchestra of the 
Conservatoirethat, even though onedoes not miss a single 
notę, one thinks nonę the less that they are being played 
somewhere outside, a long way from the concert hall, so 
that all theold subscribers—my grandmother'ssisterstoo, 
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when Swann had given them his seats—used to strain 
their ears as if they had caught thedistant approach of an 
army on the march, which had not yet rounded the corner 
of theRuedeT revise. 

I was well awarethat I had placed myself in a position 
than which nonecould becounted upon to involve me in 
graver consequences at my parents' hands; consequences 
far graver, indeed, than a stranger would have imagined, 
and such as (he would have thought) could follow only 
some really shameful misdemeanour. But in the 
upbringing which they had given me faults were not 
classified in the same order as in that of other children, 
and I had been taught to place at the head of the list 
(doubtless because there was no other class of faults from 
which I needed to be morę carefully protected) those in 
which I can now distinguish thecommon feature that one 
succumbs to them by yielding to a nervous impulse. But 
such a phrase had never been uttered in my hearing; no 
one had yet accounted for my temptations in a way which 
might have led me to believe that there was some excuse 
for my giving in to them, or that I was actually incapable 
of holding out against them. Yet I could easily recognise 
this class of transgressions by the anguish of mind which 
preceded as well as by the rigourof the punishment which 
followed them; and I knew that what I had just done was 
in the same category as certain other sins for which I had 
been severely punished, though infinitely morę serious 
than they. W hen I went out to meet my mother on her 
way up to bed, and when shesaw that I had stayed up in 
order to say good night to her again in the passage, I 
should not be allowed to stay in the house a day longer, I 
should bepacked off to school next morning; so much was 
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certain. Very well: had I been obliged, the next moment, 
to hurl myself out of the window, I should still have 
preferred such a fate. For what I wanted now was 
M amma, to say good nightto her. I had gonetoofar along 
the road which led to the fulfilment of this desire to be 
ableto retrace my steps. 

I could hear my parents' footsteps as they 
accompanied Swann to thegate, and when theclanging of 
the beli assured methat he had really gone, I crept to the 
window. M amma was asking my father if he had thought 
thelobster good, and whether M . Swann had had asecond 
helping of the coffee-and-pistachio ice. "I thought it 
rather so-so,” shewas saying. "N ext time weshall haveto 
try anotherflavour." 

“I cant tell you," said my great-aunt, "whatachange 
I find in Swann. H e i s q u i te anti q u ated!" Shehad grown so 
accustomed to seeing Swann always in the same stage of 
adolescencethat it wasashockto her to find him suddenly 
lessyoungthan theageshestill attributed to him. And the 
others too were beginning to remark in Swann that 
abnormal, excessive, shameful and deserved senescenceof 
bachelors, of all thoseforwhom itseems that thegreatday 
which knows no morrow must be longer than for other 
men, sińce for them it is void of promise, and from its 
dawn the moments steadily accumulate without any 
subsequent partition among offspring. 

"I fancy he has a lot of trouble with that wretched 
wifeof his, who lives with a certain M onsieur deCharlus, 
as all Combray knows. I t's the talk of thetown." 

My mother observed that, in spite of this, he had 
looked much lessunhappy of late. "And hedoesn't nearly 
sooften do that trick of his, so like his father, of wiping his 
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eyes and drawing his hand across his forehead. I think 
myself that in his heart of hearts he no longer loves that 
woman." 

"W hy, of course he doesn't," answered my 
grandfather. "He wrote me a letter about it, ages ago, to 
which I took careto pay no attention, but it left no doubt 
as to his feelings, or at any ratę his love, for his wife. 
H ullo! you two; you never thanked him for the Asti," he 
went on, turningto hissisters-in-law. 

"W hat! we never thanked him? I think, between you 
and me, that I put itto him quiteneatly," replied my aunt 
Flora. 

“Y es, you managed it very well; I admired you for it," 
said my aunt Cel i ne. 

"But you did it very prettily, too." 

"Yes; I was rather proud of my remark about 'nice 
neighbours.'" 

"W hat! D o you cali that thanking him?” shouted my 
grandfather. "I heard that all right, but devil take me if I 
guessed it was meant for Swann.You may bequitesurehe 
never noticed it." 

“Come, come; Swann isn't a fool. I'm surę he 
understood. You didn't expect meto tell him the number 
of bottles, orto guess what hepaid forthem." 

M y father and mother were left alone and sat down 
for a moment; then my father said: "W ell, shall we go up 
to bed?” 

"As you wish, dear, though I don't feel at all sleepy. I 
don't know why; it can't be the coffee-ice— it wasn't 
strong enough to keep meawakelikethis. But I seea light 
in theservants' hall: poor F ranęoisehas been sitting up for 
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me, so I'II get her to unhook me while you go and 
undress." 

M y mother opened the latticed door which led from 
the hall to the staircase. Presently I heard her coming 
upstairs to close her window. I went quietly into the 
passage; my heart was beating so violently that I could 
hardly move, but at least it was throbbing no longer with 
anxiety, but with terror and joy. I saw in the well of the 
stair a light coming upwards, from M amma's candle. 
T hen I saw M amma herself and I threw myself upon her. 
For an instant she looked at me in astonishment, not 
realising what could have happened. Then her face 
assumed anexpression of anger. Shesaid not a single word 
to me; and indeed I used to go for days on end without 
being spoken to, for far morę venial offences than this. A 
single word from M amma would have been an admission 
thatfurther intercourse with mewaswithin theboundsof 
possibility, and that might perhaps have appeared to me 
morę terrible still, as indicating that, with such a 
punishment as was i n storę for me, meresi lence and black 
looks would have been puerile. A word from her then 
would have implied the false calm with which one 
addresses a servant to whom one has just decided to give 
notice; the kiss one bestows on a son who is being packed 
off to enlist, which would have been denied him if it had 
merely been a matter of being angry with him for a few 
days. But she heard my father coming from thedressing- 
room, where he had gone to take off his clothes, and, to 
avoid the scene which he would make if he saw me, she 
said to mein a voicehalf-stifled with anger: "Off you go at 
once. Do you want your father to see you waiting there 
likean idiot?" But I implored her again: "Comeand say 
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good night to me," terrified as I saw the light from my 
father's candle already creeping up the wali, but also 
making useof hisapproach asa meansof blackmail, in the 
hopethat my mother, not wishing him to find methere, as 
find me hemust if shecontinued to refuseme, would give 
in and say: “Go backtoyourroom. I will come." 

Too late: my father was upon us. I nstinctively I 
murmured, though no oneheard me, 'Tm donefor!" 

I was not, however. M y father used constantly to 
refuseto let medo things which werequiteclearly allowed 
by the morę I i beral charters granted me by my mother and 
grandmother, because he paid no heed to "principles," 
and becausefor him therewasnosuch thing asthe"ruleof 
law.” For somequiteirrelevant reason, orfor no reason at 
all, he would at the last moment prevent me from taking 
some particular walk, one so regular, so hallowed, that to 
deprive meof it was a elear breach of faith; or again, as he 
had donethis evening, long beforetheappointed hour he 
would snap out: "Run along up to bed now; no excuses!” 
But at the same time, because he was devoid of principles 
(in my grandmother's sense), he could not, strictly 
speaking, be called intransigent. He looked at me for a 
moment with an air of surprise and annoyance, and then 
when M amma had told him, not without some 
embarrassment, what had happened, said to her: "Go 
along with him, then. You said just now that you didn't 
feel very sleepy, so stay in his room for a little. I don't need 
anything." 

"But, my dear," my mother answered timidly, 
"whether or not I feel sleepy is not the point; we mustn't 
letthechild get intothehabit.. 
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"T here's no question of getting into a habit," said my 
father, with a shrug of the shoulders; “you can see quite 
well that thechild is unhappy. After all, wearen't gaolers. 
You'11 end by making him ill, and a lot of good that will 
do. T herearetwo beds in his room; tell F ranęoiseto make 
up the big oneforyou, and stay with him fortherestof the 
night. Anyhow, l'm off to bed; !'m not so nervy as you. 
Good night." 

It was impossiblefor metothank my father; hewould 
have been exasperated by what he called mawkishness. I 
stood there, not daring to move; he was still in front of us, 
a tali figurę in his white nightshirt, crowned with thepink 
and violet cashmere scarf which he used to wrap around 
his head sińce he had begun to suffer from neuralgia, 
standing like Abraham in the engraving after Benozzo 
Gozzoli which M . Swann had given me, telling Sarah that 
she must tear herself away from Isaac. M any years have 
passed sińce that night. T hewall of thestaircaseup which 
I had watched the light of his candle gradually climb was 
long ago demolished. And in myself, too, many things 
have perished which I imagined would last for ever, and 
new ones havearisen, giving birth to new sorrowsand new 
joys which in thosedays I could not haveforeseen, just as 
now theold are hard to understand. It is a long time, too, 
sińce my father has been able to say to M amma: “Go 
along with the child." N ever again will such moments be 
possiblefor me. Butoflatel havebeen increasingly ableto 
catch, if I listen attentively, thesound of the sobs which I 
had the strength to control in my father's presence, and 
which broke out only when I found myself alone with 
M amma. In reality their echo has never ceased; and it is 
only because life is now growing morę and morę quiet 
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round about methat I hear them anew, likethoseconvent 
belIs which are so effectively drowned during the day by 
the noises of the Street that one would suppose them to 
havestopped, until they ring out again through thesilent 
evening air. 

M ammaspentthat night in my room: when I had just 
committed an offencefor which I expected to be banished 
from the household, my parents gave me a far greater 
concession than I could ever have won as the reward of a 
good deed. Even at the moment when it manifested itself 
in thiscrowning mercy, my father's behaviourtowards me 
still retained that arbitrary and unwarranted quality which 
was so characteristic of him and which arosefrom thefact 
that his actions were generałly dictated by chance 
expediencies rather than based on any formal plan. And 
perhaps even what I called his severity, when he sent me 
off to bed, deserved that title less than my mother's or my 
grandmother's attitude, for his naturę, which in some 
respects differed morę than theirs from my own, had 
probably prevented him from realising until then how 
wretched I was every evening, something which my 
mother and grandmother knew well; but they loved me 
enough to be unwilling to spare methat suffering, which 
they hoped to teach me to overcome, so as to reduce my 
nervous sensibility and to strengthen my will. W hereas 
my father, whose affection for me was of another kind, 
would not, I suspect, have had the same courage, for as 
soon as hehad grasped thefact that I was unhappy hehad 
said to my mother: "Go and comfort him." 

M amma stayed that night in my room, and it seemed 
that shedid not wish to mar by recrimination those hours 
which were so different from anything that I had had a 
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right to expect, for when Franęoise (who guessed that 
something extraordinary must have happened when she 
saw M armma sitting by my side, holding my hand and 
letting mecry unchided) said to her: "But, M adame, what 
is young master crying for?” she replied: “W hy, 
Franęoise, hedoesn't know himself: it's his nerves. M ake 
up the big bed for me quickly and then go off to your 
own." And thus for the first time my unhappiness was 
regarded no longer as a punishable offence but as an 
involuntary ailment which had been officially recognised, 
a nervouscondition for which I wasin noway responsible: 

I had the consolation of no longer having to mingle 
apprehensive scruples with the bitterness of my tears; I 
could weep henceforth without sin. I felt no smali degree 
of pride, either, in Franęoise's presence at this return to 
humane conditions which, not an hour after M amma had 
refused to comeup to my room and had sentthesnubbing 
messagethatl was to go to sleep, raised meto the dignity 
of agrown-up person, brought meof a sudden to a sort of 
puberty of sorrow, a manumission of tears. I ought to have 
been happy; I was not. It struck me that my mother had 
just madę a first concession which must havebeen painful 
to her, that it was a first abdication on her part from the 
ideał she had formed for me, and that for the first time she 
who was so brave had to confess herself beaten. It struck 
me that if I had just won a victory it was over her, that I 
had succeeded, as sickness or sorrow or age might have 
succeeded, in reiaxing her will, in undermining her 
judgment; and that this evening opened a new era, would 
remain a black datę in the calendar. And if I had dared 
now, I should havesaid to M amma: "No, I don'twantyou 
to, you mustn't sleep here.” But I was conscious of the 
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practical wisdom, of what would nowadays be called the 
realism, with which shetempered the ardent idealism of 
my grandmother's naturę, and I knew that now the 
mischief was done she would prefer to let me enjoy the 
soothing pleasureof her company, and not to disturb my 
father again. Certainly my mother's beautiful faceseemed 
to shine again with youth that evening, as she sat gently 
holding my hands and trying to check my tears; but this 
wasjust what I feltshould nothavebeen; her anger would 
havesaddened melessthan this new gentleness, unknown 
to my childhood experience; I felt that I had with an 
impious and secret finger traced a first wrinkle upon her 
soul and brought out a first white hair on her head. T his 
thought redoubled my sobs, and then I saw that M amma, 
who had never allowed herself to indulge in any undue 
emotion with me, was suddenly overcome by my tears and 
had to struggleto keep back her own. W hen she realised 
that I had noticed this, shesaid to me with asmile: "W hy, 
my little chick, my little canary, he's going to make 
M amma assilly as himself if this goeson. Look, sińceyou 
can't sleep, and M amma cant either, we mustn't go on in 
thisstupid way; wemustdosomething; III getoneof your 
books." But I had nonethere. "W ould you likemeto get 
out the books now that your grandmother is going to give 
you for your birthday?J ustthink itover first, and don't be 
disappointed if there's nothing new for you then.” 

I was only too delighted, and M amma went to fetch a 
parcel of books of which I could not distinguish, through 
the paper in which they were wrapped, any morę than 
their short, wide format but which, even at this first 
glimpse, brief and obscure as it was, bade fair to eclipse 
already the paintbox of New Year's Day and the 
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siIkwormsof theyear before. Thebookswere LaMareau 
Diable, Franęois ie Champi, L a Petite Fadette and Z. es 
Maitres Sonneurs. My grandmother, as I learned 
afterwards, had at first chosen M usset's poems, a volume 
of Rousseau, and Indiana, for while she considered light 
reading as unwholesome as sweets and cakes, she did not 
reflect that the strong breath of genius imight have upon 
the mind even of a chi Id an influence at once morę 
dangerous and less invigorating than that of fresh air and 
sea breezes upon his body. But when my father had almost 
called her an imbecileon learning the names of the books 
she proposed to give me, she had journeyed back by 
herself to Jouy-le-Vicomte to the bookseller's, so that 
thereshould be no danger of my not having my present in 
time (it was a boiling hot day, and she had come home so 
unwell that the doctor had wamed my mother not to allow 
her to tire herself so), and had fal len back upon thefour 
pastorał novels of George Sand. "M y dear," she had said 
to M amma, "I could not bring myself to give the child 
anything that was not well written." 

T he truth was that she could never permit herself to 
buy anything from which no intellectual profit was to be 
derived, aboveall the profit which finethings afford usby 
teaching us to seek our pleasures elsewhere than in the 
barren satisfaction of worldly wealth. Even when she had 
to make someone a present of the kind calIed “useful," 
when she had to givean armchair or sometable-silver or a 
walking-stick, shewould choose antiques, as though their 
long desuetude had effaced from them any semblance of 
utility and fitted them rather to instruct us in the lives of 
the men of other days than to serve the common 
reguirementsof our own. Shewould haveliked meto have 
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in my room photographs of ancient buildings or of 
beautiful places. But at the moment of buying them, and 
for all that the subject of the picture had an aesthetic 
value, she would find that vulgarity and utility had too 
prominent a part in them, through the mechanical naturę 
of their reproduction by photography. Sheattempted by a 
subterfuge, if not to eliminate altogether this commercial 
banał ity, at least to mi ni misę it, to supplant it to a certain 
extent with what was art still, to introduce, as it were, 
several "thicknesses” of art: instead of photographs of 
C hartres C athedral, of the F ountains of Saint-C loud, or of 
Vesuvius, shewould inquireof Swann whethersomegreat 
painter had not depicted them, and preferred to give me 
photographs of "Chartres Cathedral" after Corot, of the 
"F ountains of Saint-C loud" after H u bert Robert, and of 
“Vesuvius" after T urner, which wereastagehigher in the 
scalę of art. But although the photographer had been 
prevented from reproducing directly thesemasterpieces or 
beauties of naturę, and had there been replaced by a great 
artist, he resumed his odious position when it came to 
reproducing the artist's interpretation. Accordingly, 
having to reckon again with vulgarity, my grandmother 
would endeavour to postponethe moment of contact still 
further. Shewould ask Swann if the picture had not been 
engraved, preferring, when possible, old engravings with 
some interest of association apart from themselves, such, 
for example, as show us a masterpiece in a State in which 
we can no longer see it today (like M orghen's print of 
Leonardo's"LastSupper" before its defacement). Itmust 
beadmitted that the results of this method of interpreting 
the art of making presents were not always happy. T he 
idea which I formed of Venice, from a drawing by T itian 
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which is supposed to have the lagoon in the background, 
was certainly far less accurate than what I should have 
derived from ordinary photographs. W e could no longer 
keep count in thefamily (when my great-aunt wanted to 
draw up an indictment of my grandmother) of all the 
armchairs she had presented to married couples, young 
and old, which on a first attempt to sit down upon them 
had at once collapsed beneath the weight of their 
recipients. But my grandmother would have thought it 
sordid to concern herself too closely with the solidity of 
any piece of furniture in which could still be discerned a 
flourish, a smile, a brave conceit of the past. And even 
what in such pieces answered a materiał need, sińce it did 
so in a manner to which we are no longer accustomed, 
charmed her like those old forms of speech in which we 
can still seetracesof ametaphorwhosefinepointhasbeen 
worn away by therough usageof our modern tongue. A sit 
happened, the pastorał novels of George Sand which she 
was giving mefor my birthday wereregular lumber-rooms 
fuli of expressions that have fal len out of use and become 
quaint and picturesque, and are now only to befound in 
country dialects. And my grandmother had bought them 
in preference to other books, as she would morę readily 
have taken a house with a G othic dovecot or some other 
such piece of antiquity as will exert a benign influence on 
the mind by giving it a hankering for impossiblejourneys 
through therealmsof time. 

M amma sat down by my bed; she had chosen 
Franęois te Cham pi, whose reddish cover and 
incomprehensible title gave it, for me, a distinct 
personality and a mysterious attraction. I had not then 
read any real novels. I had heard it said that G eorge Sand 
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was a typical novelist. This predisposed me to imagine 
that Franęois le Champi contained something 
inexpressibly delicious. T he narrativedevices designed to 
arouse curiosity or melt to pity, certain modes of 
expression which disturb orsadden thereader, and which, 
with a little experience, he may recognise as common to a 
great many novels, seemed to me—for whom a new book 
was not oneof a number of similar objects but, as it were, 
a unique person, absolutely self-contained—simply an 
intoxicating distillation of the peculiar essenceof Franęois 
le Champi. Beneath theeveryday incidents, theordinary 
objects and common words, I sensed a strange and 
individual toneof voice. T heplot began to unfold: to meit 
seemed all themoreobscurebecausein thosedays, when I 
read, I used often to daydream about something quite 
different for page after page. And the gaps which this 
habit left in my knowledge of the story were widened by 
thefact that when it was M amma who was reading to me 
aloud she left all the love-scenes out. A nd so all the odd 
changes which take place in the relations between the 
miller'swife and the boy, changes which only thegradual 
dawning of love can explain, seemed to me steeped in a 
mystery the key to which (I readily believed) lay in that 
strange and mellifluous nameof Champi, which invested 
the boy who borę it, I had no idea why, with its own vivid, 
ruddy, charming colour. If my mother was not a faithful 
reader, she was nonę the less an admirable one, when 
reading a work in which shefound thenoteof truefeeling, 
in the respectful simplicity of her interpretation and the 
beauty and sweetness of her voice. Even in ordinary life, 
when it was not works of art but men and women whom 
she was moved to pity or admire, it was touching to 
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observe with what deference she would banish from her 
voice, her gestures, from her wholeconversation, now the 
notę of gaiety which might have distressed some mother 
who had oncelost achild, now therecollection of an event 
or anniversary which might have reminded some old 
gentleman of the burden of his years, now the household 
topie which might havebored someyoung man of letters. 
And so, when she read aloud the prose of George Sand, 
prose which is everywhere redolent of that generosity and 
morał distinction which Mamma had leamed from my 
grandmother to place above all other qualities in life, and 
which I was not to teach her until much later to refrain 
from placing above all other qualities in literaturę too, 
taking pains to banish from her voice any pettiness or 
affectation which might havechoked that powerful stream 
of language, shesupplied all thenatural tenderness, all the 
lavish sweetness which they demanded to sentences which 
seemed to have been composed for her voice and which 
were all, so to speak, within thecompass of her sensibility. 
Shefound, to tacklethem in therequired tonę, thewarmth 
of feeling which pre-existed and dictated them, but which 
is not to be found in the words themselves, and by this 
means she smoothed away, as she read, any harshness or 
discordancein thetensesof verbs, endowing theimperfect 
and the preterite with all the sweetness to be found in 
generosity, all themelancholy to be found in love, guiding 
the sentence that was drawing to a close towards the one 
that was about to begin, now hastening, now slackening 
the pace of the syllables so as to bringthem, despitetheir 
differences of quantity, into a uniform rhythm, and 
breathing into this quite ordinary prose a kind of 
emotional lifeand continuity. 
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M y aching heart was soothed; I let myself be borne 
upon the current of this gentle night on which I had my 
mother by my side. I knew that such a night could not be 
repeated; that the strongest desire I had in the world, 
namely, to keep my mother in my room through the sad 
hours of darkness, ran too much counter to generał 
requirements and to the wishes of others for such a 
concession as had been granted me this evening to be 
anything but a rare and artificial exception. T omorrow 
night my anguish would return and M amma would not 
stay by my side. But when my anguish was assuaged, I 
could no longer understand it; besides, tomorrow was still 
alongway off; I told myself that I should still havetimeto 
take preventive action, although that time could bring me 
no access of power sińce these things were in no way 
dependent upon the exercise of my will, and seemed not 
quite inevitable only because they were still separated 
from meby thisshort interval. 

And so it was that, for a longtimeafterwards, when I 
lay awakeat night and revived old memoriesof Combray, 

I saw no morę of it than this sort of luminous panel, 
sharply defined against a vagueand shadowy background, 
like the panels which the glow of a Bengal light or a 
searchlight beam will cut out and illuminate in a building 
the other parts of which remain plunged in darkness: 
broad enough at its base, the little parlour, the dining- 
room, theopening of thedark path from which M , Swann, 
the unwitting author of my sufferings, would emerge, the 
hall through which I would journey to the fi rst step of that 
staircase, so painful to climb, which constituted, all by 
itself, the slender cone of this irregular pyramid; and, at 
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thesummit, my bedroom, with the little passage through 
whose glazed door M amma would enter; in a word, seen 
always at the same evening hour, isolated from all its 
possible surroundings, detached and solitary against the 
dark background, the bare minimum of scenery necessary 
(likethedecor onesees prescribed on the title-page of an 
old play, for its performance in the provinces) to the 
drama of my undressing; as though all Combray had 
consisted of but two floors joined by a slender staircase, 
and as though there had been no time there but seven 
o'clock at night. I must own that I could haveassured any 
questioner that Combray did includeother scenes and did 
exist at other hoursthan these. But sińce the facts which I 
should then have recalled would havebeen prompted only 
by voluntary memory, the memory of the intellect, and 
sińce the pictures which that kind of memory shows us 
preserve nothing of the past itself, I should neverhavehad 
any wish to ponder over this residueof Combray. T o me it 
was in reality all dead. 

Permanently dead? Very possibly. 

T here is a large element of chance in these matters, 
and a second chance occurrence, that of our own death, 
often prevents usfrom awaiting for any length of time the 
favours of thefirst. 

I feel that there is much to besaid fortheCeltic belief 
that the souls of those whom we have lost are held captive 
in some inferior being, in an animal, in a plant, in some 
inanimate object, and thus effectively lost to us until the 
day (which to many never comes) when we happen to pass 
by the tree or to obtain possession of the object which 
formstheir prison. T hen they start and tremble, they cali 
us by our name, and as soon as we have recognised them 



60 


SW A N N 'S W A Y 


thespell is broken. Delivered by us, they haveovercome 
death and return to shareour life. 

And so it iswith our own past. It isa labour in vain to 
attempt to recapture it: all theefforts of our intellect must 
prove futile. T he past is hidden somewhere outside the 
realm, beyond the reach of intellect, in soime materiał 
object (in thesensation which that materiał object will give 
us) of which wehaveno inkling. And itdependson chance 
whether or not we come upon this object before we 
ourselvesmustdie. 

M any years had elapsed during which nothing of 
Combray, except what lay in thetheatre and the drama of 
my going to bed there, had any existencefor me, when one 
day in winter, on my return home, my mother, seeing that 
I was cold, offered me some tea, a thing I did not 
ordinarily take. I declined at first, and then, for no 
particular reason, changed my mind. She sent for one of 
those squat, plump little cakes cal led "petites 
madeleines," which look as though they had been 
moulded in thefluted valveof a scallop Shell. And soon, 
mechanically, dispirited after a dreary day with the 
prospect of a depressing morrow, I raised to my lips a 
spoonful of the tea in which I had soaked a morsel of the 
cake. No sooner had the warm liquid mixed with the 
crumbs touched my palatethan a shiver ran through me 
and I stopped, intent upon the extraordinary thing that 
was happening to me. A n exquisite pleasure had invaded 
my senses, something isolated, detached, with no 
suggestion of itsorigin. And at oncethevicissitudesof life 
had become indifferent to me, its disasters innocuous, its 
brevity illusory—this new sensation having had theeffect, 
which love has, of filling me with a precious essence; or 
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rather this essence was not in me, it was me. I had ceased 
now tofeel mediocre, conti ngent, mortal. W hencecould it 
havecometo me, this all-powerful joy? I sensed that it was 
connected with thetasteof theteaand thecake, but that it 
infinitely transcended thosesavours, could not, indeed, be 
of the same naturę. W here did it come from? W hat did it 
mean?H ow could I seizeand apprehend it? 

I drink a second mouthful, in which I find nothing 
morethan in thefirst, then athird, which gives me rather 
lessthan thesecond. It istimeto stop; thepotion is losing 
its virtue. It is plain that thetruth I am seeking lies not in 
the cup but in myself. T he drink has called it into being, 
but does not know it, and can only repeat indefinitely, 
with a progressive diminution of strength, the same 
messagewhich I cannot interpret, though I hopeat leastto 
beableto cali it forth again and to find it there presently, 
intact and at my disposal, for my finał enlightenment. I 
putdown the cup and examinemy own mind. Italonecan 
discover the truth. But how? W hat an abyss of 
uncertainty, whenever the mind feels overtaken by itself; 
when it, the seeker, is at the same time the dark region 
through which it must go seeking and where all its 
equipment will avail it nothing. Seek? Morethan that: 
create. Itisfaceto facewith something which does not yet 
exist, which it alonecan makeactual, which it alonecan 
bring intothelightof day. 

And I begin again to ask myself what it could have 
been, this unremembered State which brought with it no 
logical proof, but the indisputable evidence, of itsfelicity, 
its reality, and in whose presence other States of 
consciousness melted and vanished. I want to try to make 
it reappear. I retrace my thoughts to the moment at which 
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I drank the first spoonful of tea. I rediscover the same 
State, illuminated by nofresh light. I ask my mind to make 
one further effort, to bring back once morę the fleeting 
sensation. And so that nothing may interrupt it in its 
course I shut out every obstacle, every extraneous idea, I 
stop my ears and screen my attention from the sounds 
from the next room. And then, feeling that my mind is 
tiring itself without having any successto report, I compel 
it for a change to enjoy the distraction which I have just 
denied it, to think of other things, to rest and refresh itself 
beforemaking a finał effort. And then forthesecond time 
I elear an empty space in front of it; I place in position 
before my mind's eye the still recent taste of that first 
mouthful, and I feel something start within me, something 
that leaves its resting-place and attempts to rise, 
something that has been anchored at a great depth; I do 
not know yet what it is, but I can feel it mounting slowly; I 
can measure the resistance, I can hear the echo of great 
spacestraversed. 

U ndoubtedly what isthus palpitating in thedepths of 
my being must be the image, the visual memory which, 
being linked to that taste, is trying to follow it into my 
conscious mind. But its struggles are too far off, too 
confused and chaotic; scarcely can I perceivethe neutral 
glow into which theelusive whirling medley of stirred-up 
colours is fused, and I can not di Stingu i sh its form, cannot 
inviteit, astheonepossibleinterpreter, to translatefor me 
the evidence of its contemporary, its inseparable 
paramour, the taste, cannot ask it to inform me what 
special circumstance is in question, from what period in 
my past life. 



COM BRAY 


63 


Will it ultimately reach the elear surface of my 
consciousness, this memory, this old, dead moment which 
the magnetism of an identical moment has travelled so far 
to importune, to disturb, to raise up out of the very depths 
of my being? I cannot tell. Now I feel nothing; it has 
stopped, has perhaps sunk back into its darkness, from 
which who can say whether it will ever rise again? Ten 
times over I must essay thetask, must lean down over the 
abyss. A nd each time the cowardice that deters us from 
every difficult task, every important enterprise, has urged 
me to leave the thing alone, to drink my tea and to think 
merely of the worries of today and my hopes for 
tomorrow, which can bebrooded over painlessly. 

And suddenly the memory revealed itself. T hetaste 
was thatof the little piece of madeleine which on Sunday 
mornings at Combray (because on those mornings I did 
not go out before mass), when I went to say good morning 
to her in her bedroom, my aunt Leonie used to give me, 
dipping itfirst in her own cup of teaortisane. T hesight of 
the little madeleine had recalled nothing to my mind 
before I tasted it; perhaps because I had so often seen such 
things in themeantime, withouttasting them, on thetrays 
in pastry-cooks' Windows, thattheir image had dissociated 
itself from those Combray days to take its place among 
others morę recent; perhaps because, of those memories so 
long abandoned and put out of mind, nothing now 
survived, everything was scattered; the shapes of things, 
including that of the little scallop-shelI of pastry, so richly 
sensual under its severe, religious folds, were either 
obliterated or had been so long dormant as to havelostthe 
power of expansion which would have allowed them to 
resume their place in my consciousness. But when from a 
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long-distant past nothing subsists, after the people are 
dead, after the things are broken and scattered, taste and 
smell alone, morę fragile but morę enduring, morę 
immaterial, morę persistent, morefaithful, remain poised 
a long time, like souls, remembering, waiting, hoping, 
amid the ruins of all the rest; and bear unflinchingly, in 
thetiny and almost impalpable drop of their essence, the 
vaststructureof recollection. 

And assoon as I had recognised the taste of the piece 
of madeleine soaked in her decoction of lime-blossom 
which my aunt used to give me (although I did not yet 
know and must long postpone the discovery of why this 
memory madę me so happy) immediately the old grey 
house upon the Street, where her room was, rosę up like a 
stagesetto attach itself to the little pavilion opening on to 
the garden which had been built out behind it for my 
parents (the isolated segment which until that moment 
had been all that I could see); and with thehousethetown, 
from morning to night and in all weathers, the Square 
where I used to be sent before lunch, the streets along 
which I used to run errands, the country roads we took 
when itwasfine. And as i n the gamę wherein thejapanese 
amuse themselves by filling a porcelain bowl with water 
and steeping in it little piecesof paper which until then are 
without character or form, but, the moment they become 
wet, stretch and twist and take on colour and distinctive 
shape, become flowers or houses or people, solid and 
recognisable, so in that moment all the flowers in our 
garden and in M . Swann's park, and the waterlilies on the 
Vivonne and the good folk of the village and their little 
dwellings and the parish church and the whole of 
Combray and its surroundings, taking shape and solidity, 
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sprang into being, town and gardensalike, from my cup of 
tea. 


Combray atadistance, from atwenty-mileradius, as 
weused to seeitfrom therailway when wearrived therein 
the week before Easter, was no morę than a church 
epitomising the town, representing it, speaking of it and 
for ittothehorizon, and as one drew near, gathering close 
about its long, dark cloak, sheltering from the wind, on the 
open plain, as a shepherdess gathers her sheep, thewoolly 
grey backs of its huddled houses, which the remains of its 
mediaeval rampartsenclosed, hereand there, in an outline 
as scrupulously circular as that of a little town in a 
primitive painting. To live in, Combray was a trifle 
depressing, like its streets, whose houses, built of the 
blackened stoneof thecountry, fronted with outsidesteps, 
capped with gables which projected long shadows 
downwards, were so dark that as soon as the sun began to 
go down one had to draw back the curtains in the 
sittingroom Windows; streets with the solemn names of 
saints, not a few of whom figured in the history of the 
early lordsof Combray, such astheRueSaint-H ilaire, the 
Rue Saint-J acques, in which my aunt's house stood, the 
Rue Sainte-H ildegarde, which ran past her railings, and 
theRuedu Saint-Esprit, on to which the little garden gate 
opened; and these Combray streets exist in so remote a 
corner of my memory, painted in coloursso differentfrom 
those in which the world is decked for me today, that in 
fact one and all of them, and the church which towered 
above them in the Sguare, seem to me now morę unreal 
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than the projections of my magie lantern; and at times I 
feel thatto beableto cross the RueSaint-H ilaire again, to 
engagea room in the Ruede l'0 iseau, in theold hostelry 
of the O iseau Flesche, from whose basement Windows 
usedto riseasmell of cookingwhich risesstill in my mind, 
now and then, in the same warm and intermittent gusts, 
would be to secure a contact with the Beyond morę 
marvellously supernatural than it would be to make 
Golo's acquaintance and to chat with Genevieve de 
Brabant. 

My grandfather's cousin—by courtesy my great- 
aunt— with whom we used to stay, was the mother of that 
aunt Leoniewho, sińceher husband's(my uncleOctave's) 
death, had gradually declined to leave, first Combray, 
then her housein Combray, then her bedroom, and finally 
her bed, and now never "camedown," but lay perpetually 
in a vague State of grief, physical debility, illness, 
obsession and piety. Her private apartment looked out 
over the Rue Saint-J acques, which ran a long way further 
to end in theG rand-Pre (as distinct from the Petit-Pre, a 
green space in the centre of the town where three streets 
met) and which, monotonous and grey, with the three 
high sandstone steps before almost every oneof its doors, 
seemed like a deep furrow carved by some sculptor of 
Gothic images out of the błock of stone from which he 
might have fashioned a calvary or a crib. M y aunt's life 
was now practically confined to two adjoining rooms, in 
one of which she would spend the afternoon while the 
other was being aired. T hey were rooms of that country 
order which—just as in certain climes wholetracts of air or 
ocean are illuminated or scented by myriads of protozoa 
which we cannot see—enchants us with the countless 
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odours emanating from the virtues, wisdom, habits, a 
wholesecret system of life, invisible, superabundant and 
profoundly morał, which their atmosphere holds in 
solution; smells natural enough indeed, and weather- 
tinted like those of the neighbouring countryside, but 
already humanised, domesticated, snug, an exquisite, 
limpid jelly skilfully blended from all thefruitsof theyear 
which have left the orchard for the store-room, smells 
changing with the season, but plenishing and homely, 
offsetting the sharpness of hoarfrost with the sweetness of 
warm bread, smells lazy and punctual as a villagę clock, 
roving and settled, heedless and provident, linen smells, 
morning smells, pious smells, rejoicing in a peace which 
brings only additional anxiety, and in a prosaicness which 
serves as a deep reservoir of poetry to the stranger who 
passes through their midst without having lived among 
them. T he air of those rooms was saturated with the fine 
bouquet of a silence so nourishing, so succulent, that I 
never went into them without a sort of greedy 
anticipation, particularly on those first mornings, chiIly 
still, of the Easter holidays, when I could taste it morę 
fully becauseI had onlyjust arrived in Combray: beforeI 
went in to say good morning to my aunt I would be kept 
waiting a moment in theouter room wherethesun, wintry 
still, had crept in to warm itself before the fire, which was 
already alight between its two bricks and plastering the 
whole room with a smell of soot, turning it into one of 
those great rustic open hearths, or one of those canopied 
mantelpieces in country houses, beneath which one sits 
hoping that in the world outside it is raining or snowing, 
hoping almost for a catastrophic deluge to add the 
romance of being in winter guarters to the comfort of a 
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snug retreat; I would pace to and fro between the priedieu 
and thestamped velvet armchairs, each onealwaysdraped 
in its crocheted antimacassar, while the fire, baking like 
dough the appetisi ng smellswith which theair of theroom 
was thickly clotted and which the moist and sunny 
freshness of the morning had already "raised” and started 
to "set," puffed therm and glazed therm and fluted them 
and swelled them into an invisible though not impalpable 
country pie, an immense "tumover” to which, barely 
waiting to savour the crisper, morę delicate, morę 
reputable but also drier aromas of the cupboard, the chest 
of drawers and thepatterned wali-paper, I alwaysretumed 
with an unconfessed gluttony to wallow in the central, 
glutinous, insipid, indigestible and fruity smell of the 
flowered bedspread. 

I n the next room I could hear my aunt talking quietly 
to herself. She never spoke except in Iow tones, because 
she believed that there was something broken inside her 
head and floating loosethere, which shemightdisplaceby 
talking too loud; but she never remained for long, even 
when alone, without saying something, because she 
bel ieved that it was good for her throat, and that by 
keeping the blood there in circulation it would make less 
frequent the chokings and the pains from which she 
suffered; besides, in the life of complete inertia which she 
led, she attached to the least of her sensations an 
extraordinary importance, endowed them with a Protean 
ubiquity which madę it difficult for her to keep them to 
herself, and, failing a confidant to whom she might 
communicate them, she used to promulgate them to 
herself in an unceasing monologue which was her sole 
form of activity. U nfortunately, having formed the habit 
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of thinking aloud, shedid not alwaystakecareto seethat 
therewas no one in theadjoining room, and I would often 
hear her saying to herself: "I must not forget that I never 
slept a wink"—for "never sleeping a wink" was her great 
claim to distinction, and one admitted and respected in 
our household vocabulary: in the morning Franęoise 
would not “wake” her, but would simply “go in" to her; 
during the day, when my aunt wished to take a nap, we 
used to say just that she wished to "ponder” or to "rest”; 
and when in conversation sheso farforgot herself as to say 
"what wokemeup," or" I dreamed that,” she would blush 
and atoncecorrect herself. 

After waiting a minutę, I would go in and kiss her; 
Franęoise would be making her tea; or, if my aunt felt 
agitated, she would ask instead for hertisane, and it would 
be my duty to shake out of the chemisfs little package on 
to a piąte the amount of lime-blossom req u i red for 
infusion in boiling water. The drying of the stems had 
twisted them into a fantastic trellis, in the interlacings of 
which the pale flowers opened, as though a painter had 
arranged them there, grouping them in the most 
decorative poses. T he leaves, having lost or altered their 
original appearance, resembled the most disparatethings, 
the transparent wing of afly, the blank sideof a label, the 
petal of a rosę, which had all been piled together, pounded 
or interwoven like the materials for a nest. A thousand 
trifling littledetails— a charming prodigality on the part of 
the chemist—details which would have been eliminated 
from an artificial preparation, gave me, like a book in 
which one reads with astonished delight the name of a 
person one knows, the pleasureof finding that these were 
sprigs of real lime-trees, like those I had seen, when 
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coming from the train, in the Avenue de la G are, altered 
indeed, precisely because they were not imitations but 
themselves, and because they had aged. And aseach new 
character is merely a metamorphosis from something 
earlier, in these little grey bal Is I recognised green buds 
plucked before their time; but beyond all else the rosy, 
lunar, tender gleam that lit up the blossoms among the 
frail forestof stemsfrom which they hung like littlegolden 
roses—marking, astheglow upon an old wali still marks 
the place of a vanished fresco, the difference between 
those parts of the tree which had and those which had not 
been "in colour"—showed me that these were indeed 
petals which, before filling the chemisfs bag with their 
spring fragrance, had perfumed theevening air. T hat rosy 
candleglow was still their colour, but half-extinguished 
and deadened in thediminished lifewhich was now theirs, 
and which may be cal led thetwilightof aflower. Presently 
my aunt would dip a little madeleine in the boiling 
infusion, whosetasteof dead leaves or faded blossom she 
so relished, and hand me a piece when it was sufficiently 
soft. 

At one side of her bed stood a big yellow chest of 
drawers of lemon-wood, and a table which served at once 
asdispensary and high altar, on which, beneath a statuę of 
the Virgin and a bottleof Vichy-Celestins, might befound 
her prayer-books and her medical prescriptions, 
everything that she needed for the performance, in bed, of 
her duties to soul and body, to keep the proper times for 
pepsin and for vespers. On the other side her bed was 
bounded by the window: she had the Street in fuli view, 
and would while away the time by reading in it from 
morning to night, likethe Persian princes of old, thedaily 
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but immemorial chronicles of Combray, which she would 
discussin detail laterwith Franęoise. 

Scarcely had I been five minutes with my aunt before 
she would send me away for fear that I mighttireher. She 
would hołd out for me to kiss her sad, pale, lackiustre 
forehead, on which at this early hour she would not yet 
have arranged thefalse hair and through which the bones 
shonelikethepoints of a crown of thornsorthebeadsof a 
rosary, and shewould say to me: "N ow, my poor child, off 
you go and get ready for mass; and if you see Franęoise 
downstairs, tell her not to stay too long amusing herself 
with you; she must come up soon to see if I need 
anything." 

F ranęoise, who had been for many years in my aunt's 
serviceand did not at that ti me suspect that she would one 
day be transferred entirely to ours, was a little inclined to 
neglect my aunt during the months which we spent there. 
There had been in my early childhood, before we first 
went to Combray, and when my aunt Leonie used still to 
spend the winter in Paris with her mother, a time when I 
knew F ranęoise so little that on N ew Y ear's D ay, before 
going into my great-aunt's house, my mother would put a 
five-franc piece into my hand and say: "N ow, be careful. 
Don't make any mistake. W ait until you hear me say 
'Good morning, Franęoise,' and tap you on the arm, 
before you gi ve it to her." N osooner had wearrived in my 
aunt's dark hall than we saw in the gloom, beneath the 
frillsof asnowy bonnet asstiff and fragileas if it had been 
madę of spun sugar, the concentric ripples of a smile of 
anticipatory gratitude. It was Franęoise, motionless and 
erect, framed in the smali doorway of thecorridor likethe 
statuę of a saint in its niche. W hen we had grown morę 
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accustomed to this religious darkness we could discern in 
herfeaturesthedisinterested loveof humanity, thetender 
respect for the gentry, which the hope of receiving N ew 
Y ear bounty intensified in the nobler regions of her heart. 
M amma pinched my arm sharply and said in a loud voice: 
"Good morning, Franęoise.” At this signal my fingers 
parted and I letfall thecoin, which found a receptaclein a 
shy but outstretched hand. But sińce we had begun to go 
to Combray there was no one I knew better than 
Franęoise. W ewereherfavourites, and in thefirstyearsat 
least sheshowed for us not only the same consideration as 
for my aunt, but a keener relish, because we had, in 
addition to the prestige of belonging to “the family” (for 
shehad for those invisiblebonds which thecommunity of 
blood creates between the members of a family as much 
respect as any G reek tragedian), the charm of not being 
hercustomary employers. And so with whatjoy would she 
welcome us, with what sorrow complain that the weather 
was still so bad for us, on theday of our arrival, just before 
Easter, when there was often an icy wind; while M amma 
inquired after her daughter and her nephews, and if her 
grandson was a nice boy, and what they were going to do 
with him, and whether hetook after hisgranny. 

And later, when no one else was in the room, 
M amma, who knew that Franęoise was still mourningfor 
her parents, who had been dead for years, would speak to 
her kindly about them, asking her endless Iittle questions 
concerningtheir lives. 

She had guessed that F ranęoise was not over-fond of 
her son-in-law, and that hespoiled the pleasure she found 
in visiting her daughter, with whom she could not talk so 
freely when he was there. And so, when Franęoise was 
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going to their house, some milesfrom Combray, M amma 
would say to her with a smile: "Tell me, Franęoise, if 
Julien has had to go away, and you have M arguerite to 
yourself all day, you'll bevery sorry, but you will makethe 
bestof it, won'tyou?" 

And Franęoiseanswered, laughing: "M adameknows 
everything; Madame is worse than the X-rays” (she 
pronounced the "x" with an affectation of difficulty and a 
self-mocking smile that someone so ignorant should 
employ this leamed term) “that they brought here for 
M meOctave, and which can seewhafs in your heart"— 
and she went off, overwhelmed that anyone should be 
caring about her, perhaps anxious that we should not see 
her in tears: M amma was the first person who had given 
her the heart-warming feeling that her peasant existence, 
with its simplejoys and sorrows, might be an object of 
interest, might be a sourceof grief or pleasureto someone 
otherthan herself. 

M y aunt resigned herself to doing without F ranęoise 
to someextent during our visits, knowing how much my 
mother appreciated thesen/icesof so activeand intelligent 
a maid, one who looked as smart at five o'clock in the 
morning in her kitchen, under a bonnet whose stiff and 
dazzling frills seemed to be madę of porcelain, as when 
dressed for high mass; who did everything in the right 
way, toiling like a horse, whether she was well or ill, but 
without fuss, without the appearance of doing anything; 
the only one of my aunt's maids who when M amma asked 
for hot water or black coffee would bring them actually 
boi ling. She was one of those servants who, in a 
household, seem least satisfactory at first to a stranger, 
doubtless because they take no pains to make a conguest 
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of him and show him no special attention, knowing very 
well that they have no real need of him, that he will cease 
to be invited to the house sooner than they will be 
dismissed from it, but who, on the other hand, are most 
prized by masters and mistresses who have tested and 
proved their real capacity, and care nothing for that 
superficial affability, that servile chit-chat which may 
impress a stranger favourably, but often conceals an 
incu rabie incompetence. 

W hen Franęoise, having seen that my parents had 
everything they required, first went upstairs again to give 
my aunt her pepsin and to find out from her what she 
would takefor lunch, it was rare indeed for her not to be 
called upon to give an opinion, or to furnish an 
explanation, in regard to someimportantevent. 

"Just fancy, Franęoise, M me Goupil went by morę 
than aquarterof an hour latetofetch hersister: ifsheloses 
any moretimeon theway I shouldn't beat all surprised if 
shearrived aftertheElevation.” 

"W ell, there'd be nothing wonderful in that,” would 
betheanswer. 

"Franęoise, if you had come in five minutes ago, you 
would have seen M me Imbert go past with some 
asparagus twicethesizeof M other Callot's: do try to find 
out from her cook where she got them. Y ou know you've 
been serving asparagus with everything this spring; you 
might beableto getsomelikethoseforour visitors.” 

"I shouldn't be surprised if they came from the 
Cure's,” F ranęoisewouId say. 

"I'm surę you wouldn't, my poor Franęoise,” my 
aunt would reply, shrugging her shoulders. "From the 
Cure's, indeed! You know guitewell that henever grows 
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anything but wretched littletwigs of asparagus. I tell you 
these ones were as thick as my arm. Not your arm, of 
course, but my poor arm, which has grown so much 
thinner again this year.. . F ranęoise, didrft you hear that 
beli just now that nearly split my skuli?" 

"N o, M meOctave." 

“Ah, my poor girl, your skuli must bevery thick; you 
may thank God for that. It was M aguelonecometo fetch 
D r Piperaud. H ecameout with her at onceand they went 
off along the Rue de l'0 iseau. T here must be some child 
i 11." 

"Oh, dearGod!” Franęoisewould sigh, forshecould 
not hear of any calamity befalling a person unknown to 
her, even in some distant part of the world, without 
beginningto lament. 

"F ranęoise, who were they tolling the knell for just 
now? O h dear, of course, it would be for M me Rousseau. 
And to think that I had forgotten that shepassed away the 
other night, Ah! it's timethegood Lord calIed metoo; I 
don't know what has become of my head sińce I lost my 
poor Octave. But I 'm wasting your time, my good girl." 

"Notatall, M meOctave, my time is not so precious; 
the one who madeit doesn't charge us for it. I 'm justgoing 
to see if my fire's going out." 

T hus F ranęoise and my aunt between them madę a 
critical evaluation, i n the course of these morn i ng sessions, 
of the earliest events of the day. But sometimes these 
events assumed so mysterious or so alarming a character 
that my aunt felt she could not wait until it was time for 
Franęoise to come upstairs, and then a formidable and 
guadruplepeal would resound through the house. 
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"But, M meOctave, it'snotyettimeforyourpepsin," 
Franęoisewould begin. "Areyou feelingfaint?" 

"No, no, Franęoise," my auntwould reply, "that isto 
say, yes; you know quite well that there's very seldom a 
timewhenl don't feel faint; onedayl shall passawaylike 
M me Rousseau, before I know where I am; but that's not 
why I rang. W ould you believethat I ’vejust seen, as plain 
as I can see you, M me Goupil with a little girl I didn't 
know from Adam. Run and get a pennyworth of salt from 
Camus. It's not often that T heodore can't tell you who a 
person is." 

"But that must be M . Pupin's daughter,” Franęoise 
would say, preferring to stick to an immediate 
explanation, sińce she had been twice already into 
Camus'sshop that morning. 

"M . Pupin's daughter! Oh, that's a likely story, my 
poor Franęoise. Do you think I wouldn't have recognised 
M . Pupin's daughter!" 

"But I don't mean thebig one, M meOctave; I mean 
the little lass, the one who goes to school at Jouy. It 
beseems I ’veseen her oncealready this morning." 

"Ah! that's probably it," my aunt would say, "She 
must have come over for the holidays. Y es, that's it. N o 
need to ask, she will have come over for the holidays. But 
then we shall soon see M me Sazerat come along and ring 
her sister's door-bell for lunch. T hat will be it! I saw the 
boy from G alopin's go by with a tart. Y ou'll see that the 
tartwasforM meGoupil." 

“OnceM meGoupil hascompany, M meOctave, you 
won't have long to wait before you see all her folk going 
home to their lunch, for it's not so early as it was," 
F ranęoise would say, for she was anxious to return 
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downstairs to look after our own meal, and was not sorry 
to leavemy aunt with theprospect of such adiversion. 

"Oh! not before midday,” my aunt would reply in a 
toneof resignation, darting an anxious glanceat theclock, 
but furtively, so as not to let it be seen that she, who had 
renounced all earthlyjoys, yetfound a keen satisfaction in 
learning that M me Goupil was expecting company to 
lunch, though, alas, she must wait a little morę than an 
hourstill beforeenjoyingthespectacle. "And itwill come 
in themiddleof my lunch!" she would murmurto herself. 
H er lunch was such a distraction in itself that she did not 
wish for any other at the same time. “I hope you won't 
forget to give me my creamed eggs on one of the fiat 
plates?” she would add. T hese weretheonly plateswhich 
had pictures on them, and my aunt used to amuse herself 
atevery meal by reading thecaption on whichever one had 
been sent up to her that day. She would put on her 
spectacles and spell out: "Ali Baba and the Forty 
Thieves,” "Aladdin and his W onderful Lamp,” and 
sm i I e, an d say:" V ery good, very good." 

"I would have gone across to Camus . . Franęoise 
would hazard, seeing that my aunt had no longer any 
intention of sending herthere. 

"No, no; it's not worth while now; it's certainly the 
Pupin girl. M y poor F ranęoise, I 'm sorry to have brought 
you upstairsfor nothing." 

But it was not for nothing, as my aunt well knew, that 
she had rung for Franęoise, sińce at Combray a person 
whom one "didn't know from Adam" was as incredible a 
being as any mythological deity, and indeed noonecould 
remember, on the various occasions when one of these 
startling apparitions had occurred in the Rue du Saint- 
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Esprit or in the Square, exhaustive inquiries ever having 
failed to reducethefabulous monster totheproportionsof 
a person whom one"did know," either personally or in the 
abstract, in his or her civil status as being morę or less 
closely related to somefamily in Combray. It would turn 
out to beM meSauton'sson backfrom military service, or 
the Abbe Perdreau's niece homefrom her convent, or the 
Cure's brother, a tax-collector at Chateaudun, who had 
just retired on a pension or had comeover to Combray for 
the holidays. They had on first appearance aroused the 
exciting thought that there might be in Combray people 
whom one "didn't know from Adam,” simply because 
they had not been recognised or identified at once. And 
yet long beforehand M meSauton and theCurehad given 
warning that they expected their "strangers.” W henever I 
went upstairs on return i ng homeof an evening, to tell my 
aunt about our walk, if I was rash enough to say to her that 
we had passed, near the Pont-Vieux, a man whom my 
grandfather didn't know: "A man grandfather didn't 
know from Adam!" she would exclaim. "That's a likely 
story.” N one the less, she would be a little disturbed by 
the news, would wish to have it cleared up, and so my 
grandfather would besummoned. "W ho can it havebeen 
that you passed near the Pont-Vieux, uncle? A man you 
didn't know from A dam?” 

"W hy, of course I knew him," my grandfather would 
answer. “It was Prosper, M me BouiIleboeuf's gardener's 
brother.” 

"Ah, good,” my aunt would say, reassured but 
slightly flushed; shrugging her shoulders and smiling 
ironically, she would add: "You see, hetold me that you 
passed a man you didn't know from Adam!” After which I 
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would be warned to be morę circumspect in futurę, and 
not to upset my aunt so by thoughtless remarks. Everyone 
wasso well known in Combray, animals as well as people, 
that if my aunt had happened to see a dog go by which she 
"didn't know from Adam" she never stopped thinking 
about it, devoting all her inductive talents and her leisure 
hours to this incomprehensiblephenomenon. 

“That will beM mneSazerafsdog," Franęoisewould 
suggest, without any real conviction, but in the hope of 
appeasement, and so that my aunt should not "split her 
head.” 

"As if I didn't know M me Sazerat's dog!" M y aunt's 
critical mind would notbefobbed off soeasily. 

"Well then, it must be the new dog M . Galopin 
brought backfrom L isieux." 

"Oh, if that'swhatitis!" 

"They say he's a very friendly animal," Franęoise 
would go on, having got the story from Theodore, "as 
clever as a Christian, always in a good temper, always 
friendly, always well-behaved. You don't often see an 
animal so gentlemanly at that age. M me O ctave, I ’ve got 
toleaveyou now; I haven't timeto dilly-dally; it's nearly 
ten o'clock and my fire not lighted yet, and I 've still got to 
scrapemy asparagus." 

"What, Franęoise, morę asparagus! It's a regular 
mania for asparagus you've got this year. Y ou'll makeour 
Parisianssickof it." 

"No, no, M me Octave, they like it well enough. 
They'll be coming back from church soon as hungry as 
hunters, and they won't tum their noses up at their 
asparagus, you'll see." 
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"Church! W hy, they must betherenow; you'd better 
not loseany time. Go and look after your lunch." 

While my aunt was gossiping on in this way with 
F ranęoisel accompanied my parentsto mass. H ow I loved 
our church, and how clearly I can see it still! The old 
porch by which we entered, black, and fuli of holes as a 
colander, was worn out of shape and deeply furrowed at 
thesides (as also was thefont to which it led us) just as if 
thegentlefriction of thecloaks of peasant-women coming 
into church, and of their fingers dipping into the holy 
water, had managed by age-long repetition to acquire a 
destructive force, to impress itself on thestone, to carve 
grooves in it like those madę by cart-wheels upon stone 
gate-posts which they bump against every day. Its 
memoriał Stones, beneath which the noble dust of the 
Abbots of Combray who lay buried there furnished the 
choir with a sort of spiritual pavement, were themselves 
no longer hard and lifeless matter, for time had softened 
them and madethem flow likehoney beyond their proper 
margins, hereoozing out in agolden stream, washingfrom 
its place a florid G othic Capital, drowning the white violets 
of the marble floor, and elsewhere reabsorbed into their 
limits, contracting still further a crabbed Latin 
inscription, bringing a fresh touch of fantasy into the 
arrangement of its curtailed characters, closing together 
two letters of some word of which the rest were 
disproportionately distended. Its Windows were never so 
sparkling as on days when thesun scarcely shone, so that 
if it was duli outside you could be surę it would be fine 
inside the church. One of them was filled from top to 
bottom by a solitary figurę, like the king on a playing- 
card, who lived up there beneath his canopy of stone, 
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between earth and heaven, and in whose slanting blue 
gleam, on weekdays sometimes, at noon, when there was 
no service (at one of those rare imoiments when the airy, 
empty church, morę human somehow and morę 
luxurious, with thesun showingoff all itsrich furnishings, 
had an almost habitable air, like the entrance hall—all 
sculptured stone and painted glass—of some hotel in the 
mediaeval style), you might see M me Sazerat kneel for an 
instant, laying down on the seat next to hers a neatly 
corded parcel of little cakes which she had just bought at 
the baker's and was taking home for lunch. I n another, a 
mountain of pink snów, at whose foot a battle was being 
fought, seemed to havefrożen against the very glass itself, 
which it swelled and distorted with its cloudy sleet, like a 
window to which snowflakes have drifted and clung, 
illumined by the light of dawn—the same, doubtless, that 
tinged the reredos of the altar with hues so fresh that they 
seemed rather to bethrown on it momentarily by a light 
shining from outside and shortly to be extinguished than 
painted and permanently fastened on the stone. And all of 
them were so old that you could see, here and there, their 
silvery antiquity sparkling with the dust of centuries and 
showing in its threadbare brilliance the texture of their 
lovely tapestry of glass. T here was oneamong them which 
was a tali panel composed of a hundred little rectangular 
panes, of blue principally, like an enormous pack of cards 
of thekind planned to beguileKing Charles VI; but, either 
because a ray of sunlight had gleamed through it or 
because my own shifting glance had sent shooting across 
the window, whose colours died away and were rekindled 
by turns, a rare and flickering fire— thenext instant it had 
taken on theshimmering brilliance of a peacock's taił, then 
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quivered and rippled in a flaming and fantastic shower 
that streamed from the groin of the dark and stony vault 
down the moist walIs, as though it were along the bed of 
sorrie grotto glowing with sinuous stalactites that I was 
fol łowi ng my parents, who preceded me with their prayer- 
books clasped in their hands. A moment later the little 
lozenge panes had taken on the deep transparency, the 
unbreakable hardness of sapphires clustered on some 
enormous breastplate behind which, however, could be 
distinguished, dearer than all such treasures, a fleeting 
smile from the sun, which could be seen and felt as well 
here, in the soft, blue stream with which it bathed the 
jewelled Windows, as on the pavement of theSquareorthe 
straw of the market-place; and even on our first Sundays, 
when we had come down before Easter, it would console 
me for the blackness and bareness of the earth outside by 
quickening into blossom, as in some springtime in old 
history among the heirs of Saint Louis, this dazzling, 
gilded carpetof forget-me-notsin glass. 

T here weretwo tapestries of high warp representing 
the coronation of Esther (tradition had it that the weaver 
had given to Ahasuerusthefeatures of oneof thekings of 
F rance and to Esther thoseof a lady of G uermantes whose 
lover he had been), to which thecolours, in melting into 
one another, had added expression, relief and light: a 
touch of pink over the lips of Esther had strayed beyond 
their outline; the yellow of her dress was spread so 
unctuously, so thickly, as to have acquired a kind of 
solidity, and stood out boldly against the receding 
background; whilethegreen of thetrees, still bright in the 
lower parts of the panel of silk and wool, but quite "gone” 
at the top, brought out in a paler tonę, above the dark 
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trunks, the yellowing upper branches, gilded and half- 
obliterated by the Sharp though sidelong rays of an 
i nvisi ble sun. 

Ali this, and still morę the treasures which had corrie 
to the church from personages who to me were almost 
legendaryfigures(such asthegolden cross wrought, itwas 
said, by Saint Eloi and presented by Dagobert, and the 
tomb of the sons of L ouis the G ermanic in porphyry and 
enamelled copper), because of which I used to advance 
into the church, as wemadeour way toourseats, asinto a 
fairy-haunted valley, where the rustic sees with 
amazement in a rock, atree, a pond, thetangibletraces of 
the little people's supernatural passage— alI this madę of 
the church for me something entirely different from the 
restof thetown: an edificeoccupying, soto speak, afour- 
dimensional space—the nameof thefourth beingTime— 
extending through the centuries its ancient nave, which, 
bay after bay, chapel after chapel, seemed to stretch across 
and conquer not merely a few yards of soil, but each 
successive epoch from which it emerged triumphant, 
hiding the rugged barbarities of the eleventh century in 
thethickness of its walIs, through which nothing could be 
seen of the heavy arches, long stopped and blinded with 
coarse blocks of ashlar, except where, near the porch, a 
deep cleft had been hollowed out by thetower staircase, 
and veiling it even there by the graceful Gothic arcades 
which crowded coquettishly around it likea row of grown- 
up sisters who, to hide him from the eyes of strangers, 
arrange themselves smilingly in front of a rustic, peevish 
and ill-dressed younger brother; raising up into the sky 
above the Square a tower which had looked down upon 
Saint Louis, and seemed to see him still; and thrusting 
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down with itscrypt into a M erovingian darkness, through 
which, guiding us with groping finger-tips beneath the 
shadowy vault, powerfully ribbed like an immense bat's 
wing of stone, T heodore and his sister would light up for 
uswith a candlethetomb of Sigebert's little daughter, in 
which adeep cavity, likethebed of afossil, had been dug, 
or so it was said, "by a crystal lamp which, on the night 
when the F rankish princess was murdered, had detached 
itself, of its own accord, from thegolden chains by which 
it was suspended on the site of the present apse and, with 
neither the crystal being broken nor the light 
extinguished, had buried itself in the stone, which had 
softly given way beneath it." 

A nd then the apse of C ombray: what can one say of 
that? It was so crude, so devoid of artistic beauty, even of 
religious feeling. From the outside, sińce the Street 
Crossing which it commanded was on a lower level, its 
great wali wasthrust upwardsfrom a basementof unfaced 
ashlar, jagged with flints, in which there was nothing 
particularly ecdesiastical, the Windows seemed to have 
been pierced at an abnormal height, and its whole 
appearance was that of a prison wali rather than of a 
church. And certainly in lateryears, when I recalled all the 
glorious apses that I had seen, it would never have 
occurred to me to compare with any one of them the apse 
of Combray. O nly, oneday, turning out of a littlestreet in 
some country town, I came upon three alley-ways that 
converged, and facing them an old wali, rough-hewn and 
unusually high, with Windows pierced in it far overhead 
and the same asymmetrical appearance as the apse of 
Combray. A nd atthat moment I did not say to myself, as I 
might have done at Chartres or at Rheims, with what 
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power thereiigiousfeeling had been expressed therein, but 
instinctively I exclaimed: "T heChurch!" 

Thechurch! Homely and familiar, cheek byjowl in 
the Rue Saint-H ilaire, upon which its north door opened, 
with its two neighbours, M me Loiseau's house and M . 
Rapin's pharmacy, against which its walIs rested without 
interspace, asimpleCitizen of Combray, which might have 
had its number in the Street had the streets of Combray 
borne numbers, and at whose door one felt that the 
postman ought to stop on his morning rounds, before 
going into M me Loiseau's and after leaving M . Rapin's, 
there existed, nonę the less, between the church and 
everything in Combray that was not thechurch a elear linę 
of demarcation which my mind has never succeeded in 
Crossing. In vain might M me Loiseau deck her 
windowsilis with fuchsias, which developed thebad habit 
of letting their branches trail at all times and in all 
directions, head downwards, and whose flowers had no 
morę important business, when they were big enough to 
taste the joys of life, than to go and cool their purple, 
congested cheeks against the dark front of the church, to 
mesuch conduct sanctified thefuchsias not at all; between 
the flowers and the blackened stone against which they 
leaned, if my eyes could discern no gap, my mind 
preserved theimpression of an abyss. 

T he steeple of Saint-H ilaire could be distinguished 
from a long way off, inscribing its unforgettable form 
upon a horizon against which Combray had not yet 
appeared; when from thetrain which brought us down 
from Paris at Easter-time my father caught sight of it, as it 
slipped into every fold of the sky in tum, its little iron 
weathercock veering in all directions, he would say: 



86 


SWANINTSWAY 


"Comeon, get your wrapstogether, we'rethere." And on 
one of the longest walks we used to take from Combray 
therewasaspotwherethenarrow road emerged suddenly 
on to an immense plain, closed atthehorizon by ajagged 
ridge of forest above which rosę the sol itary poi nt of Sai nt- 
H ilaire's steeple, so slender and so pink that it seemed to 
be no morethan scratched on thesky by thefinger-nail of 
a painter anxiousto giveto such a landscape, to so purea 
piece of naturę, this littlesign of art, this single indication 
of human existence. A sonę drew near itand could seethe 
remainsof thesquaretower, half in ruins, which still stood 
by its side, though without rivalling it in height, one was 
struck mostof all by thedark-red tonę of its Stones; and on 
a misty morning in autumn one might have thought it, 
rising above the violet thunder-cloud of the vineyards, a 
ruin of purple, almost thecolourof V irginia creeper. 

Often in the Square, as we carrie home, my 
grandmother would make me stop to look up at it. F rom 
the tower Windows, placed two by two, one pair above 
another, with that right and original proportion in their 
spacing which gives beauty and dignity not only to human 
faces, it released, it let fali at regular intervals, flocks of 
jackdaws which would wheel noisily forawhile, as though 
the ancient Stones which allowed them to disport 
themselves without seeming to see them, becoming of a 
sudden untenantable and discharging some element of 
extreme perturbation, had struck them and driven them 
out. Then, having crisscrossed in all directions the violet 
velvet of the evening air, they would return, suddenly 
calmed, to absorb themselves in the tower, baleful no 
longer but benignant, some perching here and there (not 
seeming to move, but perhaps snapping up some passing 
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insect) on thepointsof turrets, asaseagull percheswith an 
angler's immobility on thecrest of a wave. W ithout quite 
knowing why, my grandmother found in the steeple of 
Saint-H ilaire that absence of vulgarity, pretension, and 
niggardliness which madę her love, and deem rich in 
beneficent influences, naturę itself— when the hand of 
man had not, as did my great-aunt's gardener, trimmed 
it— and the works of genius. And certainly every part of 
the church that one saw distinguished it from any other 
building by a kind of innatethoughtfulness, but it was in 
its steeple that itseemed most truły to find itself, toaffirm 
its individual and responsibleexistence. It was the steeple 
that spokefor the church. I think, too, that in a confused 
way my grandmother found in the steeple of Combray 
what sheprized aboveanything elsein theworld, namely, 
a natural air and an air of distinction. Ignorant of 
architecture, shewould say: 

"My dears, laugh at me if you like; it is not 
conventionally beautiful, but there is something in its 
quaint old face that pleases me. If it could play the piano, 

I 'm surę it wouldn't sound tinny." A nd when she gazed 
up at it, when her eyes followed the gentle tension, the 
fervent inclination of its stony slopes which drew together 
asthey rosę, likehandsjoined in prayer, shewould absorb 
herself so utterly in theeffusion of the spire that her gazę 
seemed to leap upwards with it; her lips at the same time 
curving in a friendly smile for the worn old Stones of 
which the setting sun now illumined no morę than the 
topmost pinnacles and which, at the point where they 
entered that sunlit zonę and weresoftened by it, seemed to 
have mounted suddenly far higher, to have become truły 
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remote, like a song taken up again in a "head voice," an 
octave above, 

It was the steeple of Saint-H ilaire that shaped and 
crowned and consecrated every occupation, every hour of 
the day, every view in the town. From my bedroom 
window I could discern no morethan its base, which had 
been freshly covered with slates; but when, on a Sunday, I 
saw these blaze like a black sun in the hot light of a 
summer morning, I would say to myself: "Good heavens! 
nine o'clock! I must get ready for mass at once if I am to 
havetimeto go in and kissaunt Leonie fi rst," and I would 
know exactly what was thecolour of thesunlight upon the 
Square, I could feel the heat and dust of the market, the 
shade thrown by the awning of the shop into which 
M amma would perhaps go on her way to mass, 
penetrating its odour of unbleached calico, to purchase a 
handkerchief or something which thedraper, bowingfrom 
the waist, would order to be shown to her while, in 
readiness for shutting up, he went into the back shop to 
put on his Sunday coat and to wash his hands, which it 
was his habit, every few minutes, even in the most 
melancholy circumstances, to rub together with an air of 
enterprise, cunning, and success. 

And again, after mass, when we looked in to tell 
Theodore to bring a larger loaf than usual because our 
cousins had taken advantage of the fine weather to come 
over from T hiberzy for lunch, we had in front of us the 
steeple which, baked golden-brown itself like a still larger, 
consecrated loaf, with gummy flakes and droplets of 
sunlight, thrust its Sharp point into the blue sky. And in 
theevening, when I camein from my walk and thoughtof 
the approaching moment when I must say good night to 
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my mother and see her no morę, the steeple was by 
contrast so soft and gentle, thereat thecloseof day, that it 
looked as if it had been thrust like a brown velvet cushion 
against the pallid sky which had yielded beneath its 
pressure, had hollowed slightly to make room for it, and 
had correspondingly risen on eitherside; whilethecriesof 
the birds that wheeled around it seemed to intensify its 
silence, to elongate its spire still further, and to invest it 
with somequality beyond the power of words. 

Even when our errands lay in places behind the 
church, from which it could not beseen, theview seemed 
always to have been composed with reference to the 
steeple, which would loom up here and there among the 
houses, and was perhaps even morę affecting when it 
appeared thus without the church. A nd, indeed, there are 
many others which look best when seen in this way, and I 
can cali to mind vignettes of housetops with surmounting 
steeplesin quiteanother category of art than thoseformed 
by thedreary streetsof Combray. I shall neverforget, in a 
quaint N orman town not far from Balbec, two charming 
eighteenth-century houses, dear to me and venerablefor 
many reasons, between which, when one looks up at it 
from the fine garden which descends in terraces to the 
river, the Gothic spire of a church (itself hidden by the 
houses) soars into the sky with the effect of crowning and 
completing their faęades, but in a style so different, so 
precious, so annulated, so pink, so polished, that onesees 
at once that it no morę belongs to them than would the 
purple, crinkled spire of some sea-shell spun out into a 
turret and gay with glossy colour to a pair of handsome, 
smooth pebbles between which it had been washed up on 
the beach. Even in Paris, in oneof the ugliest parts of the 
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town, I know a window from which one can see, across a 
first, a second, and even a third layer of jumbled roofs, 
Street beyond Street, a violet dome, sometimes ruddy, 
sometimes too, in the finest "prints" which the 
atmosphere makes of it, of an ashy solution of black, 
which is, in fact, nonę other than the dome of Saint- 
Augustin, and which imparts to this view of Paris the 
characterof someof thePiranesi viewsof Romę. But sińce 
into nonę of these little etchings, whatever the 
discernment my memory may have been ableto bring to 
their execution, was it ableto contributean element I have 
long lost, thefeeling which makes us not merely regard a 
thingasaspectacle, but believein itasin a uniqueessence, 
so nonę of them keeps in its thrall a whole section of my 
inmost life as does the memory of those aspects of the 
steeple of Combray from the streets behind the church. 
W hether one saw it at five o'clock when going to cali for 
letters at the post-office, some doors away from one, on 
theleft, raising abruptly with itsisolated peaktheridgeof 
housetops; or whether, if one were looking in to ask for 
newsof M meSazerat, one'seyesfollowed that ridgewhich 
had now become Iow again after the descent of its other 
slope, and one knew that it would be the second turning 
after the steeple; or again if, pressing further afield, one 
wenttothestation and saw itobliquely, showing in profile 
fresh angles and surfaces, like a solid body surprised at 
some unknown point in its revolution; or if, seen from the 
banks of theVivonne, theapse, crouched muscularly and 
heightened by the perspective, seemed to spring upwards 
with the effort which the steeple was making to hurl its 
spire-point into theheartof heaven—it was always to the 
steeple that one must return, always the steeple that 
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dominated everything else, summoning the houses from 
an unexpected pinnacle, raised beforemelikethefingerof 
God, whose body might have been concealed below 
among thecrowd of humans without fear of my confusing 
it with them. And so even today, if, in a large provincial 
town, or in a quarter of Paris which I do not know very 
well, a passer-by who is "putting me on the right road" 
shows me in the di stance, as a point to aim at, some 
hospital belfry or convent steeple lifting the peak of its 
ecclesiastical cap at the corner of the Street which I am to 
take, my memory need only find in it some dim 
resemblance to that dear and vanished outline, and the 
passer-by, should heturn round to make surę that I have 
not gone astray, may be amazed to see me still standing 
there, obiivious of the walk that I had planned to take or 
the place where I was obliged to cali, gazing at the steeple 
for hours on end, motionless, trying to remember, feeling 
deep within myself a tract of soil reclaimed from the 
watersof Letheslowly drying until thebuildings riseon it 
again; and then no doubt, and then morę anxiously than 
when, just now, I asked him to direct me, I seek my way 
again, I tum a corner... but... thegoal is in my heart... 

On ourway homefrom masswewould often meetM . 
Legrandin, who, detained in Paris by his professional 
duties as an engineer, could only (except in the regular 
holiday seasons) visit his house at Combray between 
Saturday evenings and M onday mornings. H e was one of 
that class of men who, apart from a scientific career in 
which they may well have proved brilliantly successful, 
haveacquired an entirely different kind of culture, literary 
or artistic, for which their professional specialisation has 
no use but by which their conversation profits. Morę 
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lettered than many men of letters (we were not aware at 
this period that M , L egrandin had a distinct reputation as 
a writer, and were greatly astonished to find that a well- 
known composer had set some verses of his to musie), 
endowed with greater "facility" than many painters, they 
imaginethatthelifethey areobliged to lead is not that for 
which they arereally fitted, and they bring to their regular 
occupationseither an indifferencetinged with fantasy, or a 
sustained and haughty application, scornful, bitter, and 
conscientious. T all and handsomeof bearing, with afine, 
thoughtful face, drooping fair moustaches, blueeyes, an 
air of disenchantment, an almost exaggerated ref mement 
of courtesy, a talker such as we had never heard, he was in 
thesight of my family, who never ceased to quote him as 
an example, the very pattern of a gentleman, who took life 
in thenoblest and mostdelicatemanner. M ygrandmother 
alonefound fault with him for speaking a littletoo well, a 
littletoo much like a book, for not using a vocabulary as 
natural as his loosely knotted bow-ties, his short, straight, 
almost schoolboyish coat. She was astonished, too, at the 
furious tirades which he was always launching at the 
aristocracy, at fashionable life, at snobbishness— 
"undoubtedly," he would say, "the sin of which St Paul is 
thinking when he speaks of the unforgivable sin against 
the H oly G host." 

Worldly ambition was a thing which my 
grandmother was so little capable of feeling, or indeed of 
understanding, that it seemed to her futile to apply so 
much heatto itscondemnation. Besides, shedid notthink 
it in very good taste for M . Legrandin, whose sister was 
married to a country gentleman of L ower N ormandy, near 
Balbec, to deliver himself of such violent attacks upon the 
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nobility, going so far as to blame the Revolution for not 
having guillotined them all. 

"W ell met, my friends!" he would say as he came 
towards us. "You are lucky to spend so much time here; 
tomorrow I haveto go back to Paris, to squeeze back into 
my niche. Oh, I admit," he went on, with the gentle, 
ironical, disillusioned, rather absent-minded smile that 
was peculiar to him, "I have every useless thing in the 
world in my house there. T he only thing wanting is the 
necessary thing, a great patch of open sky likethis. A Iways 
try to keep a patch of sky above your life, little boy," he 
added, turning to me. “You have a soul in you of rare 
quality, an artisfs naturę; never let it starve for lack of 
what it needs." 

W hen, on our return home, my aunt would send to 
ask us whether M meGoupil had indeed arrived latefor 
mass, not one of us could inform her. Instead, we 
increased her anxiety by telling her that there was a 
painter at work in the church copying the window of 
G iIbert the Bad. F ranęoise was at once dispatched to the 
grocer's, but retumed empty-handed owingto theabsence 
of T heodore, whosedual profession of cantor, with ashare 
in the upkeep of the church, and of grocer's assistant gave 
him not only relations with all sections of society, but an 
encyclopaedic knowledge of thei r affai rs. 

"A h!” my aunt would sigh, "I wish it were time for 
Eulalie to come. She is really the only person who will be 
abletotell me." 

Eulalie was a limping, energetic, deaf spinster who 
had "retired” after the death of M me de la Bretonnerie, 
with whom she had been in service sińce her childhood, 
and had then taken a room beside the church from which 
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shewould incessantly emergeeitherto attend someservice 
or, when there was no service, to say a prayer by herself or 
to giveT heodore a hand; therestof her timeshespent in 
visiting sick persons like my aunt Leonie, to whom she 
would relate everything that had occurred at mass or 
vespers. She was not above adding occasional pocket- 
money to the smali annuity paid to her by the family of 
her former employers by going from timeto timeto look 
after the C ure's linen, or that of someother person of notę 
in theclerical world of Combray. A bovea mantleof black 
cloth she wore a little white coif that seemed almost to 
attach her to some Order, and an infirmity of the skin had 
stained part of hercheeks and her crooked nosethebright 
red colour of balsam. Her visits were the one great 
distraction in the life of my aunt Leonie, who now saw 
hardly anyone else, except the Cure. My aunt had by 
degrees dropped every other visitor's namefrom her list, 
becausethey were all guilty of thefatal error, in her eyes, 
of falling into oneor other of thetwo categories of people 
she most detested. O ne group, the worse of the two, and 
the one of which she rid herself first, consisted of those 
who advised her not to "coddle” herself, and preached 
(even if only negatively and with no outward signs beyond 
an occasional disapproving silenceor doubting smile) the 
subversive doctrine that a Sharp walk in the sun and a 
good red beefsteak would do her moregood (when she had 
had only two wretched mouthfuls of Vichy water on her 
stornach for fourteen hours!) than her bed and her 
medicines. The other category was composed of people 
who appeared to believe that she was morę seriously ill 
than shethought, in fact that she was as seriously ill as she 
said. And so, of those whom she had allowed upstairsto 
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her room, after considerable hesitation and only at 
F ranęoise's urgent request, and who in thecourseof their 
visit had shown how unworthy they were of the honour 
which had been done them by venturing a timid: "Don't 
you think that if you werejust to stir out a littleon really 
finedays or who, on theother hand, when she said 
to them: 'Tm very Iow, very Iow; nearing the end, l'm 
afraid” had replied: "Ah, yes, when one has no strength 
left! Still, you may last a while yet," all alike might be 
certain that her doors would never be opened to them 
again. And if Franęoise was amused by the look of 
consternation on my aunt's face whenever she saw from 
her bed any of these people in the Rue du Saint-Esprit 
looking as if they werecoming to see her, or whenever she 
heard her door-bell ring, she would laugh far morę 
heartily, as at a clever trick, at my aunt's devices (which 
never failed) for having them sent away, and at their look 
of discomfiture when they had to tum back without 
having seen her, and would be filled with secret 
admiration for her mistress, whom shefelt to be superior 
to all these people sińce she did not wish to receivethem. 

I n short, my aunt demanded that whoever cameto see her 
must at one and thesametimeapprove of her way of life, 
commiserate with her in her sufferings, and assure her of 
ultimate recovery. 

In all this Eulalieexcelled. M y aunt might say to her 
twenty times in a minutę: "T he end is come at last, my 
poor Eulalie!," twenty times Eulalie would retort: 
"Knowing your illness as you do, M me Octave, you will 
live to be a hundred, as M me Sazerin said to me only 
yesterday." For oneof Eulałie's most rooted beliefs, and 
one that the formidable number of rebuttals which 
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experience had brought her was powerless to eradicate, 
wasthatM meSazerafsnamewasreally M meSazerin. 

"I do not ask to live to a hundred," my aunt would 
say, for she preferred to have no definite limit fixed to the 
numberof herdays. 

And sińce besides this Eulalie knew, as no one else 
knew, how to distract my aunt without tiring her, her 
visits, which took place regularly every Sunday, unless 
something unforeseen occurred to prevent them, werefor 
my aunt a pleasurethe prospect of which kept her on those 
days in a State of expectation, agreeable enough to begin 
with, but swiftly changing to the agony of a hunger too 
long unsatisfied if Eulalie happened to be a little late. For, 
if unduly prolonged, the rapture of waiting for Eulalie 
became a torturę, and my aunt would neverstop looking at 
the time, and yawning, and complaining of each of her 
symptoms in turn. Eulalie's ring, if it sounded from the 
front door at the very end of the day, when she was no 
longerexpecting it, would almost make her iii. Forthefact 
was that on Sundays shethought of nothing else but this 
visit, and the moment our lunch was ended Franęoise 
would beimpatientforusto leavethedining-room sothat 
she might go upstairs to "occupy" my aunt. But— 
especially after the fine weather had definitely set in at 
Combray—the proud hour of noon, descending from the 
steeple of Saint-H ilaire which it blazoned for a moment 
with the twelve points of its sonorous crown, would long 
have echoed about our table, beside the blessed bread 
which too had come in, after church, in its familiar way, 
and we would still be seated in front of our Arabian 
N ights plates, weighed down by the heat of the day, and 
even morę by our heavy meal. For upon the permanent 
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foundation of eggs, cutlets, potatoes, preserves, and 
biscuits, which she no longer even bothered to announce, 
Franęoise would add— as the labour of fields and 
orchards, the harvest of thetides, the luck of the markets, 
the kindness of neighbours, and her own genius might 
provide, so that our bill of farę, like the quatrefoils that 
were carved on the porches of cathedrals in thethirteenth 
century, reflected to soime extent the rhythm of the 
seasons and the incidents of daily life— a brill becausethe 
fish-woman had guaranteed itsfreshness, aturkey because 
she had seen a beauty in the market at Roussainville-le- 
Pin, cardoons with marrow because she had never done 
them for us in that way before, a roast leg of mutton 
because the fresh air madę one hungry and there would be 
plenty of time for it to "settle down" in the seven hours 
before dinner, spinach by way of a change, apricots 
because they werestill hard to get, gooseberries because in 
another fortnight there would be nonę left, raspberries 
which M . Swann had brought specially, cherries, thefirst 
to comefrom the cherry-tree which had yielded nonę for 
the last two years, a cream cheese, of which in thosedays I 
was extremely fond, an almond cake because she had 
ordered one the evening before, a brioche because it was 
our tum to make them for the church. A nd when all this 
was finished, a work composed expressly for ourselves, 
but dedicated morę particularly to my father who had a 
fondness for such things, a chocolate cream, Franęoise's 
personal inspiration and speciality would belaid before us, 
light and fleeting as an "occasional" piece of musie into 
which she had poured the whole of her talent. Anyone 
who refused to partakeof it, saying: "No, thankyou, l've 
finished; l'm not hungry any morę," would at once have 
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been relegated to the level of those Philistines who, even 
when an artist makes them a present of one of his works, 
examine its weight and materiał, whereas what is of value 
is the creator's intention and his signature. T o have left 
even thetiniest morsel in thedish would haveshown as 
much discourtesy as to rise and leave a concert hall before 
theend of a pieceunderthecomposer's very eyes. 

At length my mother would say to me: "N ow, don't 
stay hereall day; you can go up to your room if you aretoo 
hot outside, but get a little fresh air first; don't start 
reading immediately after yourfood.” A nd I would go and 
sit down besidethepump and itstrough, ornamented here 
and there, like a Gothic font, with a salamander, which 
impressed on the rough stone the mobile relief of its 
tapering allegorical body, on the bench without a back, in 
theshadeof a lilac-tree, in that little corner of the garden 
which opened, through a service door, on to the R ue du 
Saint-Esprit, and from whose neglected soil there rosę, in 
two stages, jutting out from the house itself, and as it were 
a separate building, my aunt's back-kitchen. One could 
see its red-tiled floor gleaming like porphyry. It seemed 
not so much the cave of Franęoise as a little tempie of 
Venus. It would be overflowing with the offerings of the 
dairyman, thefruiterer, the greengrocer, comesometimes 
from distant villages to dedicate to the goddess the first- 
fruitsof theirfields. A nd its roof wasalwayscrowned with 
acooingdove, 

In earlier days I did not linger in the sacred grove 
which surrounded this tempie, for, before going upstairs 
to read, 1 used to steal into the little sitting-room that my 
uncle Adolphe, a brother of my grandfather and an old 
soldier who had retired from the service as a major, 
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occupied on theground floor, a room which, even when its 
opened Windows let in the heat, if not actually the rays of 
the sun which seldoim penetrated so far, would never fail 
to emit that oddly cool odour, suggestive at once of 
woodlands and theancient regime, which sets thenostrils 
quivering when one goes into an abandoned shooting- 
lodge. But for soime years now I had not gone into my 
uncle Adolphe's sanctum, for he no longer carrie to 
Combray on account of a quarrel which had arisen 
between him and my family, through my fault, in the 
fol łowi ng circumstances: 

O nce or twice a month, in Paris, I used to be sent to 
pay him a visit, as hewasfinishing his luncheon, wearing a 
simple jacket and waited upon by his manservant in a 
tunic of striped drill, purple and white. He would 
complain that I had not been to see him for a long time, 
that hewas being neglected; he would offer me a biscuit or 
atangerine, and we would go through a drawing-room in 
which nooneever sat, whosefirewas never lighted, whose 
walIs were decorated with gilded mouldings, its ceiling 
painted blue in imitation of the sky, and its furniture 
upholstered in satin, as at my grandparents', only yellow; 
then we would enter what he called his "study," a room 
whose wal Is were hung with prints which showed, against 
a dark background, a pink and fleshy goddess driving a 
chariot, or standing upon a globe, or wearing a star on her 
brow—pictures which were popular under the Second 
Empire becausethere was thought to besomething about 
them that suggested Pompeii, which were then generałly 
despised, and which arenow becoming fashionable again 
for one single and consistent reason (notwithstanding all 
the others that are advanced), namely, that they suggest 
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theSecond Empire. And therel would stay with my uncle 
until his man came with a message from the coachman, 
asking him at what time he would like the carriage. M y 
uncle would then become lost in meditation, while his 
sen/ant stood there agape, notdaringto disturb him by the 
least movement, curiously awaiting his answer, which 
never varied. For in the end, after a supreme crisis of 
hesitation, my uncle would utter, infallibly, thewords: "A 
quarter past two," which the servant would echo with 
amazement, but without disputing them: “A quarter past 
two! Very good, sir... I 'II go and tell him ,.." 

At this datę I was a lover of the theatre: a Platonie 
lover, sińce my parents had not yet allowed meto enter 
one, and so inaccurate was the picture I had formed in my 
mind's eye of the pleasures to be enjoyed there that I 
almost believed that each of the spectators looked, as 
through a stereoscope, at a scene that existed for himself 
alone, though similar to the thousand other scenes 
presented to the rest of the audience indi vidual ly. 

Every morning I would hasten to the M orris column 
to see what new plays it announced. Nothing could be 
morę disinterested or happier than the day-dreams with 
which these announcements filled my imagination, day- 
dreams which were conditioned by the associations of the 
words forming the titles of the plays, and also by the 
colour of the bills, still damp and wrinkled with pastę, on 
which those words stood out. N othing, unless it weresuch 
strange titles as the Testament de Cesar Girodot or 
Oedipus Rex, inscribed not on the green bills of the 
Opera-Comique but on the wine-coloured bills of the 
Comedie-Franęaise, nothing seemed to meto differ morę 
profoundly from the sparkling white plume of the 
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D iamants de la C ouronnetban thesleek, mysterious satin 
of the Domino Noir, and sińce my parents had told me 
that, for my first visit to the theatre, I should have to 
choose between these two pieces, I would study 
exhaustively and in tum thetitleof one and thetitleof the 
other (for these were all that I knew of either), attempting 
to snatch from each aforetasteof thepleasureit promised, 
and to compare this with the pleasure latent in the other, 
until in theend I succeeded in conjuring up such vivid and 
compelling picturesof, on theonehand, a play of dazzling 
arrogance, and on the other a gentle, velvety play, that I 
was as little capable of deciding which of them I should 
prefer to seeas if, atthedinner-table, I had been obliged to 
choose between rice a 1'lmperatrice and the famous 
chocolatecream. 

All my conversations with my friends borę upon 
actors, whoseart, although asyet I had no experienceof it, 
was thefirst of all its numberlessforms in which Art itself 
allowed me to anticipate its enjoyment. Between one 
actor's tricks of intonation and inflection and another's, 
the most trifling differences would strikemeas being of an 
incalculable importance. And from what I had been told 
of them I would arrange them in order of talent in lists 
which I used to reciteto myself all day and which ended 
up by hardening in my brain and hampering it by their 
immovability. 

And later, in my schooldays, whenever I ventured in 
class, as soon as the master's head was tumed, to 
communicatewith somenew friend, I would always begin 
by asking him whether hehad already been to thetheatre, 
and whether heagreed that our greatest actor was Got, our 
second Delaunay, and so on. And if, in his judgment, 
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Febvrecamebelow T hiron, or Delaunay below Coquelin, 
the sudden volatility which the name of Coquelin, 
forsaking itsstony rigidity, would acquire in my mind, in 
order to move up to second place, the miraculous agility, 
thefecund animation with which the name of Delaunay 
would suddenly be endowed, to enable it to slip down to 
fourth, would stimulateand fertilisemy brain with asense 
of budding and blossoming life. 

But ifthethought of actors preoccupied meso, ifthe 
sight of M aubant coming out of theT heatre-F ranęais one 
afternoon had plunged me into thethroes and sufferings 
of love, how much morę did the name of a star blazing 
outside the doors of a theatre, how much morę, seen 
through the window of a brougham passing by in the 
Street, its horses' headbands decked with roses, did the 
face of a woman whom I took to be an actress, leave me in 
a State of troubled excitement, impotently and painfully 
trying to form a picture of her privatelife. 

I classified the most distinguished in order of talent: 
Sarah Bernhardt, Berma, Bartet, M adeleine Brohan, 
Jeanne Samary; but I was interested in them all. Now my 
uncle knew many of them personally, and also ladies of 
another class, not clearly distinguished from actresses in 
my mind. H e used to entertain them at his house. And if 
we went to see him on certain days only, that was because 
on the other days ladies might come whom his family 
could notvery well havemet—sothey at leastthought, for 
my uncle, on the contrary, was only too willing to pay 
pretty widows (who had perhaps never been married) and 
countesses (whose high-sounding titles were probably no 
morethan nomsdeguerre) thecompliment of presenting 
them to my grandmother, or even of presenting to them 
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someof thefamily jewels, a propensity which had already 
embroiled him morę than once with my grandfather. 
Often, if the name of some actress were mentioned in 
conversation, I would hear my father say to my mother 
with a smile: "O ne of your uncle's friends,” and thinking 
of theweary and fruitless novitiateeminent men would go 
through, perhaps for years on end, on the doorstep of 
somesuch lady who refused to answertheir lettersand had 
them sent packing by the hall-porter, it struck methat my 
uncle could have spared from such torments a youngster 
likemeby introducing him to the actress, unapproachable 
by all theworld, who wasfor him an intimatefriend. 

And so— on thepretextthat somelesson, thehourof 
which had been altered, now came at such an awkward 
time that it had already morę than onceprevented me, and 
would continueto prevent me, from seeing my uncle—one 
day, not one of the days which he set apart for our visits, 
taki ng advantageof the fact that my parentshad had lunch 
earlier than usual, I slipped out and, instead of going to 
read the playbills on their column, for which purpose I 
was allowed to go out unaccompanied, ran round to his 
house. I noticed in front of his door a carriage and pair, 
with red carnations on the horses' blinkers and in the 
coachman's buttonhole. As I climbed thestaircasel could 
hear laughter and a woman's voice, and, as soon as I had 
rung, silence and the sound of shutting doors. The 
manservant seemed embarrassed when he let me in, and 
said that my uncle was extremely busy and probably could 
not see me; he went in, however, to announce my arrival, 
and the same voice I had heard before said: "O h, yes! D o 
let him come in, just for a moment; I should so enjoy it. 
Isn't that his photograph there on your desk? And his 
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mother (your niece, isn't she?) besideit?T heimageof her, 
isn't he? I should so like to see the little chap, just for a 
second." 

I could hear my uncle grumbling angrily; finally the 
manservant ushered mein. 

O n the table was the same piąte of biscuits that was 
always there; my uncle wore the same jacket as on other 
days, but opposite him, in a pink silk dress with a great 
necklace of pearls about her throat, sat a young woman 
who was just finishing a tangerine. My uncertainty 
whether I ought to address her as M adame or 
M ademoiselle madę me blush, and not daring to look too 
much in her direction, in casel should beobliged to speak 
to her, I hurried acrossto embracemy uncle. Shelooked at 
me and smiled; my uncle said "My nephew!” without 
telling her my nameor giving mehers, doubtless because, 
sińce his difficulties with my grandfather, he had 
endeavoured as far as possibleto avoid any association of 
hisfamily with this other classof acquaintance, 

"H ow likehismother heis,” said thelady. 

"But you've never seen my niece except in 
photographs," my uncleanswered brusquely. 

“I beg your pardon, dear friend, I passed her on the 
staircaselast year when you wereso iII. Ifstruel only saw 
her for a moment, and your staircase is rather dark; but I 
could see well enough to admire her. This young 
gentleman has her beautiful eyes, and also this," she went 
on, tracing a linę with onefinger across the lower part of 
her forehead. “Tell me,” she asked my uncle, "is your 
n i ece' snamethesameasyou rs?" 

"H etakes most after his father," muttered my uncle, 
who was no morę anxious to effect an introduction by 
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proxy by mentioning M amma's name than to bring the 
two together in theflesh. "H e's hisfather all over, and also 
li kemy poor mother." 

“I haven't met his father," said the lady in pink, 
bowing her head slightly, “and I never knew your poor 
mother. You will remember it was just after your great 
sorrow that wegot to know oneanother." 

I felt somewhat disillusioned, for thisyoung lady was 
in no way different from other pretty women whom I had 
seen from timeto timeathome, in particularthedaughter 
of one of our cousins to whose house I went every N ew 
Y ear's D ay. A part from being better dressed, my uncle's 
friend had the same quick and kindly glance, the same 
frank and friendly manner. I could find no tracę in her of 
thetheatrical appearancewhich I admired in photographs 
of actresses, nothing of the diabolical expression which 
would have been in keeping with the life she must lead. I 
had difficulty in believing that she was a courtesan, and 
certainly I should never have believed her to be an ultra- 
fashionable one, had I not seen the carriage and pair, the 
pink dress, the pearl necklace, had I not been aware, too, 
that my uncle knew only those of the top flight. But I 
asked myself how the millionaire who gave her her 
carriage and her house and her jewels could find any 
pleasure in flinging his money away upon a woman of so 
simple and respectable an appearance. And yet, when I 
thought of what her life must be like, its immorality 
disturbed me morę, perhaps, than if it had stood before me 
in some concrete and recognisable form, by being thus 
invisible, like the secret of some novel or some scandal 
which had driven out of the home of her genteel parents 
and dedicated to the service of all mankind, which had 
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brought to a bright bloom of beauty and raised to famę or 
notoriety, this woman the play of whose features, the 
intonationsof whose voice, reminiscent of so many others 
I already knew, mademeregard her, in spite of myself, as 
a young lady of good family, when she was no longer of 
any family at all. 

W ehad moved by this timeinto the "study," and my 
uncle, who seemed a trifle embarrassed by my presence, 
offered heracigarette. 

"No, thank you, my dear," she said. “You know I 
only smoke the ones the grand dukesendsme. I told him 
that they madę you jealous.” And she drew from a case 
cigarettescovered with gilt lettering in aforeign language. 
"But of course,” she began again suddenly, "I must have 
met this young man's father with you. Isn't he your 
nephew? H ow on earth could I haveforgotten? H e was so 
nice, so exquisitely charming to me,” sheadded, with an 
airof warmth and modesty. But when I thoughtto myself, 
knowing my father's coldness and reserve, what must 
actually havebeen thebrusquegreeting which sheclaimed 
to havefound so charming, I was embarrassed, asthough 
atsomeindelicacy on his part, by thecontrast between the 
excessive recognition bestowed on it and his want of 
geniality. It has sińce struck me as one of the most 
touching aspects of the part played in life by these idle, 
painstaking women that they devotetheir generosity, their 
talent, a disposabledream of sentimental beauty (for, like 
artists, they neverseek to realisethevalueof their dreams, 
or to enclose them in the four-square frame of everyday 
life), and awealth thatcountsfor little, tothefashioningof 
afineand precioussettingfortherough, ill-polished lives 
of men. And just as this one filled the smoking-room, 



COM BRAY 


107 


wheremy unclewasentertaining her in hisjacket, with the 
aura of her charming person, her dress of pink silk, her 
pearls, the elegance that derives from the friendship of a 
grand duke, so in the same way shehad taken somecasual 
remark of my father's, had delicately fashioned it, given it 
a ''tum," a precious title, and embellishing it with a gem- 
like glance from her sparkling eyes, tinged with humility 
and gratitude, had given it backtransformed intoajewel, a 
work of art, into something" exq u i si tel y charming." 

"Look here, my boy, ifstimeyou wereoff,” said my 
uncle. 

I rosę. I had an irresistibledesireto kissthehand of 
the lady in pink, but I felt that to do so would require as 
much audacity as aforcibleabduction. M y heart beat loud 
whilel repeated to myself "Shall I do it, shall I not?” and 
then I ceased to ask myself what I ought to do so as at least 
to do something. W ith a blind, insensategesture, divested 
of all the reasons in its favour that I had thought of a 
moment before, I seized and raised to my lipsthehand she 
held out to me. 

"Isn't he delicious! Quite a ladies' man already; he 
takes after his uncle. H e'll be a perfect 'gentleman,'" she 
added, clenching her teeth so as to givetheword a kind of 
English accentuation. "Couldn't hecometo mesomeday 
for 'a cup of tea,' as our friends across theC hannel say? H e 
need only send me a 'blue' in themorning?” 

I had not the least idea what a "blue” might be. 5 1 did 
not understand half the words which the lady used, but 
my fear lest there should be concealed in them some 
guestion which it would be impolite of me not to answer 


5 bleu : express letter transmitted by pneumatic tubę (in 
Paris). 
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madę me keep on listening to them with close attention, 
and I was beginningtofeel extremely tired. 

"No, no, it's impossible,” said my uncle, shrugging 
his shoulders. "H e's kept very busy, he works extremely 
hard. He brings back all the prizes from his school," he 
added in a lower voice, so that I should not hear this 
falsehood and interrupt with a contradiction. "W ho 
knows? he may turn out a little Victor H ugo, a kind of 
Vaulabelle, don'tyou know." 

“Oh, I loveartistic people," replied the lady in pink. 
“There's no one like them for understanding women. 
A part from afew superior people like yourself. But please 
forgive my ignorance. W ho or what is Vaulabelle? Is it 
those gilt books in the little glass case in your drawing- 
room? You know you promised to lend them to me. I'll 
takegreat care of them." 

My uncle, who hated lending people books, said 
nothing, and ushered me out into the hall. M adly in love 
with the lady in pink, I covered my old uncle's tobacco- 
stained cheekswith passionatekisses, and whilewith some 
embarrassment hegavemeto understand without actually 
sayingthat hewould ratherl did not tell my parents about 
this visit, I assured him with tears in my eyes that his 
kindness had madeso strong an impression upon me that 
some day I would most certainly find a way of expressing 
my gratitude. So strong an impression, indeed, had it 
madę upon me that two hours later, after a string of 
mysterious utterances which did not strike me as giving 
my parents a sufficiently elear idea of the new importance 
with which I had been invested, I found it simpler to tell 
them in the minutest detail of the visit I had paid that 
afternoon. In doing this I had no thought of causing my 
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uncleany unpleasantness. Howcouldl havethought such 
a thing, sińce I did not wish it? A nd I could not suppose 
that my parents would see any harm in a visit in which I 
myself saw nonę. Every day of our lives does not sorrie 
friend or other ask us to make his apologies, without fail, 
to some woman to whom he has been prevented from 
writing, and do not we forget to do so, feeling that this 
woman cannot attach much importanceto a silencethat 
has nonę for ourselves?l imagined, likeeveryoneelse, that 
the brains of other people were lifeless and submissive 
receptacles with no power of specific reaction to anything 
that might beintroduced intothem; and I had nottheleast 
doubt that when I deposited in the minds of my parents 
the news of the acquaintance I had madę at my uncle's I 
should at the same time transmit to them the kindly 
judgment I myself had based on the introduction. 
U nfortunately my parents had recourse to principles 
entirely different from those which I intended them to 
adopt when they cameto form theirestimateof my uncle's 
conduct. M y father and grandfather had "words" with 
him of a violent order; as I learned indirectly. A few days 
later, passing my uncle in the Street as he drove by in an 
open carriage, I felt at once all the grief, the gratitude, the 
remorse which I should have liked to convey to him. 
Besidethe immensity of these emotions I considered that 
merely to raise my hat to him would be incongruous and 
petty, and might make him think that I regarded myself as 
bound to show him no morethan the commonest form of 
courtesy. I decided to abstain from so inadequate a 
gesture, and turned my head away. M y unclethought that 
in doing so I was obeying my parents' orders; he never 
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forgavethem; and though hedid notdieuntil many years 
later, not one of useverseteyeson him again. 

And so I no longer went into the little sitting-room 
(now kept shut) of my uncle Adolphe; instead, after 
hanging about on the outskirts of the back-kitchen until 
Franęoise appeared on itsthreshold and announced: 'Tm 
goingto let my kitchen-maid serve the coffee and takeup 
the hot water; it's time I went off to M me Octave," I 
would then decideto go indoors, and would go straight 
upstairs to my room to read. The kitchen-maid was an 
abstract personality, a permanent institution to which an 
invariable set of functions assured a sort of fixity and 
continuity and identity throughout the succession of 
transitory human shapes in which it was embodied; for we 
never had the same girl two years running. In theyear in 
which we ate such quantities of asparagus, the 
kitchenmaid whoseduty itwas to preparethem wasapoor 
siekły creature, someway “gone” in pregnancy when we 
arrived at Combray for Easter, and it was indeed 
surprising that Franęoise allowed her to run so many 
errands and to do so much work, for shewas beginning to 
find difficulty in bearing beforeherthemysteriousbasket, 
fuller and larger every day, whose splendid outlinecould 
be detected beneath the folds of her ample smock. T his 
last recalled the cloaks in which G iotto shrouds some of 
his allegorical figures, of which M . Swann had given me 
photographs. FI e it was who pointed out the resemblance, 
and when he inquired after the kitchen-maid he would 
say: "Weil, how goes it with Giotto's Charity?” And 
indeed the poor girl, whose pregnancy had swelled and 
stoutened every part of her, even including her face and 
her sguarish, elongated cheeks, did distinctly suggest 
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those virgins, so sturdy and mannish as to seem matrons 
rather, in whom the Virtues are personified in the Arena 
Chapel. A nd I can seenow that thoseVirtues and Vicesof 
Padua resembled herin another respectaswell. Forjustas 
the figurę of this girl had been enlarged by the additional 
symbol which shecarried beforeher, without appearingto 
understand its meaning, with no awareness in her facial 
expression of its beauty and spiritual significance, as if it 
werean ordinary, rather heavy burden, so it is without any 
apparent suspicion of what she is about that the 
powerfully built housewifewho is portrayed in the A rena 
Chapel beneath thelabel "Caritas," and a reproduction of 
whose portrait hung upon the wali of my schoolroom at 
Combray, embodies that virtue, for it seems impossible 
that any thought of charity can ever havefound expression 
in her vulgar and energetic face. By a fine stroke of the 
painter's invention sheistrampling all thetreasures of the 
earth beneath her feet, but exactly as if she weretreading 
grapes in a wine-pressto extract their juice, or rather as if 
she had climbed on to a heap of sacks to raise herself 
higher; and she is holding out her flaming hearttoGod, or 
shall we say "handing" it to him, exactly as a cook might 
hand up a corkscrew through theskylight of her basement 
kitchen to someone who has called down for it from the 
ground-floor window. T he "I nvidia," again, should have 
had some look of envy on her face. But in this fresco, too, 
the symbol occupies so large a place and is represented 
with such realism, the serpent hissing between the lips of 
Envy is so huge, and so completely fills her wide-opened 
mouth, that the muscles of her face are strained and 
contorted, like those of a child blowing up aballoon, and 
her attention— and ours too for that matter— is so utterly 
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concentrated on the activity of her lips as to leave little 
timeto sparefor enviousthoughts. 

Despite all the admiration M . Swann professed for 
these figures of G iotto, it was a long time before I could 
find any pleasure in contemplating on the walIs of our 
schoolroom (where the copies he had brought me were 
hung) that Charity devoid of charity, that Envy who 
looked like nothing so much as a piąte in some medical 
book, illustrating the compression of the glottis or the 
uvula by a tumour of thetongueor by the introduction of 
the operator's instrument, a Justice whose greyish and 
meanly regular features were identical with those which 
characterised thefaces of certain pious, desiccated ladies 
of Combray whom I used to see at mass and many of 
whom had long been enrolled in the reserve forces of 
Injustice. But in later years I cameto understand that the 
arresting strangeness, the special beauty of these frescoes 
derived from thegreat part played in them by symbolism, 
and thefact that this was represented not as a symbol (for 
the thought symbolised was nowhere expressed) but as a 
reality, actually felt or materially handled, added 
something morę precise and morę literał to themeaning of 
the work, something morę concrete and morę striking to 
the lesson it imparted. Similarly, in the case of the poor 
kitchen-maid, was not one's attention incessantly drawn 
to her belly by the weight which dragged it down; and in 
the same way, again, are not the thoughts of the dying 
often tumed towards the practical, painful, obscure, 
visceral aspect, towards that "seamy side” of death which 
is, as it happens, the side that death actually presents to 
them and forces them to feel, and which far morę closely 
resembles a crushing burden, a difficulty in breathing, a 
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destroying thirst, than the abstract idea to which we are 
accustomed to givethenameof Death? 

T here must have been a strong element of reality in 
those Virtues and Vices of Padua, sińce they appeared to 
me to be as alive as the pregnant servant-girl, while she 
herself seemed scarcely less allegorical than they. And, 
quite possibly, this lack (or seeming lack) of participation 
by a person's soul in the virtue of which he or she is the 
agent has, apart from its aesthetic meaning, a reality 
which, if not strictly psychological, may at least be called 
physiognomical. Sincethen, whenever in thecourseof my 
life I have come across, in convents for instance, truły 
saintly embodiments of practical charity, they have 
generally had the cheerful, practical, brusque and 
unemotioned air of a busy surgeon, the sort of face in 
which onecan discern no commiseration, no tenderness at 
thesight of suffering humanity, no fear of hurting it, the 
impassive, unsympathetic, sublimefaceof truegoodness. 

While the kitchen-maid—who, all unawares, madę 
the superior qual ities of F ranęoiseshinewith added lustre, 
justasError, by forceof contrast, enhancesthetriumph of 
T ruth—served coffee which (according to M amma) was 
nothing morę than hot water, and then carried up to our 
rooms hot water which was barely lukewarm, I would be 
lying stretched out on my bed with a book in my hand. 
My room quivered with the effort to defend its frail, 
transparent coolness against the afternoon sun behind its 
almostclosed shuttersthrough which, however, agleam of 
daylight had contrived to insinuate its golden wings, 
remaining motionless in a corner between glass and 
woodwork, like a butterfly poised upon a flower. It was 
hardly light enough for me to read, and my sense of the 
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day's brightness and splendour was derived solely from 
the blows struck down below, in the Ruede la Cure, by 
Camus (whorri Franęoise had assured that my aunt was 
not "resting” and that he might therefore make a noise) 
upon some dusty packing-cases which, reverberating in 
the sonorous atmosphere that accompanies hot weather, 
seemed to scatter broadcast a rain of blood-red stars; and 
also from theflies who performed for my benefit, in their 
tiny chorus, as it were the chamber musie of summer, 
evoking it quite differently from a snatch of human musie 
which, heard by chance in high summer, will remind you 
of it later, whereas the musie of the flies is bound to the 
season by a morecompelling tie— bom of the sunny days, 
and not to be reborn but with them, containing something 
of their essential naturę, it not merely cal Is up their image 
in our memory, but guarantees their return, their actual, 
circumjacent, immediately accessiblepresence. 

This dim coolness of my room was to the broad 
daylight of the Street what the shadow is to the sunbeam, 
that is to say equally luminous, and presented to my 
imagination the entire panorama of summer, which my 
senses, if I had been out walking, could havetasted and 
enjoyed only piecemeal; and so it was quite in harmony 
with my State of repose which (thanks to the enlivening 
adventures related in my books) sustained, like a hand 
reposing motionless in a stream of running water, the 
shockand animation of atorrentof activity. 

But my grandmother, even if the weather, after 
growing too hot, had broken, and a storm, or just a 
shower, had burst over us, would come up and beg meto 
go outside. And as I did not wish to interrupt my reading, 

I would go on with it in the garden, under thechestnut- 
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tree, in a hooded chair of wicker and canvas in thedepths 
of which I used to sit and feel that I was hidden from the 
eyes of anyone who might be coming to cali upon the 
family. 

And then my thoughts, too, formed a similar sort of 
recess, in the depths of which I felt that I could bury 
myself and remain invisible even while I looked at what 
went on outside. W hen I saw an external object, my 
consciousness that I was seeing it would remain between 
me and it, surrounding it with a thin spiritual border that 
prevented me from ever touching its substance directly; 
for it would somehow evaporate before I could make 
contact with it, just as an incandescent body that is 
brought into proximity with something wet never actually 
touches its moisture, sińce it is always preceded by a zonę 
of evaporation. On the sort of screen dappled with 
different States and impressions which my consciousness 
would simultaneously unfold while I was reading, and 
which ranged from the most deeply hidden aspirations of 
my being to thewholly external view of thehorizon spread 
out before my eyes at the bottom of the garden, what was 
my primary, my innermost impulse, the lever whose 
incessant movements controlled everything else, was my 
belief in thephilosophic richness and beauty of thebook I 
was reading, and my desire to appropriate them for 
myself, whatever the book might be. For even if I had 
bought it at Combray, havingseen it outside Borange's— 
whose grocery lay too far from our house for F ranęoise to 
beableto shopthere, asshedid atCamus's, butwasbetter 
stocked as a stationer and bookseller— tied with string to 
keep it in its place in the mosaic of monthly serials and 
pamphlets which adorned either side of his doorway, a 
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doorway morę mysterious, moreteeming with suggestion 
than that of a cathedral, it was because I had recognised it 
as a book which had been well spoken of by the 
schoolmaster or the school-friend who at that particular 
timeseemed to meto beentrusted with thesecret of truth 
and beauty, things half-felt by me, half-incomprehensible, 
the fuli understanding of which was the vague but 
permanent object of my thoughts. 

N ext to this central belief which, whilel wasreading, 
would beconstantly reaching outfrom my innerself to the 
outer world, towards the discovery of truth, came the 
emotions aroused in me by the action in which I was 
taking part, fortheseafternoons werecrammed with morę 
dramatic events than occur, often, in a whole lifetime. 
These were the events taking place in the book I was 
reading. It istruethat the peopleconcerned in them were 
not what Franęoise would havecalled "real people.” But 
noneof thefeelings which thejoysor misfortunesof a real 
person arouse in us can be awakened except through a 
mental picture of those joys or misfortunes; and the 
ingenuity of the first novelist lay in his understanding 
that, as the image was the one essential element in the 
complicated structure of our emotions, so that 
simplification of it which consisted in the suppression, 
pure and simple, of real people would be a decided 
improvement. A real person, profoundly as we may 
sympathise with him, is in a great measure perceptible 
only through our senses, that is to say, remains opaque, 
presents a dead weight which our sensibilities have not the 
strength to lift. If somemisfortunecomesto him, it isonly 
in one smali section of the complete idea we have of him 
that we are capable of feeling any emotion; indeed it is 
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only in one smali section of the complete idea he has of 
himself that he is capable of feeling any emotion either. 
The novelist's happy discovery was to think of 
substituti ng for those opaque sections, i mpenetrable to the 
human soul, their equivalent in im materiał sections, 
things, that is, which one's soul can assimilate. After 
which it matters not that the actions, the feelings of this 
new order of creatures appear to us in the guise of truth, 
sińce we have madę them ourown, sińce it is in ourselves 
that they are happening, that they are holding in thrall, as 
we feverishly turn over the pages of the book, our 
quickened breath and staring eyes. And oncethe novelist 
has brought us to this State, in which, as in all purely 
mental States, every emotion is multiplied ten-fold, into 
which his book comes to disturb us as might a dream, but 
a dream morę ludd and morę abiding than those which 
come to us in sleep, why then, for the space of an hour he 
setsfreewithin usall thejoys and sorrowsin theworld, a 
few of which only we should have to spend years of our 
actual life in getting to know, and the most intense of 
which would never be revealed to us because the slow 
course of their development prevents us from perceiving 
them. It is thesame in life; the heart changes, and it isour 
worst sorrow; but we know it only through reading, 
through our imagination: in reality its alteration, likethat 
of certain natural phenomena, is so gradual that, even if 
we are able to distinguish, successively, each of its 
different States, we are still spared the actual sensation of 
change. 

N ext to, but distinctly less intimate a part of myself 
than this human element, would come the landscape, 
morę or less projected before my eyes, in which the plot of 
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the story was taking place, and which madę a far stronger 
impression on my mind than the other, the actual 
landscapewhich met my eyes when I raised them from my 
book. T hus for two consecutive summers I sat in the heat 
of our Combray garden, sick with a longing inspired by 
the book I was then reading for a land of mountains and 
rivers, where I could see innumerable sawmills, where 
beneath the limpid currents fragments of wood lay 
mouldering in beds of watercress; and near by, rambling 
and clustering along Iow walIs, purple and red flowers. 
And sińcetherewasalways lurking in my mind thedream 
of a woman who would enrich me with her love, that 
dream in thosetwo summers was quickened with thefresh 
coolness of running water; and whoever she might be, the 
woman whose image I calIed to mind, flowers, purple and 
red, would at once spring up on either side of her like 
complementary colours. 

This was not only because an image of which we 
dream remainsfor ever stamped, isadomed and enriched, 
by the association of colours not its own which may 
happen to surround it in our mental picture; for the 
landscapes in the books I read were to me not merely 
landscapes morevividly portrayed in my imagination than 
any which Combray could spread before my eyes but 
otherwise of the same kind. Because of the choice that the 
author had madę of them, because of the spirit of faith in 
which my mind would exceed and anticipate his printed 
word, as it might be i nterpreting a revelation, they seemed 
to me— an impression I hardly ever derived from the place 
where I happened to be, especially from our garden, that 
undistinguished product of the strictly conventional 
fantasy of the gardener whom my grandmother so 
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despised—to be actually part of naturę itself, and worthy 
to bestudied and explored. 

H ad my parents allowed me, when I read a book, to 
pay a visit to theregion itdescribed, I should havefelt that 
I was making an enormous advance towards the ultimatę 
conquest of truth. For even if we have the sensation of 
being always enveloped in, surrounded by our own soul, 
still it does not seem afixed and immovable prison; rather 
do we seem to be borne away with it, and perpetually 
strugglingtotranscend it, to break out into theworld, with 
a perpetual discouragement as we hear endlessly all 
around usthat unvarying sound which is not an echofrom 
without, buttheresonanceof a vibration from within. W e 
try to discover in things, which become precious to us on 
that account, the reflection of what our soul has projected 
on to them; we are disillusioned when we find that they 
arein reality devoid of thecharm which they owed, in our 
minds, to the association of certain ideas; sometimes we 
mobilise all our spiritual forces in a glittering array in 
order to bring our influenceto bearon other human beings 
who, we very well know, are situated outside ourselves 
where we can never reach them. And so, if I always 
imagined thewoman I loved in thesetting I most longed 
at the ti me to visit, if I wished that it wereshewho showed 
it to me, who opened to me the gates of an unknown 
world, it was not by the mere hazard of a simple 
association of thoughts; no, it was because my dreams of 
travel and of love were only moments—which I isolate 
artificially today as though I were cutting sections at 
different heights in ajetof water, iridescent but seemingly 
without flow or motion—in a single, undeviating, 
irresistibleoutpouring of all theforces of my life. 
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Finally, continuing to tracęfrom the insideoutwards 
these States simultaneously juxtaposed in my 
consciousness, and before reaching the horizon of reality 
which enveloped them, I discover pleasures of another 
kind, those of being comfortably seated, of sniffing the 
fragranceof theair, of not being disturbed by any visitor, 
and, when an hour chimed from the steeple of Saint- 
H ilaire, of seeing what was already spent of the afternoon 
fali drop by drop until I heard the last stroke which 
enabled meto add up thetotal, after which thelong silence 
that followed seemed to herald the beginning, in the blue 
sky aboveme, of all that part of theday that still remained 
to me for reading, until thegood dinner which Franęoise 
was even now preparing and which would strengthen and 
refresh me after the strenuous pursuit of the hero through 
the pages of my book. And as each hour struck, it would 
seem to me that a few moments only had passed sińce the 
hour before; the latest would inscribe itself close to its 
predecessor on the sky's surface, and I was unable to 
believe that sixty minutes could have been squeezed into 
the tiny arc of blue which was comprised between their 
two golden figures. Sometimes it would even happen that 
this precocious hour would sound two strokes morethan 
the last; there must then have been an hour which I had 
not heard strike; something that had taken place had not 
taken placefor me; thefascination of my book, a magie as 
potentasthedeepestslumber, had deceived my enchanted 
ears and had obliterated thesound of that golden beli from 
the azure surface of the enveloping silence. Sweet Sunday 
afternoons beneath the chestnut-tree in the garden at 
Combray, carefully purged by meof every commonplace 
incident of my personal existence, which I had replaced 
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with a life of strange adventures and aspirations in a land 
watered with living streams, you still recall that life to me 
when I think of you, and you embody it in effect by virtue 
of having gradually encircled and enclosed it—while I 
went on with my reading and the heat of the day 
declined—in the crystalline succession, slowly changing 
and dappled with foliage, of your silent, sonorous, 
fragrant, limpid hours. 

Sometimes I would be torn from my book in the 
middle of the afternoon by the gardener's daughter, who 
came running wildly, overturning an orange-tree in its 
tub, cutting a finger, breaking a tooth, and screaming 
"T hey're coming, they're coming!” so that F ranęoise and 
I should run too and not miss anything of the show. T hat 
was on the days when the cavalry from the local garrison 
passed through Combray on their way to manoeuvres, 
going as a rule by the Rue Sainte-H ildegarde. W hile our 
servants, sitting in a row on their chairsoutside the garden 
railings, stared at the people of Combray taking their 
Sunday walk and were stared at in return, the gardener's 
daughter, through the gap between two distant houses in 
the Avenue de la Gare, had spied the glitter of helmets. 
The servants had then hurried in with their chairs, for 
when the troopers paraded down the Rue Sainte- 
H ildegarde they filled it from side to side, and their 
jostling horses scraped against the walIs of the houses, 
covering and submerging the pavements like banks which 
presenttoo narrow achannel to a river in flood. 

"Poor boys," Franęoise would exclaim, in tears 
almost beforeshehad reached the railings, "poor boys, to 
be mown down likegrass in a meadow. It's just shocking 
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to think of," she would add, laying a hand over her heart, 
wherepresumably shehad felttheshock. 

“A finesight, isn't it, M meFranęoise, all theseyoung 
fellows not caring two strawsfor their lives?” thegardener 
would ask, just to "draw” her. And he would not have 
spoken in vain. 

"N ot caring for their lives, is it? W hy, what in the 
world should we care for if it's not our lives, the only gift 
the Lord never offers us a second time? A las, dear God! 
Y ou're right all the same, they don't care! I can remember 
them in 70; in those wretched wars they've no fear of 
death left in them; they're nothing morę nor less than 
mad men; and then they aren't worth the priceof a ropę to 
hang them with; they'renot men any morę, they're lions." 
For by her way of thinking, to comparea man with a lion, 
which she used to pronounce "lie-on," was not at all 
complimentary. 

T he RueSainte-H ildegardeturned too sharply for us 
to beableto seethem approaching at any distance, and it 
was only through the gap between the two houses in the 
Avenue de la Gare that we could glimpse morę helmets 
flashing past in the sunlight. The gardener wanted to 
know whether there were still many to come, and he was 
thirsty besides, with thesun beating down upon his head. 
So then, suddenly, his daughter would leap out as though 
from a beleaguered city, would make a sortie, tum the 
Street corner, and after having risked her life a hundred 
times over, would reappear bringing us, together with a 
jug of liquorice-water, the news that there were still at 
least a thousand of them, pouring along without a break 
from the direction of T hiberzy and M eseglise. Franęoise 
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and the gardener, reconciled, would discuss the linę to be 
followed in theeventof war. 

"Don't you see, Franęoise," he would say, 
"revolution would be better, because then no one would 
need tojoin in unlesshewanted to." 

“Oh, yes, I can see that, certainly; it's morę 
straightforward." 

The gardener believed that, as soon as war was 
declared, all therailwayswould beshutdown. 

“Yes, to be surę; to stop people running away," 
Franęoise would say. 

And thegardener would assent, with "Ay, they'rethe 
cunning ones," for he would not allow that war was 
anything but a kind of trick which the State attempted to 
play on the people, or that there was a man in the world 
who would not run away from it if hehad thechanceto do 
so. 

But Franęoise would hasten back to my aunt, and I 
would return to my book, and the servants would take 
their places again outsidethe gateto watch thedust settle 
on the pavement and the excitement caused by the passage 
of thesoldierssubside. Longaftercalm had been restored, 
an abnormal tideof humanity would continueto darken 
thestreets of Combray. A nd in front of every house, even 
those where it was not the custom, the servants, and 
sometimes even the masters, would sit and watch, 
festooning thedoorsteps with adark, irregular fringe, like 
the border of shells and sea-weed which a stronger tide 
than usual leaveson thebeach, asthough trimming it with 
embroidered crape, when thesea itself has retreated. 

Except on such days as these, however, I would as a 
rule be left to read in peace. But the interruption and the 
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commentary which avisitfrom Swann onceoccasioned in 
the course of my reading, which had brought me to the 
work of an author quite new to me, Bergotte, resulted in 
theconsequencethat for a long time afterwards it was not 
against a wali gay with spikes of purple blossom, but 
against a wholly different background, the porch of a 
Gothic cathedral, that I saw the figurę of one of the 
women of whom I dreamed. 

I had heard Bergotte spoken of for thefirst time by a 
friend olderthan myself whom I greatly admired, Bloch. 
Hearing me confess my admiration for the Nuit 
d'0dobre, he had burst out in a loud bray of laughter like 
a bugle-call, and said to me: "You really must conquer 
your viletastefor A. deM usset, E sq u i re. Heisabad egg, 
one of the very worst, a pretty detestable specimen. I am 
bound to admit, natheless, that he, and even the man 
Radne, did, each of them, once in his life, compose a linę 
which is not only fairly rhythmical but has also what is in 
my eyesthesuprememerit of meaning absolutely nothing. 
O ne is 'La blanche O loossone et la blanche C amyre, 'and 
the other ‘La filie de Minos et de Pasiphad T hey were 
submitted to my judgment, as evidence for the defence of 
thesetwo runagates, in an article by my revered master, 
old Leconte, beloved of the immortal gods. By which 
token, here is a book which I haven't the time to read just 
now, recommended, it appears, by that colossal fellow. H e 
regards, or so they tell me, its author, one Bergotte, as a 
most subtle scribe; and, albeit he exhibits on occasion a 
critical mansuetude that is not easily explicable, still his 
word has weight with me as it were the Delphic Oracle. 
Read you then this lyrical prose, and, if the titanic 
rhymester who composed Bhagavat and the Levrier de 
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Magnus speaks not falsely, then, by Apollo, you may 
taste, chermaftre, theambrosial joysof Olympus." Itwas 
in an ostensible vein of sarcasm that he had asked meto 
cali him, and that he himself calIed me, “cher mattre." 
But, as a matter of fact, we each derived a certain 
satisfaction from the mannerism, being still at the age in 
which onebelievesthatonegivesathing real existenceby 
giving it a name. 

U nfortunately I was unable to set at rest by further 
talks with Bloch, in which I might have insisted upon an 
explanation, thedoubts hehad engendered in mewhen he 
told me that fine lines of poetry (from which I expected 
nothing lessthan the revelation of truth itself) wereall the 
finer if they meant absolutely nothing. For, as it 
happened, Bloch was not invited to the house again. At 
first he had been well received there. It is true that my 
grandfather madę out that, whenever I formed a strong 
attachment to any one of my friends and brought him 
home with me, that friend was invariably aj ew; to which 
hewould not haveobjected on principle—indeed his own 
friend Swann was ofjewish extraction—had henotfound 
that the Jews whom I chose as friends were not usually of 
the best type. And so whenever I brought a new friend 
home my grandfather seldom failed to start humming the 
"O, God of our fathers” from LaJuive, or else "Israel, 
break thy chains,” singing thetunealone, of course, to an 
"um-ti-tum-ti-tum, tra-la”; but I used to be afraid that 
my friend would recogniseit and beableto reconstruct the 
words. 

Before seeing them, merely on hearing their names, 
about which, as often as not, there was nothing 
particularly Hebraic, hewould divinenotonly thejewish 
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origin of such of my friends as might indeed bejewish, 
but even attimessomeskeleton in theirfamily cupboard. 

"A nd what's the name of this friend of yours who is 
coming this eveni ng?" 

"Dumont, grandpapa.” 

"D umont! O h, I don't likethesound of that." 

And hewould sing: 

Archers, be on your guard! 
W atch without rest, withoutsound. 

And then, after a few adroit questions on points of 
detail, hewould cali out "On guard! on guard," or, if it 
werethe victim himself who had already arrived, and had 
been unwittingly obliged, by subtle interrogation, to 
admit hisorigins, then my grandfather, to show usthat he 
had no longer any doubts, would merely look at us, 
humming under hisbreath theairof 

W hat! do you hither guide the feet 

Of thistimid Israelite? 

orof 

Sweet valeof H ebron, dear paternal fields, 

or, perhaps, of 

Yes, I am of thechosen race. 

These little eccentricities on my grandfather's part 
implied no ill-will whatsoever towards my friends. But 
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Bloch had displeased my family for other reasons. H e had 
begun by irritating my father, who, seeing him come in 
with wet clothes, had asked him with keen interest: 

"W hy, M . Bloch, is there a change in the weather? 
H as it been raining? I cant understand it; the barometer 
was set fair." 

Which drew from Bloch nothing morethan: "Sir, I 
am absolutely incapable of telling you whether it has 
rained. I live so resolutely apart from physical 
contingencies that my senses no longer trouble to inform 
meof them." 

"M y poor boy," said my father after Bloch had gone, 
“yourfriend isout of his mind. W hy, hecouldn't even tell 
me what the weather was like. As if there could be 
anything moreinteresting! H e'san imbecile." 

Next Bloch had displeased my grandmother because 
once, after lunch, when shecomplained of not feeling very 
well, hehad stifled asob and wiped tearsfrom hiseyes. 

"How can he possibly be sincere,” she observed to 
me. "W hy, he doesn't know me. U nless he's mad, of 
course.” 

And finally he had upset the whole household when 
he arrived an hour and a half late for dinner and covered 
with mud from head to foot, and madę not the least 
apology, saying merely: "I never allow myself to be 
influenced in the smallest degree either by atmospheric 
disturbances or by the arbitrary di visions of what is known 
astime. I would willingly reintroducetheuseof theopium 
pipę or the M alay kris, but I know nothing about that of 
those infinitely morę pernicious and moreover flatly 
bourgeois implements, theumbrellaand thewatch." 
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I n spiteof all this hewould still havebeen received at 
Combray. He was, of course, hardly thefriend my parents 
would havechosen for me; they had, in theend, decided 
that the tears which he had shed on hearing of my 
grandmother's indisposition were genuine enough; but 
they knew, either instinctively or from experience, that 
our impulsive emotions have but little influence over the 
course of our actions and theconduct of our I i ves; and that 
regard for morał obligations, loyalty to friends, patiencein 
finishing our work, obedienceto a ruleof life, haveasurer 
foundation in habits solidly formed and blindly followed 
than in these momentary transports, ardent but sterile. 
They would have preferred for me, instead of Bloch, 
companions who would have given me no morę than it is 
proper to give according to the laws of middle-class 
morality, who would not unexpectedly send meabasketof 
fruit because they happened, that morning, to have 
thought of mewith affection, but who, being incapableof 
inclining in my favour, by a simple impulse of their 
imagination and sensibility, theexact balanceof theduties 
and claims of friendship, would be equally incapable of 
loading the scales to my detriment. Even our faults will 
not easily divert from the path of their duty towards us 
those conventional natures of which the model was my 
great-aunt who, estranged for years from aniecetowhom 
she never spoke, yet madę no change in the will in which 
she had left that niece the whole of her fortunę, because 
she was her next-of-kin and it was the "proper thing” to 
do. 

But I wasfond of Bloch; my parents wished meto be 
happy; and the insoluble problems which I set myself on 
such texts as the beauty stripped of meaning of La filie de 
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Minos et de Pasiphae madę me morę exhausted and 
unwell than further talks on thesubject would havedone, 
unwholesome as those talks might seem to my mother's 
mind. And hewould still havebeen received at Combray 
but for one thing. T hat same night, after dinner, having 
informed me (a piece of news which had a great influence 
on my later life, making it happier at onetime and then 
morę unhappy) that no woman ever thought of anything 
but love, and that there was not one of them whose 
resistancecouId not beovercome, hehad goneon to assure 
me that he had heard it said on unimpeachable authority 
that my great-aunt herself had led a tempestuous life in 
her younger days and had been known as a kept woman. I 
could not refrain from passing on so important a piece of 
information to my parents; the next time Bloch cal led he 
was not admitted, and afterwards, when I met him in the 
Street, hegreeted mewith extremecoldness. 

But in thematter of Bergottehehad spoken truły. 

Forthefirstfew days, likeatunewith which one will 
soon be infatuated but which one has not yet "got hołd 
of,” thethings I was to loveso passionately in Bergotte's 
styledid not immediately strikeme. I could not, itistrue, 
lay down the novel of his which I was reading, but I 
fancied that I was interested in thesubject alone, as in the 
first dawn of love when we go every day to meet a woman 
at some party or entertainment which wethink is in itself 
the attraction. Then I observed the rare, almost archaic 
expressions he liked to employ at certain moments, in 
which a hidden stream of harmony, an inner prelude, 
would heighten his style; and it was at such points as 
these, too, that he would begin to speak of the"vain dream 
of life," of the"inexhaustible torrent of fair forms," ofthe 
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"sterile and exquisite torment of understanding and 
loving," of the"movingeffigieswhich ennoblefor all time 
thecharming and venerablefrontsof our cathedrals," that 
he would express a whole system of philosophy, new to 
me, by the useof marvellous images that onefelt must be 
the inspiration for the harp-song which then arose and to 
which they provided a sublime accompaniment. One of 
these passages of Bergotte, thethird orfourth which I had 
detached from the rest, filled me with a joy to which the 
meagre joy I had tasted in the first passage borę no 
comparison,ajoythatl feltl wasexperiencing in adeeper, 
vaster, morę integral part of myself, from which all 
obstacles and partitions seemed to have been swept away. 
For what had happened was that, while I recognised in 
this passage the same taste for uncommon phrases, the 
same musical outpouring, the same idealist philosophy 
which had been present in theearlier passages without my 
having recognised them as being the source of my 
pleasure, I now had the impression of being confronted 
not by a particular passage in one of Bergotte's works, 
tracing a purely bi-dimensional figurę upon thesurfaceof 
my mind, but rather by the "ideał passage” of Bergotte, 
common to every oneof his books, to which all theearlier, 
similar passages, now becoming merged in it, had added a 
kind of density and volume by which my own 
understanding seemed to beenlarged. 

I was not quite Bergotte's sole admirer; he was the 
favourite writer also of a friend of my mother's, a very 
well-read lady; while Dr du Boulbon had kept all his 
patients waiting until hefinished Bergotte's latest volume; 
and it was from hisconsulting room, and from a housein a 
park near Combray, that some of the first seeds were 
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scattered of that taste for Bergotte, a rare growth in those 
days but now universally acclimatised, that one finds 
flowering everywhere throughout Europę and America, 
even in the smallest villages, rare still in its refinement, 
but in that alone. W hat my mother's friend and, it would 
seem, Dr du Boulbon liked above all in the writings of 
Bergotte was just what I liked, the same melodie flow, the 
old-fashioned phrases, and certain others, quite simple 
and familiar, but so placed by him, so highlighted, as to 
hint at a particular quality of taste on his part; and also, in 
the sad parts of his books, a sort of roughness, a tonę that 
was almost harsh. And hehimself, nodoubt, realisedthat 
thesewerehis principal attractions. For in his later books, 
if he had hit upon some great truth, or upon the name of 
an historie cathedral, he would break off his narrative, and 
in an invocation, an apostrophe, a long prayer, would give 
freerein to thoseexhalationswhich, in theearlier volumes, 
had been immanent in his prose, discernible only in a 
rippling of its surface, and perhaps even morę delightful, 
morę harmonious when they werethus veiled, when the 
reader could give no precise indication of where their 
murmuring began or where it died away. T hese passages 
in which he delighted were our favourites also. For my 
own part I knew all of them by heart. I was disappointed 
when heresumed thethread of his narrative. W heneverhe 
spokeof something whosebeauty had untilthen remained 
hidden from me, of pine-forests or of hailstorms, of 
N otre-D ame C athedral, of A tha/ieor of Phedre, by some 
piece of imagery he would maketheir beauty explode into 
my consciousness. And so, realising that the universe 
contained innumerable elements which my feeble senses 
would be powerless to discern did he not bring them 



132 


SW A N N 'S W A Y 


within my reach, I longed to have some opinion, some 
metaphor of his, upon everything in the world, and 
especially upon such things as I might some day have an 
opportunity of seeing for myself; and among these, morę 
particularly still upon some of the historie buildings of 
France, upon certain seascapes, becausetheemphasis with 
which he referred to them in his books showed that he 
regarded them as rich in significanceand beauty. But, alas, 
upon almost everything in the world his opinion was 
unknown to me. I had no doubt that it would differ 
entirely from my own, sińce his came down from an 
unknown sphere towards which I was striving to raise 
myself; convinced that my thoughts would have seemed 
pure foolishness to that perfected spirit, I had so 
completely obliterated them all that, if I happened to find 
in oneof his books something which had already occurred 
to my own mind, my heart would swell as though some 
deity had, in his infinite bounty, restored it to me, had 
pronounced it to be beautiful and right. It happened now 
and then that a page of Bergotte would express precisely 
thoseideas which I often used to writeto my grandmother 
and my mother at night, when I was unable to sleep, so 
much so that this page of his had the appearance of a 
collection of epigraphs for me to set at the head of my 
letters. A nd so too, in later years, when I began to write a 
book of my own, and the quality of some of my sentences 
seemed so inadequatethat I could not make up my mind 
to go on with theundertaking, I would find theequivalent 
in Bergotte. But it was only then, when I read them in his 
pages, that I could enjoy them; when it was I myself who 
composed them, in my anxiety that they should exactly 
reproduce what I had perceived in my mind'seye, and in 
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my fear of their not turning out "treeto life," how could I 
find time to ask myself whether what I was writing was 
pleasing! But in fact there was no other kind of prose, no 
other sort of ideas, that I really liked. My feverish and 
unsatisfactory attempts werethemselves a token of love, a 
love which brought me no pleasure but was nonę the less 
profound. And so, when I came suddenly upon similar 
phrases in thewritings of another, that isto say stripped of 
their familiar accompaniment of scruples and repressions 
and self-tormentings, I wasfreeto indulgeto the fuli my 
own appetite for such things, like a cook who, for once 
having no dinner to prepare for other people, at last has 
the time to enjoy hisfood. When, oneday, I cameacross 
in a book by Bergotte some joke about an old family 
sen/ant which the writer's solemn and magnificent prose 
madeeven morecomical, but which was in principlethe 
same joke I had often madę to my grandmother about 
Franęoise, and when, another time, I discovered that he 
considered not unworthy of reflection in one of those 
mirrorsof absolutetruth which werehis writingsa remark 
similar to one which I had had occasion to makeaboutour 
friend M. Legrandin (and moreover my remarks on 
Franęoise and M . Legrandin were among those which I 
would most resolutely have sacrificed for Bergotte's sake, 
in the belief that he would find them quite without 
interest), then it was suddenly revealed to methat my own 
humble existence and the realms of the true were less 
widely separated than I had supposed, that at certain 
points they actually coincided, and in my new-found 
confidenceand joy I had wept upon his printed pageas in 
thearmsof a long-lostfather. 
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From his books I had formed an impression of 
Bergotteasafrail and disappointed old man, who had lost 
someof his children and had never got over the loss. A nd 
so I would read, or rather sing his sentences in my mind, 
with rather morę dolce, rather morę lento than he himself 
had perhaps intended, and his simplest phrase would 
strikemy earswith something peculiarly gentleand loving 
in its intonation. Morę than anything else I cherished his 
philosophy, and had pledged myself to it in lifelong 
devotion. It madę me impatient to reach the age when I 
should be eligible for the class at school cal led 
"Philosophy." Butl did not wish to do anything elsethere 
but exist and be guided exclusively by the mind of 
Bergotte, and if I had been told then that the 
metaphysicians to whom I was actually to become 
attached there would resemblehim in nothing, I should 
have been struck down by the despair of a young lover 
who has sworn lifelong fidelity, when a friend speaks to 
him of theother mistresseshewill havein timetocome. 

OneSunday, whilel was reading in the garden, I was 
interrupted by Swann, who had come to cali upon my 
parents. 

"W hat are you reading? May 1 look? W hy, its 
Bergotte! W ho has been telling you about him?” 

I said it was Bloch. 

"Oh, yes, that boy I saw hereonce, who looksso like 
the Bellini portrait of Mahomet II. It's an astonishing 
likeness; he has the same arched eyebrows and hooked 
nose and prominent cheekbones. When he has a little 
beard he'll be M ahomet himself. Anyhow, he has good 
taste, for Bergotte is a delightful soul." And seeing how 
much I seemed to admire Bergotte, Swann, who never 
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spoke at all about the people he knew, madę an exception 
in my favourand said: "I know him well. If you would like 
him to writeafew wordson thetitle-pageof your book I 
could ask him for you.” 

I dared not accept such an offer, but bombarded 
Swann with questions about hisfriend. "Can you tell me, 
please, who is h i s f avou ri te actor?" 

"Actor? N o, I cant say. But I do know this: there's 
not a man on thestagewhom hethinks equal to Berma— 
heputs her aboveeveryone. H aveyou seen her?” 

"No, sir, my parents don't alIow me to go to the 
theatre.” 

"T hat's a pity. Y ou should insist. Berma in Phedre, in 
the Cid\ she's only an actress, if you like, but you know I 
don't believevery much in the'hierarchy 1 of thearts.” (As 
he spoke I noticed, whathad often struck mebeforein his 
conversations with my grandmother's sisters, that 
whenever he spoke of serious matters, whenever he used 
an expression which seemed to imply a definite opinion 
upon some important subject, he would take care to 
isolate, to sterilise it by using a special intonation, 
mechanical and ironie, asthough hehad put the phraseor 
word between inverted commas, and was anxious to 
disclaim any personal responsibility for it; as who should 
say "the ‘hierarchy,' don't you know, as silly people cali 
it." But then, if it was so absurd, why did he use the 
word?) A moment later he went on: "H er acting will give 
you as noble an inspiration as any masterpieceof art, as— 
oh, I don't know—” and he laughed, "shall we say the 
Q ueens of C hartres?” U ntil then I had supposed that this 
horror of having to give a serious opinion was something 
Parisian and refined, in contrast to the provincial 
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dogmatism of my grandmother's sisters; and I imagined 
also that it was characteristic of the mental attitude of the 
circle in which Swann moved, where, by a natural reaction 
from the lyrical enthusiasms of earlier generations, an 
excessive importance was now given to precise and petty 
facts, formerly regarded as vulgar, and anything in the 
naturę of "phrase-making'' was proscribed. But now I 
found myself slightly shocked by this attitude of Swann's. 
H eappeared unwilling even to risk having an opinion, and 
to be at his ease only when he could furnish, with 
meticulous accuracy, some precise detail. But did he not 
realise that to postulate that the accuracy of his 
information was of some importance was tantamount to 
professing an opinion? I thought again of the dinner that 
night when I had been so unhappy because M amma 
would not be coming up to my room, and when he had 
dismissed the balIs given by the Princesse de Leon as 
being of no importance. And yet it was to just that sort of 
amusement that he devoted his life. I found all this 
contradictory. W hat other life did he set apart for saying 
in all seriousness what he thought about things, for 
formulating judgments which he would not put between 
inverted commas, and for no longer indulging with 
punctilious politeness in occupations which at the same 
time he professed to find absurd? I noticed, too, in the 
manner in which Swann spoke to me of Bergotte, 
something which, to do him justice, was not peculiar to 
himself, but was shared at the time by all that writer's 
admirers, including my mother's friend and Dr du 
Boulbon. Like Swann, they would say of Bergotte: "He 
has a delightful mind, so individual, he has a way of his 
own of saying things, which is a little far-fetched, but so 
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agreeable. Y ou never need to look for the signature, you 
can tell his work at once.” But nonę of them would go so 
far as to say "He's a great writer, he has great talent." 
T hey did not even credit him with talent at all. T hey did 
not do so, becausethey did not know. W earevery slow to 
recognise in the peculiar physiognomy of a new writer the 
model which is labelled "great talent" in our museum of 
generał ideas. Simply because that physiognomy is new 
and strange, we can find in it no resemblanceto what we 
are accustomed to cali talent. W e say rather originality, 
charm, delicacy, strength; and then oneday werealisethat 
it is precisely all this that adds up to talent. 

“Are there any books in which Bergotte has written 
aboutBerma?" I asked M . Swann. 

“I think he has, in that little essay on Radne, but it 
must be out of print. Still, perhaps there has been asecond 
impression. I'll find out. In fact I can ask Bergottehimself 
all you want to know next time he comes to dine with us. 
H e never misses a week, from one year's end to another. 
H e's my daughter's greatest friend. T hey go and look at 
old towns and cathedrals and castlestogether." 

As I was still completely ignorant of the social 
hierarchy, the fact that my father found it impossible for 
us to see anything of Swann's wife and daughter had for a 
long time had the effect, in making me imagine them as 
separated from usby an enormous gulf, of enhancingtheir 
prestige in my eyes. I was sorry that my mother did not 
dye her hair and redden her lips, as I had heard our 
neighbour M me Sazerat say that M me Swann did, to 
gratify not her husband but M . deCharlus; and I feltthat, 
to her, we must be an object of scorn, which distressed me 
particularly on accountof the daughter, such apretty little 
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girl, as I had heard, of whom I used often to dream, 
ascribing to her each timethesamearbitrarily chosen and 
enchanting features. But when, that day, I leamed that 
Mile Swann was a creature living in such rare and 
fortunatecircumstances, bathed, as in her natural element, 
in such aseaof privilege that, if sheshould ask her parents 
whether anyone were coming to dinner, she would be 
answered by thosetwo syllables, radiant with light, by the 
nameof thatgolden guestwhowastoherno morethan an 
old friend of thefamily, Bergotte, that for her the intimatę 
conversation at table, corresponding to what my great- 
aunt's conversation was for me, would be the words of 
Bergotte on all thosesubjects which hehad not been able 
to take up in his writings, and on which I should have 
liked to hear him pronounce his oracles, and that, above 
all, when she went to visit other towns, he would be 
walking by her side, unrecognised and glorious, likethe 
gods who came down of old to dwell among mortals— 
then I realised both the rare worth of a creature such as 
Mile Swann and, at the same time, how coarse and 
ignorant I should appear to her; and I felt so keenly how 
sweet and how impossible it would be for meto become 
her friend that I was filled at once with longing and 
despair. Henceforth, morę often than not when I thought 
of her, I would see her stand i ng before the porch of a 
cathedral, explaining to me what each of the statues 
meant, and, with a smile which was my highest 
commendation, presenting me as her friend to Bergotte. 
And invariably the charm of all the fancies which the 
thought of cathedrals used to inspire in me, the charm of 
the hills and valleys of the I le-de- F rance and of the plains 
of Normandy, would be reflected in the picture I had 
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formed in my mind's eye of M Ile Swann; nothing morę 
remained but to know and to love her. T he belief that a 
person has a share in an unknown lifeto which his or her 
love may win us admission is, of all the p rereq u i si tes of 
love, theonewhich it values most highly and which makes 
it set little storę by all the rest. Even those women who 
claim tojudgea man by his looks alone, seein those looks 
theemanation of a special way of life. T hat is why they fali 
in love with soldiers or with firemen; the uniform makes 
them less particular about the face; they feel they are 
embracing beneath the gleaming breastplate a heart 
different from the rest, morę gali ant, morę adventurous, 
morę tender; and so it is that a young king or a crown 
prince may make the most gratifying conquests in the 
countries that he visits, and yet lack entirely that regular 
and classic profile which would be indispensable, I dare 
say, for a stockbroker. 

W hilel was reading in the garden, athing my great- 
aunt would never have understood my doing save on a 
Sunday, that being the day on which it is unlawful to 
indulge in any serious occupation, and on which she 
herself would lay aside her sewing (on a week-day she 
would have said, "W hat! still amusing yourself with a 
book? 11 isn't Sunday, you know!"—putting into theword 
"amusing” an implication of childishness and waste of 
time), my aunt Leonie would begossiping with Franęoise 
until it was time for Eulalie to arrive. She would tell her 
that she had just seen M me Goupil go by "without an 
umbrella, in thesilk dress she had madę for hertheother 
day at Chateaudun. If she has far to go before vespers, she 
may get it properly soaked.” 
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"M aybe, maybe” (which meant "maybe not"), was 
the answer, for Franęoise did not wish definitely to 
excludethe possibility of a happier alternative. 

"Heavens," said my aunt, slapping herself on the 
forehead, "that reminds me I never heard if she got to 
church this morning before the Elevation. I must 
remember to ask Eulalie . . . Franęoise, just look at that 
black cloud behind the steeple, and how poor the light is 
on theslates. You may becertain itwill rain beforetheday 
isout. ltcouldn't possibly go on likethat, it's been too hot. 
A nd the sooner the better, for until the storm breaks my 
Vichy water won't go down," she added, sińce, in her 
mind, the desire to accelerate the digestion of her Vichy 
water was of infinitely greater importancethan her fear of 
seeingM meGoupil'snew dressruined. 

"M aybe, maybe.” 

"And you know that when it rains in the Square 
there's nonę too much shelter.” Suddenly my aunt turned 
pale. "W hat, threeo'clock!" she exclaimed. "But vespers 
will have begun already, and l've forgotten my pepsin! 
N ow I know why that Vichy water has been lying on my 
stornach." And pouncing on a prayer-book bound in 
purplevelvet with gilt clasps, out of which in her hasteshe 
let fali a shower of those pictures bordered in a lacefringe 
of yellowish paper which mark thepagesof feast-days, my 
aunt, whilesheswallowed her drops, began atfull speed to 
mutter the words of the sacred text, its meaning slightly 
clouded by the uncertainty whether the pepsin, when 
taken so long after the Vichy, would still beableto catch 
up with it and send it down. "Three o'clock! It's 
unbelievablehow timeflies." 
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A littletap on thewindow-pane, asthough something 
had struck it, followed by a plentiful light falling sound, as 
of grainsof sand beingsprinkledfrom awindow overhead, 
gradually spreading, intensifying, acquiring a regular 
rhythm, becoming fluid, sonorous, musical, 
immeasurable, universal: it wastherain. 

"There, Franęoise, what did I tell you? How it's 
coming down! But I think I heard the beli at the garden 
gate: go along and seewho can beoutsidein this weather,'' 

Franęoise went and returned. "It's M me Amedee” 
(my grandmother). "She said she was going for a walk. 
And yet it's raining hard.” 

'Tm not at all surprised,” said my aunt, raising her 
eyes to the heavens. "I 've always said that she was not in 
the least likeother people. W ell, I 'm glad it's she and not 
myself who'soutsidein all this." 

"M me Amedee is always the exact opposite of 
everyone else," said Franęoise, not unkindly, ref rai ni ng 
until she should be alone with the other servants from 
stating her belief that my grandmother was "slightly 
batty.” 

"There's Benediction over! Eulalie will never come 
now," sighed my aunt. "It will be the weather that's 
frightened her away.” 

"But it's not fiveo'clock yet, MmeOctave, it'sonly 
half-past four." 

"Only half-past four! And heream I, obliged todraw 
back the curtains just to get a tiny streak of daylight. At 
half-past four! O nly a week beforetheRogation-days. Ah, 
my poor Franęoise, the good Lord must be sorely vexed 
with us. T he world is going too farthesedays. As my poor 
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O ctave used to say, we have forgotten G od too often, and 
heistaking his revenge." 

A bright flush animated my aunt's cheeks; it was 
Eulalie. As ill luck would have it, scarcely had she been 
admitted to the presence when F ranęoise reappeared and, 
with a smile that was meant to indicate her fuli 
participation in the pleasure which, she had nodoubt, her 
tidings would givemy aunt, articulating each syllabieso as 
to show that, in spite of her having to translatethem into 
indirect speech, she was repeating, as a good servant 
should, the very words which the new visitor had 
condescended to use, said: "His reverencetheCurewould 
bedelighted, enchanted, if M meOctaveis not restingjust 
now, and could see him. His reverence don't wish to 
disturb M me Octave. H is reverence is downstairs; I told 
him to go into the parlour." 

H ad thetruth been known, the C ure's visits gave my 
aunt no such ecstatic pleasure as F ranęoise supposed, and 
the air of jubilation with which she felt bound to 
illuminate her face whenever she had to announce his 
arrival did not altogether correspond to the sentiments of 
her invalid. The Cure (an excellent man, with whom I 
now regret not having conversed morę often, for, even if 
he cared nothing for the arts, he knew a great many 
etymologies), being in the habit of showing distinguished 
visitors over hischurch (hehad even planned to compilea 
history of the Parish of Combray), used to weary her with 
his endless commentaries which, incidentally, never 
varied in the least degree. But when his visit synchronised 
exactly with Eulalie's it became frankly distastefuI to my 
aunt. She would have preferred to make the most of 
Eulalie, and not to havethewholeof her circleabout her at 
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onetime. But shedared notsend theCureaway, and had 
to content herself with making a sign to Eulalie not to 
leavewhen hedid, so thatshemight haveherto herself for 
a littleafter hehad gone. 

"W hat is this I have been hearing, Father, about a 
painter setting up his easel in your church, and copying 
one of the Windows? O Id as I am, I can safely say that I 
havenever heard of such athing in all my life! W hat isthe 
world coming to! And the ugliest thing in the whole 
church, too.” 

"I will not go so far as to say that it'squite the ugliest, 
for although therearecertain thingsin Saint-H ilairewhich 
are well worth a visit, there are others that are very old 
now in my poor basilica, the only one in all the diocese 
that has never even been restored. G od knowsour porch is 
dirty and antiquated, but still it has a certain majesty. I 'II 
even grant you the Esther tapestries, which personally I 
wouldn't give a brass farthing for, but which the experts 
place immediately after the ones at Sens. I can quite see, 
too, that apartfrom certain detailswhich are—well, atrifle 
realistic—they show features which testify to a genuine 
power of observation. But don't talk to me about the 
Windows. Is it common sense, I ask you, to leave up 
Windows which shut out all thedaylight and even confuse 
the eyes by throwing patches of colour, to which I should 
be hard put to it to give a name, on to a floor in which 
there are not two slabs on the same level and which they 
refuseto renew for mebecause, if you please, thosearethe 
tombstones of the Abbots of Combray and the Lords of 
G uermantes, theold Counts, you know, of Brabant, direct 
ancestors of the present D uc de G uermantes and of the 
D uchesstoo sinceshewas a M ademoiselledeG uermantes 
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who married her cousin?" (M y grandmother, whose 
steadfast refusal to take any interest in "persons” had 
ended in herconfusing all their namesand titles, whenever 
anyone mentioned the D uchesse de G uermantes used to 
makeout that she must be related to M me de V i lleparisis. 
T he wholefamily would then burst out laughing; and she 
would attempt to justify herself by harking back to soime 
invitation to achristening orfuneral: "I feel surethatthere 
was a G uermantes i n itsomewhere.” And foroncel would 
side with the others against her, refusing to believe that 
there could be any connexion between her school-friend 
and thedescendant of G enevievede Brabant.) 

"Look at Roussainville,” the Cure went on. "It's 
nothing morę nowadays than a parish of tenant farmers, 
though in olden times the place must have had a 
considerable importance from its trade in felt hats and 
clocks. (I 'm not certain, by the way, of the etymology of 
Roussainville. I 'm rather inclined to think that the name 
was originally Rouville, from Radulfi villa, analogous, 
don't you see, to C hateauroux, Castrum Radulfi, but we'II 
talk about that some other time.) Anyway, the church 
there has superb Windows, almost all modern, including 
that most imposing 'Entry of Louis-Philippe into 
Combray' which would be morę in keeping, surely, at 
Combray itself and which is every bit as good, I 
understand, as the famous Windows at Chartres. Only 
yesterday I met Dr Percepied's brother, who goes in for 
thesethings, and hetold me that he regarded it as a very 
fine piece of work. But, as I said to this artist, who, by the 
way, seems to be a most civil fellow, and is a regular 
virtuoso, it appears, with the brush, what on earth do you 
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find so extraordinary in this window, which is if anything 
a little dingier than therest?" 

“I am surę that if you were to ask the Bi shop," said 
my aunt in a resigned tonę, for she had begun to feel that 
shewas goingto be"tired,” "hewould never refuseyou a 
new window." 

“Y ou may depend upon it, M meOctave," replied the 
Cure. "W hy, it was his Lordship himself who started the 
outcry about the window, by proving that it represented 
Gilbert the Bad, a Lord of Guermantes and a direct 
descendant of Genevievede Brabant who was a daughter 
of the House of Guermantes, receiving absolution from 
Saint H ilaire." 

"But I don'tseewhereSaint H ilairecomesin." 

"W hy yes, have you never noticed, in the corner of 
the window, a lady in a yellow robę? W ell, that's Saint 
H ilaire, who is also known, you will remember, in certain 
parts of the country as Saint I lliers, Saint Helier, and even, 
in the Jura, Saint Ylie. But these various corruptions of 
Sanctus Hi/arius are by no means the most curious that 
have occurred in the names of the blessed. T ake, for 
example, my good Eulalie, the case of your own patron, 
Sancta Eulalia, do you know what she has become in 
Burgundy? Saint Eloi, nothing morę nor less! T he lady has 
become a gentleman. Do you hear that, Eulalie— after 
you'redead they'll make a man of you!” 

"H is Reverencewill alwayshavehislittlejoke.” 

"Gilberfs brother, Charles the Stammerer, was a 
pious prince, but, having early in lifelost hisfather, Pepin 
the M ad, who died as a result of his mental infirmity, he 
wielded thesupreme power with all thearroganceof a man 
who has not been subjected to discipline in his youth, so 
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much sothat, whenever hesaw aman in atown whoseface 
he didn't like, he would massacre the entire population. 
Gilbert, wishing to be avenged on Charles, caused the 
church at Combray to be burned down, the original 
church, that was, which Theodebert, when he and his 
court left the country residence he had near here, at 
Thiberzy (which is, of course, Theodeberciacuś), to go 
and fight theBurgundians, had promised to build over the 
tomb of Saint Hilaire if the saint brought him victory. 
Nothing remains of it now but the crypt, into which 
T heodore has probably taken you, for G ilbert burned all 
therest. Finally, hedefeated theunlucky Charles with the 
aid of W illiam the Conqueror," (theCure pronounced it 
"W ill'am"), "which is why so many English still cometo 
visit the place. But he does not appear to have managed to 
win the affection of the people of Combray, for they fell 
upon him as hewas coming out from mass, and cut off his 
head. T heodore has a little book he lends people that tells 
thewholestory. 

"But what is unquestionably the most remarkable 
thing about our church istheview from thebelfry, which 
is fuli of grandeur. Certainly in your case, sińce you are 
not very strong, I should never recommend you to climb 
our ninety-seven steps, just half the number they have in 
thefamouscathedral at M ilan. It's quitetiring enough for 
the most active person, especially as you have to bend 
double if you don't wish to crack your skuli, and you 
collect all thecobwebsoff thestaircaseon yourclothes. In 
any case you should be well wrapped up," he went on, 
without noticing my aunt's indignation at the mere 
suggestion that shecould ever becapableof climbing into 
his belfry, “for there's a strong breeze there once you get 
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to thetop. Some peopleeven assuremethatthey havefelt 
thechill of death upthere. However, on Sundaysthereare 
always clubs and societies who come, often from a long 
way off, to admire our beautiful panorama, and they 
always go home charmed. For instance, next Sunday, if 
the weather holds, you'11 be surę to find a lot of people 
there, for Rogation-tide. N o doubt about it, theview from 
up there is entrancing, with what you might cali vistas 
over the plain, which have quite a special charm of their 
own. Ona elear day you can see as far as Verneuil. And 
then another thing; you can see at the same time places 
which you normally see one without the other, as, for 
instance, the course of the Vivonne and the irrigation 
ditches at Saint-Assise-les-Combray, which areseparated 
by a screen of tali trees, or again, the various canals at 
Jouy-le-Vicomte, which is Gaudiacus vice comitis, as of 
course you know. Each time I 've been to Jouy I ’ve seen a 
bit of canal in one place, and then I 'veturned acorner and 
seen another, but when I saw thesecond I could no longer 
seethefirst. I tried to putthem together in my mind'seye; 
it was no good. But from thetop of Saint-H ilaire it's quite 
another matter—a regular network in which the place is 
enclosed. Only you cant see any water; it's as though 
there weregreat clefts slicing up thetown so neatly that it 
looks likea loaf of bread which still holds together after it 
has been cutup.T ogetitall quiteperfectyou would have 
to be i n both places at once; up at the top of thesteepleof 
Saint-H ilaireand down thereatJouy-le-Vicomte.” 

T he Cure had so exhausted my aunt that no sooner 
had hegonethan shewasobliged tosend Eulalieaway. 

"Here, my poor Eulalie,” shesaid in a feeblevoice, 
drawing acoin from a smali purse which lay ready to her 
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hand. "T his isjust something so that you won't forget me 
inyourprayers.” 

"O h, but, M meOctave, I don't think I ought to; you 
know very well that I dorftcomeherefor that!” So Eulalie 
would answer, with the same hesitation and the same 
embarrassment, every Sunday asthough it werethefirst, 
and with a look of vexation which delighted my aunt and 
never offended her, for if it happened that Eulalie, when 
shetookthemoney, looked a Iittle less peevish than usual, 
my aunt would remark afterwards, "I cannot think what 
hascomeover Eulalie; I gaveherthesameasl alwaysgive, 
and shedid not look atall pleased." 

"I don't think she has very much to complain of, all 
the same," Franęoise would sigh grimly, for she had a 
tendency to regard as petty cash all that my aunt might 
give her for herself or her children, and as treasure 
riotously squandered on an ungrateful wretch the little 
coinsslipped Sunday after Sunday into Eulałie's hand, but 
so discreetly that F ranęoise never managed to seethem. It 
was not that she wanted for herself the money my aunt 
bestowed on Eulalie. Shealready enjoyed a sufficiency of 
all that my aunt possessed, in the knowledge that the 
wealth of themistress automatically elevates and enhances 
themaid in theeyesof theworld, and that she herself was 
renowned and glorified throughout Combray, Jouy-le- 
Vicomte, and other places, on account of my aunt's many 
farms, her frequent and prolonged visits from the Cure, 
and the astonishing number of bottles of Vichy water 
which she consumed. Franęoise was avaricious only for 
my aunt; had she had control over my aunt's fortunę 
(which would have morę than satisfied her highest 
ambition) she would have guarded it from the assaults of 
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strangers with a maternal ferocity. She would, however, 
haveseen no great harm in what my aunt, whom sheknew 
to beincurably generous, allowed herself to giveaway, had 
shegiven only to thosewho werealready rich. Perhapsshe 
felt that such persons, not being actually in need of my 
aunt's presents, could not be suspected of simulating 
affection for her on that account. Besides, presents offered 
to persons of great wealth and position, such as M me 
Sazerat, M . Swann, M . Legrandin and M me Goupil, to 
persons of the "same rank" as my aunt, and who would 
naturally "mix with her,” seemed to Franęoise to be 
included among the ornamental customs of that strange 
and brilliant life led by rich people, who hunt and shoot 
and give balls and pay each other visits, a life which she 
would contemplate with an admiring smile. But it was by 
no means the same thing if the beneficiaries of my aunt's 
generosity were of the class whom F ranęoise would label 
"folk like me” or "folk no better than me” and who were 
thoseshe most despised, unless they cal led her "Madame 
Franęoise” and considered themselves her inferiors. And 
when she saw that, despite all her warnings, my aunt 
continued to do exactly as she pleased, and to fling money 
away with both hands (or so at least F ranęoise bel ieved) on 
undeserving creatures, she began to find that the presents 
she herself received from my aunt were very smali 
compared to the imaginary riches squandered upon 
Eulalie. There was not, in the neighbourhood of 
Combray, a farm of such prosperity and importance that 
Franęoise doubted Eulalie's ability to buy it, without 
thinking twice, out of the Capital which her visits to my 
aunt "brought in." (It must be said that Eulalie had 
formed an exactly similar estimate of the vast and secret 
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hoardsof Franęoise.) Every Sunday, after Eulalie had left, 
Franęoise would utter malevolent prophecies about her. 
Shehated Eulalie, but was at thesametime afraid of her, 
and so felt bound, when she was there, to show her a 
friendly face. She would make up for it, however, after the 
other's departure; never, it is true, alluding to her by 
narrie, but hinting at her in Sibylline oracles or in maxims 
of a comprehensivecharacter, likethoseof Ecclesiastes, so 
worded that their special application could not escape my 
aunt. After peering round the edge of the curtain to see 
whether Eulalie had shut the front-door behind her, 
"F latterers know how to makethemselves agreeableand to 
feather their nests, but patience, one fine day the good 
Lord will be avenged upon them!" she would declaim, 
with the sidelong, insinuating glance of Joas thinking 
exclusively of Athalia when hesays: 

The prosperity of the wicked 
D rai ns away I i ke a torrent. 

But when the Cure had come as well, and by his 
interminable visit had drained my aunt's strength, 
Franęoise would fol Iow Eulalie from the room, saying: 
"M me Octave, I will leave you to rest; you look really 
tired out." 

A nd my aunt would answer her not a word, breathing 
a sigh so faint that it seemed it must prove her last, and 
lying there with closed eyes, as though already dead. But 
hardly had Franęoise arrived downstairs when four peals 
of a beli pulled with the utmost violence reverberated 
through thehouse, and my aunt, sitting bolt upright in her 
bed, would cali out: "FIas Eulalie gone yet? Would you 
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believeit; I forgotto ask her whether M meGoupil arrived 
in church beforetheElevation. Run after her, quick!" 

But Franęoise would return alone, having failed to 
overtake Eulalie. 

“It is most provoking," my aunt would say, shaking 
her head. “T heoneimportantthingthat I had to ask her." 

In this way life went by for my aunt Leonie, always 
thesame, in thegentle uniformity of what shecalled, with 
a pretence of deprecation but with a deep tenderness, her 
" little jog-trot." Respected by all and sundry, not merely 
in her own house, where every one of us, having leamed 
thefutility of recommending a healthier modeof life, had 
become gradually resigned to its observance, but in the 
villageas well, where, threestreetsaway, atradesman who 
had to hammer nails into a packing-case would send first 
to Franęoiseto makesurethat my aunt was not "resting." 
This "jog-trot" was nonę the less brutally disturbed on 
one occasion that year. Like a fruit hidden among its 
leaves, which hasgrown and ripened unobserved and falls 
of its own accord, there came upon us one night the 
kitchen-maid's confinement. H er pains were unbearable, 
and, as there was no midwife in Combray, F ranęoise had 
to set off before dawn to fetch one from T hiberzy. M y 
aunt was unableto restowingto thecriesof thegirl, and as 
Franęoise, though the di stance was not great, was very late 
in returning, her services were greatly missed. And so, in 
thecourseof the morning, my mother said to me: "Run 
upstairs and see if your aunt wants anything." 

I went intothefirstof hertwo rooms, and through the 
open door of the other saw my aunt lying on her side 
asleep; I could hear her snoring gently. I was about to slip 
away when the noise of my entry must have broken into 
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hersleepand madeit''changegear,” astheysay of motor- 
cars, for the musie of her snore stopped for a second and 
began again on a lower notę; then she awoke and half 
tumed her face, which I could seeforthefirsttime; akind 
of horror was imprinted on it; plainly shehad just escaped 
from sorrie terrifying dream. She could not see me from 
theposition in which she was lying, and I stood therenot 
knowing whether I ought to go forward or withdraw; but 
all atoncesheseemed to return to asenseof reality, and to 
grasp the falsehood of the visions that had terrified her; a 
smile of joy, of pious thanksgiving to G od who is pleased 
to grant that lifeshall belesscruel than ourdreams, feebly 
illumined her face, and, with the habit she had formed of 
speaking to herself half-aloud when she thought herself 
alone, she murmured: "God be praised! we have nothing 
to worry us here but the kitchen-maid's baby. And l've 
been dreaming that my poor Octavehad come back to life 
and was trying to make me take a walk every day!" She 
stretched out a hand towards her rosary, which was lying 
on the smali table, but sleep was once again overcoming 
her, and did not leave her thestrength to reach it; shefell 
asleep, her mind at rest, and I crept out of the room on 
tiptoewithout either her or anyoneelseever knowing what 
I had seen and heard. 

W hen I say that, apart from such rare happenings as 
this confinement, my aunt's daily routine never 
underwent any variation, I do not include those which, 
repeated at regular intervals and in identical form, did no 
morę than print a sort of uniform pattern upon thegreater 
uniformity of her life. T hus, for instance, every Saturday, 
as Franęoise had to go in the afternoon to market at 
Roussainville-le-Pin, the whole household would have to 
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have lunch an hour earlier. And my aunt had so 
thoroughly acquired the habit of this weekly exception to 
her generał habits, that she clung to it as much as to the 
rest. She was so well "routined” to it, as Franęoise would 
say, that if, on a Saturday, she had had to wait for her 
lunch until the regular hour, it would have "upset” her as 
much as if on an ordinary day she had had to put her lunch 
forward to its Saturday hour. I ncidentally this acceleration 
of lunch gave Saturday, for all of us, an individual 
character, kindly and rather attractive. At the moment 
when ordinarily there is still an hour to be Iived through 
before the meal-time reiaxation, we knew that in a few 
seconds weshould see the arrival of premature endives, a 
gratuitous omelette, an unmerited beefsteak. The 
recurrence of this asymmetrical Saturday was one of those 
minor events, intra-mural, localised, almost civic, which, 
in uneventful lives and stable orders of society, create a 
kind of national tie and become the favourite theme for 
conversation, for pleasantries, for anecdotes which can be 
embroidered as the narrator pleases; it would have 
provided the readymade kernel for a legendary cycle, had 
any of us had an epic tum of mind. Early in the morning, 
before we weredressed, without rhymeor reason, savefor 
the pleasure of proving the strength of our solidarity, we 
would cali to one another good-humouredly, cordially, 
patriotically, "H urry up, there's no time to waste; don't 
forget it's Saturday!" while my aunt, conferring with 
Franęoise and reflecti ng that the day would beeven longer 
than usual, would say, “Y ou might cook them a nice bit of 
veal, see- ing that it's Saturday.” If, at half-past ten, 
someoneabsent-mindedly pulled out a watch and said, "I 
say, an hour-and-a-half still before lunch," everyoneelse 
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would be delighted to be able to retort at once: "W hy, 
what are you thinking about? H aveyou forgotten that it's 
Saturday?” And a quarter of an hour later we would still 
belaughing about it and reminding ourselvesto go up and 
tell aunt Leonieofthisabsurd mistake, to amuseher. T he 
very face of the sky appeared to undergo a change. After 
lunch thesun, consciousthat it was Saturday, would blaze 
an hour longer in thezenith, and when someone, thinking 
that we were late in starting for our walk, said, "W hat, 
only two o'clock!" on registering the passage of the twin 
strokes from the steeple of Saint-H ilaire (which as a rule 
met no one at that hour upon the highways, deserted for 
the midday meal or for the nap which follows it, or on the 
banks of the bright and everflowing stream, which even 
the angler had abandoned, and passed unaccompanied 
across the vacant sky, where only a few loitering clouds 
remained to greetthem) the wholefamily would respond 
in chorus: "W hy, you'reforgetting we had lunch an hour 
earlier; you know very well it'sSaturday." 

The surprise of a "barbarian" (for so we termed 
everyone who was not acquainted with Saturday's special 
customs) who had called at eleven o'clock to speak to my 
father and had found us at table, was an event which 
caused F ranęoiseas much merrimentas anything that had 
ever happened in her life. But if shefound it amusing that 
the nonplussed visitor should not haveknown beforehand 
that we had our lunch an hour earlier on Saturdays, it was 
still morę irresistibly funny that my father himself 
(wholeheartedly as she sympathised with the rigid 
chauvinism which prompted him) should never have 
dreamed that the barbarian could fail to be aware of the 
fact, and so had replied, with no further enlightenment of 
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the other's surprise at seeing us already in the dining- 
room: "After all, it's Saturday!” O n reaching this point in 
the story, Franęoise would pause to wipe the tears of 
merriment from her eyes, and then, to add to her own 
enjoyment, would prolong the dialogue, inventing a 
further reply for the visitor to whoim the word "Saturday” 
had conveyed nothing. And so far from our objecting to 
these interpolations, we would feel that the story was not 
yet long enough, and would rally her with: "Oh, but 
surely he said something else. T here was morę to it than 
that, the first time you told it." M y great-aunt herself 
would lay aside her needlework, and raise her head and 
look on at us over her glasses. 

The day had yet another characteristic feature, 
namely, that during M ay we used to go out on Saturday 
eveningsafterdinnertothe"M onth ofM ary" devotions. 

As we were liable, there, to meet M . Vinteuil, who 
held very strict views on "the deplorable slovenliness of 
young people, which seemsto beencouraged these days," 
my mother would first see that there was nothing out of 
order in my appearance, and then we would set out for the 
church. It was in the "M onth of M ary” that I remember 
having first fal len in love with hawthorns. N ot only were 
they in the church, where, holy ground as it was, we had 
all of us a right of entry, but arranged upon thealtar itself, 
inseparable from the mysteries in whose celebration they 
participated, thrusting in among thetapers and thesacred 
vessels their serried branches, tied to one another 
horizontally in a stiff, festal scheme of decoration still 
further embellished by thefestoons of leaves, over which 
were scattered in profusion, as over a bridal train, little 
clusters of buds of a dazzling whiteness. T hough I dared 
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notlookatitexceptthrough myfingers, I could sensethat 
this formal scheme was composed of living things, and 
that it was N ature herself who, by trimming the shape of 
thefoliage, and by addingthecrowning ornament of those 
snowy buds, had madę the decorations worthy of what 
was at once a public rejoicing and a solemn mystery. 
H igher up on thealtar, aflower had opened hereand there 
with a careless grace, holding so unconcernedly, like a 
finał, almost vaporous adornment, its bunch of stamens, 
slender as gossamer and entirely veiling each corolla, that 
in following, in trying to mimie to myself the action of 
their efflorescence, I imagined it as a swift and thoughtless 
movementof thehead, with a provocativeglancefrom her 
contracted pupils, by ayoung girl in white, insouciant and 
vivacious. 

M . VinteuiI had come in with his daughter and had 
satdown besideus. H ebelonged to agood family, and had 
once been piano-teacher to my grandmother's sisters; so 
that when, after losing his wife and inheriting some 
property, he had retired to the neighbourhood of 
Combray, we used often to invite him to our house. But 
with his intenseprudishness hehad given up coming so as 
not to be obliged to meet Swann, who had madę what he 
called "a most unsuitable marriage, as seems to be the 
fashion these days." My mother, on hearing that he 
composed, told him out of the kindness of her heart that, 
when shecameto see him, he must play her something of 
his own. M . VinteuiI would have liked nothing better, but 
he carried politeness and consideration for others to such 
scrupulous lengths, always putting himself in their place, 
that he was afraid of boring them, or of appearing 
egotistical, if he carried out or even allowed them to 
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suspect what were his own desires. On the day when my 
parents had goneto pay him a visit, I had accompanied 
them, but they had allowed meto remain outside, and as 
M . Vinteuil's house, M ontjouvain, stood at the foot of a 
bushy hillock where I went to hide, I had found myself on 
a level with his drawing-room, upstairs, and only a few 
feet away from its window. W hen the sen/ant came in to 
tell him that my parents had arrived, I had seen M . 
VinteuiI hurriedly place a sheet of musie in a prominent 
position on the piano. But as soon as they entered the 
room he had snatched it away and put it in a corner. He 
was afraid, no doubt, of letting them supposethat he was 
glad to see them only because it gave him a chance of 
playing them some of his compositions. And every time 
that my mother, in thecourseof her visit, had retumed to 
thesubject he had hurriedly protested: "I can't think who 
put that on the piano; it's not the proper place for it at all," 
and had turned the conversation aside to other topics, 
precisely because they were of lessinterestto himself. 

H is one and only passion was for his daughter, and 
she, with her somewhat boyish appearance, looked so 
robust that it was hard to restrain a smile when one saw 
theprecautions her father used to takefor her health, with 
spare shawls always in readiness to wrap round her 
shoulders. M y grandmother had drawn our attention to 
thegentle, delicate, almosttimid expression which might 
often be caught flitting across the freckied face of this 
otherwisestolid child. W henever shespoke, sheheard her 
own words with the ears of those to whom she had 
addressed them, and becamealarmed at the possibility of a 
misunderstanding, and one would see in elear outline, as 
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though in a transparency, beneath the mannish faceof the 
"goodsort" thatshewas, thefinerfeaturesof atearful girl. 

W hen, before turning to leave the church, I 
genuflected before the altar, I was suddenly aware of a 
bittersweet scent of almonds emanating from the 
hawthorn-blossom, and I then noticed on the flowers 
themselves little patches of a creamier colour, beneath 
which I imagined thatthis scent must lieconcealed, as the 
taste of an almond cake lay beneath the burned parts, or 
that of Mile Vinteuil's cheeks beneath their freckles. 
Despite the motionless silence of the hawthorns, this 
intermittent odour came to me like the murmuring of an 
intense organie life with which the whole altar was 
quivering like a hedgerow explored by living antennae, of 
which I was reminded by seeing somestamens, almost red 
in colour, which seemed to have kept the springtime 
virulence, the irritant power of stinging insects now 
transmuted into flowers. 

On leaving the church we would stay chatting for a 
moment with M . VinteuiI in front of the porch. Boys 
would bechasing oneanother in theSquare, and hewould 
intervene, taking the side of the little ones and lecturing 
the big. If hisdaughter said in hergruff voicehow glad she 
had been toseeus, immediately itwould seem as though a 
morę sensitive sister within her had blushed at this 
thoughtless, schoolboyish utterance which might have 
madę us think that she was angling for an invitation to the 
house. Her father would then arrange a cloak over her 
shoulders, they would clamber into a little dog-cart which 
she herself drove, and home they would both go to 
Montjouvain. As for ourselves, the next day being 
Sunday, with no need to be up and stirring before high 
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mass, if it was a moonlight night and warm, my father, in 
his thirst for glory, instead of taking us home at once 
would lead uson a long walk round by theCalvary, which 
my mother's utter incapacity for taking her bearings, or 
even for knowing which road she might be on, madę her 
regard as a triumph of his strategie genius. Sometimes we 
would go as far as the viaduct, whose long stone strides 
began at the railway station and to me typified all the 
wretchedness of exile beyond the last outposts of 
civiIisation, because every year, as we came down from 
Paris, we were warned to take special care when we got to 
Combray not to miss the station, to be ready before the 
train stopped, sińce it would start again in two minutes 
and proceed across the viaduct out of the lands of 
Christendom, of which Combray, to me, represented the 
furthest limit. W e would return by the Boulevard de la 
Gare, which contained the most attractive vi11as in the 
town. I n each of their gardens the moonlight, copying the 
art of Hubert Robert, scattered its broken staircases of 
whitemarble, its fountains, its iron gates temptingly ajar. 
Its beams had swept away the telegraph Office. All that 
was left of it was a column, half shattered but preserving 
thebeauty of a ruin which enduresfor all time. I would by 
now bedragging my weary limbs and ready to drop with 
sleep; the balmy scent of the lime-trees seemed a reward 
thatcould bewon only atthepriceof greatfatigueand was 
not worth the effort. F rom gates far apart the watchdogs, 
awakened by our steps in the silence, would set up an 
antiphonal barking such as I still hear at times of an 
evening, and among which the Boulevard de la Gare 
(when the public gardens of Combray wereconstructed on 
its site) must havetaken refuge, for wherever I may be, as 
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soon asthey begin theiralternatechallenge and response, I 
can see it again with its lime-trees, and its pavement 
glistening beneath themoon. 

Suddenly my fatherwould bring usto astandstill and 
ask my mother—"W herearewe?” Exhausted by thewalk 
but still proud of her husband, shewould lovingly confess 
that she had not the least idea. He would shrug his 
shoulders and laugh. And then, as though he had 
produced itwith hislatchkey from his waistcoat pocket, he 
would point out to us, where it stood before our eyes, the 
back-gate of our own garden, which had come, hand-in- 
hand with thefamiliar corner of the Ruedu Saint-Esprit, 
to greet us at the end of our wanderings over paths 
unknown. My mother would murmur admiringly "You 
really are wonderful!” And from that instant I did not 
have to take another step; the ground moved forward 
under my feet in that garden where for so long my actions 
had ceased to require any control, or even attention, from 
my wi 11. H abit had come to take me i n her arms and carry 
meall theway up to my bed likea littlechild. 

Although Saturday, by beginning an hour earlier and 
by depriving her of theservices of F ranęoise, passed morę 
slowly than other days for my aunt, yet the moment it was 
past and a new week begun, shewould look forward with 
impatience to its return, as something that embodied all 
thenovelty and distraction which herfrail and disordered 
body was still able to endure. This was not to say, 
however, that she did not long, at times, for some greater 
change, that she did not experience some of those 
exceptional moments when one thirsts for something 
other than what is, and when those who, through lack of 
energy or imagination; are unableto generate any motive 
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power in themselves, ery out, as the clock strikes or the 
postman knocks, for something new, even if it is worse, 
someemotion, somesorrow; when theheartstrings, which 
contentment has silenced, like a harp laid by, yearn to be 
plucked and sounded again by somehand, however rough, 
even if it should break them; when the will, which has 
with such difficulty won therightto indulgewithout let or 
hindrance in its own desires and woes, would gladly fling 
the reins into the hands of imperious circumstance, 
however cruel. Of course, sińce my aunt'sstrength, which 
wascompletely drained by theslightest exertion, returned 
but drop by drop into the depths of her repose, the 
reservoir was very slow in filling, and months would go by 
beforeshereached that slight overflow which other people 
siphon off into activity of various kindsand which shewas 
incapable of knowing or deciding how to use. A nd I have 
no doubt that then—just as a desire to have her potatoes 
served with bechamel saucefor achangewould beformed, 
ultimately, from the pleasure she found in the daily 
reappearanceof those mashed potatoes of which she never 
"tired"—she would extract from the accumulation of 
those monotonous days which she treasured so much a 
keen expectation of somedomestic cataclysm, momentary 
in its duration but violent enough to compel her to put 
into effect, once for all, one of those changes which she 
knew would be beneficial to her health but to which she 
could never make up her mind without some such 
stimulus. She was genuinely fond of us; she would have 
enjoyed the long luxury of weeping for our untimely 
decease; coming at a moment when shefelt well and was 
not in a perspiration, the news that the house was being 
destroyed by a fire in which all the rest of us had already 
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perished and which soon would leave not a single stone 
standing upon another, butfrom which she herself would 
still have plenty of time to escape without undue hastę, 
provided that she rosę at once from her bed, must often 
have haunted her dreams, as a prospect which combined 
with thetwo minor advantages of letting her tastethefull 
savour of her affection for us in long years of mourning, 
and of causing universal stupefaction in the village when 
she should sally forth to conduct our obsequies, crushed 
but courageous, moribund but erect, the paramount and 
priceless boon of forcing her at the right moment, with no 
time to be lost, no room for weakening hesitations, to go 
off and spend the summer at her charming farm of 
M irougrain, where there was a waterfall. I nasmuch as no 
such event had ever occurred, though she must often have 
pondered its eventuality as she lay alone absorbed in her 
interminablegames of patience(and though it would have 
plunged her in despair from the first moment of its 
realisation, from the first of those little unforeseen 
contingencies, the first word of calamitous news, whose 
accents can never afterwards be expunged from the 
memory, everything that bears upon it the imprint of 
actual, physical death, soterribly different from the logical 
abstraction of its possibility) she would fali back from time 
to time, to add an interest to her life, upon imaginary 
calamities which she would follow up with passion. She 
would beguile herself with a sudden pretence that 
F ranęoise had been robbing her, that she had set a trap to 
make certain, and had caught her betrayer red-handed; 
and being in the habit, when she madę up a gameof cards 
by herself, of playing her own and her adversary's hands at 
once, she would first stammer out Franęoise's awkward 
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excuses, and then reply to them with such a fiery 
indignation that any of us who happened to intrude upon 
her at one of these imoments would find her bathed in 
perspiration, her eyes blazing, her false hair askew and 
exposing the baldnessof her brows. F ranęoise must often, 
from the next room, have heard these mordant sarcasms 
levelled at herself, the mere framing of which in words 
would not have relieved my aunt's feelings sufficiently, 
had they been allowed to remain in a purely immaterial 
form, without the degree of substance and reality which 
she added to them by muttering them half-aloud. 
Sometimes, however, even these counterpane dramas 
would not satisfy my aunt; she must see her work staged. 
And so, on a Sunday, with all the doors mysteriously 
closed, she would confide to Eulalie her doubts of 
Franęoise's integrity and her determination to be rid of 
her, and another ti me she would confide to F ranęoise her 
suspicionsof thedisloyalty of Eulalie, to whom thefront- 
door would very soon be closed for good. A few days later 
she would be sick of her latest confidante and once morę 
"as thick as thieves” with the traitor, but before the next 
performance, thetwo would yet again havechanged roles. 
But the suspicions which Eulalie might occasionally 
arouse in her were no morę than a flash in the pan that 
soon subsided for lack of fuel, sińce Eulalie was not living 
with her in thehouse. It was a very different matter in the 
case of F ranęoise, of whose presence under the same roof 
as herself my aunt was perpetually conscious, though for 
fear of catching cold were she to leave her bed, she would 
never dare go down to the kitchen to establish whether 
there were any grounds for her suspicions. G radually her 
mind cameto beexclusively occupied with trying to guess 
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what Franęoise might at any given moment be doing 
behind her back. She would detect a furtive look on 
Franęoise's face, something contradictory in what she 
said, some desire which she appeared to be concealing. 
A nd she would show her that she was unmasked, with a 
single word, which madę Franęoise turn pale and which 
my aunt seemed to find acruel satisfaction in driving deep 
into her unhappy servant's heart. And the very next 
Sunday a disdosure by Eulalie—like one of those 
discoveries that suddenly open up an unsuspected field of 
exploration for some new science that has got into 
something of a rut— proved to my aunt that her own worst 
suspicions fell a long way short of the appalling truth. 
"But Franęoise ought to know that," said Eulalie, "now 
thatyou'vegiven heracarriage.” 

"Now that l'vegiven heracarriage!” gasped my aunt. 

"Oh, I know nothing about it, I justthought, well, I 
saw her go by yesterday in a barouche, as proud as 
Lucifer, on her way to Roussainville market. I supposed 
thatitmustbeM meOctavewho had given it to her.” 

A nd so by degrees F ranęoise and my aunt, the quarry 
and the hunter, had reached the point of constantly trying 
to forestall each other's ruses. M y mother was afraid lest 
Franęoise should develop a genuine hatred of my aunt, 
who did everything in her power to hurt her. Flowever 
that might be, F ranęoise had come, morę and morę, to pay 
an infinitely scrupulous attention to my aunt's least word 
and gesture. W hen she had to ask her anything she would 
hesitatefor a long timeover how best to go about it. A nd 
when she had uttered her request, she would watch my 
aunt covertly, trying to guess from the expression on her 
face what shethought of it and how shewould reply. A nd 
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so it was that—whereas an artist who, reading the 
memoirsof theseventeenth century, and, wishingto bring 
himself nearer to the great Louis, considers that he is 
making progress in that direction by constructing a 
pedigree that traces his own descent from some historie 
family, or by engaging in correspondence with one of the 
reigning sovereignsof Europę, is actually turning his back 
on what he mistakenly seeks under identical and therefore 
moribund forms—an elderly provincial lady, by doing no 
morę than yield wholeheartedly to her own irresistible 
eccentricities and a cruelty born of idleness, could see, 
without ever having given a thought to Louis XIV, the 
most trivial occupations of her daily life, her morning 
toilet, her lunch, her afternoon nap, assume, by virtueof 
their despotic singularity, something of the interest that 
was to be found in what Saint-Simon called the 
"mechanics” of life at Versai11es; and was able, too, to 
persuade herself that her silences, a suggestion of good 
humour or of haughtiness on her features, would provide 
Franęoise with matter for a mental commentary as tense 
with passion and terror as did the silence, the good 
humour or the haughtiness of the King when acourtier, or 
even hisgreatest nobles, had presented a petition to him in 
an avenueat V ersai IIes. 

One Sunday, when my aunt had received 
simultaneous visits from theCure and from Eulalie, and 
had been left alone, afterwards, to rest, the whole family 
went upstairs to bid her good evening, and M amma 
ventured to condole with her on the unlucky coincidence 
that always brought both visitors to her door at the same 
time. 
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"I hear that things worked out badly again today, 
Leonie,” shesaid kindly, "you had all yourfriends hereat 
once.” 

A nd my great-aunt interrupted with: "T he morę the 
merrier,” for, sińce her daughter's illness, shefelt herself 
in duty bound to cheer her up by always drawing her 
attention to the brighter sideof things. But my father had 
begun to speak. 

"I should like to take advantage,” he said, "of the 
wholefamily's being heretogether to tell you a story, so as 
not to have to begin all over again to each of you 
separately. I'm afraid wearein M . L egrandin's bad books: 
hewould hardly say 'H ow d'yedo' to methis morning.” 

I did not wait to hear the end of my father's story, for 
I had been with him myself after mass when we had met 
M . Legrandin; instead, I wentdownstairstothekitchen to 
ask about the menu for our dinner, which was of fresh 
interestto medaily, like the news in a paper, and excited 
me as might the programmeof a comi ng festi vity. 

AsM . Legrandin had passed closeby uson our way 
from church, walking by the sideof a lady, theowner of a 
country housein theneighbourhood, whom weknew only 
by sight, my father had saluted him in a manner at once 
friendly and reserved, without stopping in his walk; M . 
Legrandin had barely acknowledged the courtesy, and 
then with an air of surprise, as though he had not 
recognised us, and with that distant look characteristic of 
peoplewho do not wish to beagreeableand who, from the 
suddenly receding depths of their eyes, seem to have 
caught sight of you at the far end of an interminably 
straight road and at so great a di stance that they content 
themselves with directing towards you an almost 
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imperceptible movement of the head, co mm en su ratę with 
yourdoll-likedimensions. 

N ow, the lady who waswalking with L egrandin was a 
virtuous and highly respected person; there could be no 
question of his being out for amorous adventure and 
embarrassed at being detected, and my father wondered 
how hecould possibly havedispleased ourfriend. 

"I should be all the morę sorry to feel that he was 
vexed with us," hesaid, "because among all thosepeople 
in their Sunday best there is something about him, with 
his little cutaway coat and his soft neckties, so little 
'dressed-up,' so genuinely simple; an air of innocence, 
almost, which isreally attractive.” 

But the vote of the family council was unanimous, 
that my father had imagined the whole thing, or that 
Legrandin, at the moment in question, had been 
preoccupied in thinking about something else. I n any case 
my father'sfears weredispelled no later than thefollowing 
evening. Returning from a long walk, wesaw L egrandin 
near the Pont-Vieux (he was spending a few days morę in 
Combray because of theholidays). Hecameupto uswith 
outstretched hand: "Do you know, master booklover," he 
asked me, “this lineof Paul D esjardins? 

N ow arethewoodsall black, butstill thesky isblue. 

Isn't that a fine rendering of a moment like this? 
Perhapsyou havenever read Paul Desjardins. Read him, 
my boy, read him; in these days he is converted, they tell 
me, into a preaching friar, but he used to have the most 
charming water-colourtouch— 
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N ow arethewoodsall black, butstill thesky isblue. 

M ay you always see a blue sky overhead, my young 
friend; and then, even when thetimecomes, as it hascome 
for me now, when the woods are all black, when night is 
fast fal ling, you will beableto consoleyourself, asl do, by 
looking up at thesky." H etook acigarettefrom his pocket 
and stood for a long time with his eyes fixed on the 
horizon. “Good-bye, friends!" he suddenly exclaimed, 
and left us. 

At the hour when I usually went downstairs to find 
out what there was for dinner, its preparation would 
already have begun, and F ranęoise, a commanding officer 
with all theforces of naturę for her subalterns, as in the 
fairy-tales where giants hire themselves out as scullions, 
would bestirring thecoals, putting the potatoes to steam, 
and, at the right moment, finishing over the fire those 
culinary masterpieces which had been first got ready in 
someof thegreat array of vessels, triumphs of the potter's 
craft, which ranged from tubs and boilers and cauldrons 
and fish kettles down to jars for gamę, moulds for pastry, 
and tiny pannikinsfor cream, through an entirecollection 
of pots and pans of every shape and size. I would stop by 
the table, where the kitchen-maid had shelled them, to 
inspect the platoons of peas, drawn up in ranks and 
numbered, like littlegreen marbles, ready for a gamę; but 
what most en raptu red me were the asparagus, tinged with 
ultramarine and pink which shaded off from their heads, 
finely stippled in mauve and azure, through a series of 
imperceptible gradations to their whitefeet—still stained 
alittleby thesoil of their garden-bed—with an iridescence 
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that was not of this world. I felt that these celestial hues 
indicated thepresenceof exquisitecreatures who had been 
pleased to assume vegetable form and who, through the 
disguise of their firm, comestible flesh, allowed me to 
discern in this radiance of earliest dawn, these hinted 
rainbows, these blueevening shades, that precious quality 
which I should recogniseagain when, all night long after a 
dinner at which I had partaken of them, they played 
(lyrical and coarsein theirjesting likeoneof Shakespeare's 
fairies) at transforming my chamber pot into a vase of 
aromatic perfume. 

Poor Giotto's Charity, as Swann had named her, 
charged by F ranęoise with thetask of preparing them for 
thetable, would havethem lying beside her in a basket, 
while she sat there with a moumful air as though all the 
sorrows of the world were heaped upon her; and the light 
crowns of azure which capped the asparagus shoots above 
their pink jackets were delicately outlined, star by star, as, 
in G iotto's fresco, are the flowers encircling the brow or 
patterning the basket of his Virtue at Padua. And 
meanwhile F ranęoise would be turning on the spit one of 
those chickens such as she alone knew how to roast, 
chickens which had wafted far abroad from Combray the 
savour of her merits, and which, while she was serving 
them to us at table, would make the quality of sweetness 
predominatefor the moment in my private conception of 
her character, the aroma of that cooked flesh which she 
knew how to make so unctuous and so tender seeming to 
me no morę than the proper perfume of one of her many 
virtues. 

But the day on which I went down to the kitchen 
while my father consulted the family council about our 
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strange meeting with Legrandin was one of those days 
when Giotto's Charity, still very weak and ill after her 
recent confinement, had been unableto risefrom her bed; 
Franęoise, being without assistance, had fal len behind. 
W hen I went in, I saw her in thescullery which opened on 
to the back yard, in the process of killing a chicken which, 
by itsdesperateand quite natural resistance, accompanied 
by F ranęoise, beside herself with ragę as she attempted to 
slit its throat beneath the ear, with shrill cries of "Filthy 
creature! F ilthy creature!,” madę the saintly meekness and 
unction of our sen/ant rather less prominent than it would 
do, next day at dinner, when it madę its appearance in a 
skin gold-embroidered like a chasuble, and its precious 
juicewas poured out drop by drop asfrom a pyx. W hen it 
was dead, F ranęoise coliected itsstreaming blood, which 
did not, however, drown her rancour, for shegave vent to 
another burst of ragę, and gazing down at the carcass of 
her enemy, uttered afinal "F ilthy creature!" 

I crept out of the kitchen and upstairs, trembling all 
over; I could haveprayed, then, for the instant dismissal of 
Franęoise. But who would have baked mesuch hot roiIs, 
madę me such fragrant coffee, and even . . . roasted me 
such chickens? And, as it happened, everyone else had 
already had to make the same cowardly reckoning. For my 
aunt Leonie knew (though I was still in ignoranceof this) 
that Franęoise, who, for her own daughter or for her 
nephews, would have given her life without a murmur, 
showed a singular implacability in her dealings with the 
restof the world. In spite of which my aunt had kept her, 
for, while conscious of her cruelty, she appreciated her 
services. I began gradually to realise that Franęoise's 
kindness, her compunction, her numerous virtues, 
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concealed many of these kitchen tragedies, just as history 
reveals to us that the reigns of the kings and queens who 
areportrayed as kneeling with their handsjoined in prayer 
in the Windows of churches were stained by oppression 
and bloodshed. I cameto recognise that, apart from her 
own kinsfolk, thesufferings of humanity inspired in her a 
pity which increased in direct ratio to the distance 
separating the sufferers from herself. The tears that 
flowed from her in torrents when she read in a newspaper 
of the misfortunes of persons unknown to her were 
quickly stemmed once she had been able to form a morę 
precise mental picture of the victims. O ne night, shortly 
after her confinement, the kitchen-maid was seized with 
the most appalling pains; M amma heard her groans, and 
rosę and awakened Franęoise, who, quite unmoved, 
declared that all theoutcry was meremalingering, that the 
girl wanted to "play the mistress." T he doctor, who had 
been afraid of some such attack, had left a marker in a 
medical dictionary which we had, atthepageon which the 
symptoms were described, and had told us to tum up this 
passageto discover the fi rst aid to beadopted. M y mother 
sent F ranęoiseto fetch thebook, warning her not to Iet the 
marker drop out. A n hour elapsed, and F ranęoise had not 
returned; my mother, supposing that she had goneback to 
bed, grew vexed, and told meto go myself to the library 
and fetch thevolume. I did so, and therefound Franęoise 
who, in her curiosity to know what the marker indicated, 
had begunto read theclinical accountof these after-pains, 
and was violently sobbing, now that it was a question of a 
prototype patient with whom she was unacquainted. At 
each painful symptom mentioned by the writer she would 
exclaim: “Oh, oh, Fioły Virgin, is it possible that God 
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wishes a wretched human creature to suffer so? Oh, the 
poor girl!" 

But when I had called her, and she had returned to 
the bedsideof G iotto's C harity, her tears at once ceased to 
flow; she could find no stimulus for that pleasant 
sensation of tenderness and pity with which she was 
familiar, having been moved to it often enough by the 
perusal of newspapers, nor any other pleasureof the same 
kind, in her boredom and irritation at beingdragged out of 
bed in the middle of the night for the kitchen-maid; so 
that at the sight of those very sufferings the printed 
accountof which had moved her to tears, sherelapsed into 
ill-tempered mutterings, mingled with bitter sarcasm, 
saying, when she thought that we were out of earshot: 
"W ell, sheshould havebeen careful not to do what got her 
into this! She enjoyed it well enough, I dare say, so she'd 
better not puton any airsnow! Ali thesame, hemust have 
been a godforsaken young fellow to go with the likes of 
her. Dear, dear, it's just as they used to say in my poor 
mother'sday: 

Frogs and snails and puppy-dogs' tails, 
And dirty sluts in plenty, 
Smell sweeter than roses in young men's noses 
W hen theheart isone-and-twenty." 

AIthough, when her grandson had a slight cold in his 
head, she would set off at night, even if she were unwell, 
instead of going to bed, to see whether he had everything 
he needed, covering ten miles on foot before daybreak so 
as to be back in timefor work, this same lovefor her own 
people, and her desireto establish the futurę greatness of 
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her houseon a solid foundation, found expression, in her 
policy with regard to theother servants, in one unvarying 
maxim, which was never to let any of them set foot in my 
aunt's room; indeed she showed a sort of pride in not 
allowing anyone else to corrie near my aunt, preferring, 
when she herself was ill, to get out of bed and to 
administer the Vichy water in person, rather than to 
concede to the kitchen-maid the right of entry into her 
mistress's presence. T here is a species of hymenoptera 
observed by F abre, the burrowing wasp, which in order to 
provide a supply of fresh meat for her offspring after her 
own decease, cal Is in thescienceof anatomy to amplify the 
resources of her instinctive cruelty, and, having madę a 
collection of weevils and spiders, proceeds with 
marvellous knowledge and skill to piercethe nerve-centre 
on which their power of locomotion (but nonę of their 
other vital functions) depends, so that the paralysed 
insect, beside which she lays her eggs, will furnish the 
larvae, when hatched, with a docile, inoffensive quarry, 
incapable either of flight or of resistance, but perfectly 
fresh for the larder: in the same way Franęoise had 
adopted, to minister to her unfaltering resolution to render 
the house uninhabitable to any other sen/ant, a series of 
stratagems so cunning and so pitiless that, many years 
later, we discovered that if we had been fed on asparagus 
day after day throughout that summer, it was because 
theirsmell gavethepoor kitchen-maid who had to prepare 
them such violent attacks of asthma that she was finally 
obliged to leavemy aunt'sservice. 
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A las! we had definitely to alter our opinion of M . 
Legrandin. On oneof theSundays fol łowi ng our meeting 
with him on the Pont-Vieux, after which my father had 
been forced to confess himself mistaken, as mass drew to 
an end and, with the sunshine and the noise of the outer 
world, something else invaded thechurch, an atmosphere 
so far from sacred that M me Goupil, M me Percepied 
(everyone, in fact, who not so long before, when I arrived a 
little late, had been sitting motionless, engrossed in their 
prayers, and who I might even havethought obiivious of 
my entry had not their feet moved slightly to push away 
the little kneeling-bench which was preventing me from 
getting to my chair) had begun to discuss with us out loud 
all manner of utterly mundane topics as though we were 
already outside in the Square, we saw Legrandin on the 
sunbaked threshold of the porch dominating the many- 
coloured tumult of the market, being introduced by the 
husband of the lady we had seen him with on the previous 
occasion to the wife of another large landed proprietor of 
the district. Legrandin's face wore an expression of 
extraordinary zeal and animation; he madę a deep bow, 
with a subsidiary backward movement which brought his 
shoulders sharply up into a position behind their starting- 
point, agesturein which hemust havebeen trained by the 
husband of his sister, M me de Cambremer. This rapid 
straightening-up caused a sort of tense muscular wave to 
rippleover L egrandin's rump, which I had notsupposed 
to beso fleshy; I cannot say why, but this undulation of 
pure matter, this wholly carnal fluency devoid of spiritual 
significance, this wave lashed into a tempest by an 
obsequious alacrity of the basest sort, awoke my mind 
suddenly to the possibility of a Legrandin altogether 
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different from the one we knew. T he lady gave him some 
message for her coachman, and as he walked over to her 
carriagethe impression of shy and respectful happiness 
which the introduction had stamped upon his face still 
lingered there. Rapt in a sort of dreaim, he smiled, then 
began to hurry back towards the lady; as he was wal king 
faster than usual, his shoulders swayed backwards and 
forwards, right and left, in the most absurd fashion; and 
altogether helooked, so utterly had heabandoned himself 
to it, to theexclusion of all other considerations, asthough 
he were the passive, wire-pulled puppet of his own 
happiness. M eanwhile we were coming out through the 
porch and wereaboutto pass closebeside him; hewastoo 
well bred to turn his head away, but he fixed his eyes, 
which had suddenly changed to those of a seer lost in the 
profundity of his vision, on so distant a point of the 
horizon that he could not see us and so had no need to 
acknowledge our presence. H is face was as artless as ever 
above his plain, single-breasted jacket, which looked as 
though conscious of having been led astray and plunged 
willy-nilly intosurroundingsof detested splendour. And a 
spotted bow-tie, stirred by the breezes of the Square, 
continued to float in front of Legrandin like the standard 
of his proud isolation and his noble independence. W hen 
we reached the house my mother discovered that the baker 
had forgotten to del iver thecream tart and asked my father 
to go back with me and tell them to send it up at once. 
Near the church we met Legrandin coming towards us 
with the same lady, whom hewas escortingto hercarriage. 
He brushed past us, and did not interrupt what he was 
sayingto her, butgaveus, outof thecornerof hisblueeye, 
a littlesign which began and ended, so to speak, insidehis 
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eyelids and which, as it did not involve the least 
movement of his facial muscles, managed to pass quite 
unperceived by the lady; but, striving to compensate by 
the intensity of his feelings for the somewhat restricted 
field in which they had to find expression, he madethat 
blue chink which was set apart for us sparkle with all the 
zest of an affability that went far beyond mereplayfulness, 
almost touched the border-line of roguery; he subtilised 
the refinements of good-fellowship into a wink of 
connivance, a hint, a hidden meaning, a secret 
understanding, all the mysteries of complicity, and finally 
elevated his assurances of friendship to the level of 
protestations of affection, even of a declaration of love, 
lighting up for us alone, with a secret and languid flame 
invisible to the chatelaine, an enamoured pupil in a 
countenanceof ice. 

O nly the day before he had asked my parents to send 
me to dine with him on this same Sunday evening. 
"Come, and bear youraged friend company/' hehad said 
to me. "L ikethe nosegay which a traveller sends us from 
someland to which weshall never return, come and let me 
breathefrom the far country of your adolescencethescent 
of thosespring flowersamong which I also used to wander 
many years ago. Come with the primrose, the love-vine, 
the buttercup; come with the stone-crop, whereof are 
posies madę, pledges of love, in the Balzacian flora, come 
with that flower of the Resurrection morning, the Easter 
daisy, come with thesnowballs of the guelder-rosę, which 
begin to perfumethealleys of your great-aunt's garden ere 
thelastsnowsof Lent aremelted from its soil. Come with 
the glorious silken raiment of the lily, apparel fit for 
Solomon, and with the polychrome hues of the pansies, 
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butcome, aboveall, with thespring breeze, still cooled by 
the last frosts of winter, wafting apart, for the two 
butterfliesthat havewaited outsideall morning, theclosed 
portals of thef i rst J erusalem rosę." 

T he question was raised at home whether, all things 
considered, I ought still to be sent to dine with M . 
L egrandin. But my grandmother refused to believethat he 
could havebeen im poi i te. 

“Y ou admit yourself that he appears there at church 
quite simply dressed and all that; he hardly looks like a 
man of fashion." She added that in any event, even if, 
assuming theworst, hehad been intentionally rude, it was 
far better for us to pretend that we had noticed nothing. 
And indeed myfather himself, though moreannoyed than 
any of us by the attitude which L egrandin had adopted, 
may still have held in reserve a finał uncertainty as to its 
true meaning. It was like every attitude or action which 
reveals a man's underlying character; they bear no relation 
to what hehas previously said, and wecannot confirm our 
suspicions by the culprifs own testimony, for he will 
admit nothing; weare reduced to theevidenceof our own 
senses, and we ask ourselves, in the face of this detached 
and incoherent fragment of recollection, whether indeed 
our senses have not been the victims of a hallucination; 
with the result that such attitudes, which are alone of 
importance in indicating character, are the most apt to 
leaveusin perplexity. 

I dined with L egrandin on theterraceof his house, by 
moonlight. "T here is a charming quality, is there not," he 
said to me, "in thissilence; for heartsthat arewounded, as 
minę is, a novelist whom you will read in time to come 
asserts that there is no remedy but silence and shadow. 
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And seeyou this, my boy, therecomes in all our lives a 
time, towards which you still have far to go, when the 
weary eyes can endure but one kind of light, the light 
which a fine evening like this prepares for us in the 
stillroom of darkness, when theearscan listen to no musie 
save what the moonlight breathes through the flute of 
si lence." 

I listened to M. Legrandin's words which always 
seemed to me so pleasing; but I was preoccupied by the 
memory of a lady whom I had seen recently for the first 
time and thinking, now that I knew that L egrandin was on 
friendly terms with several of the local aristocracy, that 
perhaps she also was among his acquaintance, I 
summoned up all my courageand said to him: "T ell me, 
sir, do you by any chance know the lady ... the ladies of 
G uermantes?”—glad, too, in pronouncing this name, to 
secure a sort of power over it, by the mere act of drawing it 
up out of my day-dreams and giving it an objective 
existencein theworld of spoken things. 

But, at the sound of the name G uermantes, I saw in 
the middle of each of our friend's blue eyes a little brown 
nick appear, as though they had been stabbed by some 
invisible pin-point, while the rest of the pupil reacted by 
secreting theazureoverflow. Hisfringed eyelids darkened 
and drooped. H is mouth, set in a bitter grimace, was the 
first to recover, and smiled, while his eyes remained fuli of 
pain, like the eyes of a handsome martyr whose body 
bristles with arrows. 

"No, I don't know them,” he said, but instead of 
vouchsafing so simple a piece of information, so very 
unremarkable a reply, in the natural conversational tonę 
which would have been appropriateto it, heenunciated it 
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with special emphasis on each word, leaning forward, 
nodding his head, with at once the vehemence which a 
man imparts, in order to be believed, to a highly 
improbable statement (as though the fact that he did not 
know the G uermantes could be due only to soime strange 
accidentof fortunę) and thegrandiloquenceof a man who, 
finding himself unableto keep si lence aboutwhat isto him 
a painful situation, choosesto proclaim it openly in order 
to convince his hearers that the confession he is making is 
one that causes him no embarrassment, is in fact easy, 
agreeable, spontaneous, that the situation itself—in this 
case the absence of relations with the G uermantes 
family—might very well have been not forced upon, but 
actually willed by him, might arise from some family 
tradition, some morał principle or mystical vow which 
expressly forbadehisseekingtheir sod ety. 

"No," hewenton, explaining by hiswordsthetonein 
which they were uttered, "no, I don't know them, l've 
never wanted to; l've always madę a point of preserving 
complete independence; at heart, you know, I 'm a bit of a 
J acobin. People are always coming to me about it, telling 
me I 'm mistaken in not going to G uermantes, that I make 
myself seem ill-bred, unciviIised, an old bear. But that's 
not the sort of reputation that can frighten me; it's too 
true! In my heart of hearts I carefor nothing in theworld 
now but a few churches, two or three books and pictures, 
and the light of the moon when the fresh breeze of your 
youth wafts to my nostrils the scent of gardens whose 
flowers my old eyescan no longer distinguish." 

I did not understand very clearly why, in order to 
ref rai n from going to the houses of people whom one did 
not know, it should be necessary to cling to one's 
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independence, or how this could give one the appearance 
of a savage or a bear. But what I did understand was that 
Legrandin was not altogether truthful when he said that 
he cared only for churches, moonlight, and youth; he 
cared also, he cared a very great deal, for peoplewho lived 
in country houses, and in their presence was so overcome 
by fear of incurring their displeasurethat hedared not let 
them see that he numbered among his friends middle- 
class people, the sons of solicitors and stockbrokers, 
preferring, if the truth must come to light, that it should 
doso in hisabsence, alongway away, and "by default." In 
a word, he was a snob. N o doubt hewould never havesaid 
any of this in the poetical languagewhich my family and I 
so much enjoyed. And if I asked him, "Do you know the 
Guermantes family?" Legrandin thetalker would reply, 
"No, I’venever wished to know them." But unfortunately 
the talker was now subordinated to another Legrandin, 
whom he kept carefully hidden in his breast, whom he 
would never consciously exhibit, becausethis other could 
tell compromising stories about our own Legrandin and 
his snobbishness; and this other Legrandin had replied to 
me already in that wounded look, that twisted smile, the 
undue gravity of the tonę of his reply, in the thousand 
arrows by which our own Legrandin had instantaneously 
been stabbed and prostrated like a St Sebastian of 
snobbery: "Oh, how you hurt me! No, I don't know the 
G uermantes family. Do not remind me of the great sorrow 
of my life." And sińce this other, irrepressible, 
blackmailing Legrandin, if he lacked our Legrandin's 
charming vocabulary, showed an infinitely greater 
promptness in expressing himself, by means of what are 
called "reflexes," when Legrandin thetalker attempted to 
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silence him, he had already spoken, and however much 
our friend deplored the bad impression which the 
revelations of his alter ego must havecaused, hecould do 
no morethan endeavourto mitigatethem. 

This is not to say that M . Legrandin was anything 
butsincerewhen heinveighed againstsnobs. H ecould not 
(from his own knowledge, at least) be aware that he 
himself was one, sińce it isonly with thepassionsof others 
that we are ever really familiar, and what we come to 
discover about our own can only be learned from them. 
U pon ourselves they react only indirectly, through our 
imagination, which substitutes for our primary motives 
other, auxiliary motives, less stark and therefore morę 
seemly. Never had Legrandin's snobbishness prompted 
him to make a habit of visiting aduchess as such. Instead, 
it would encourage his imagination to make that duchess 
appear, in hiseyes, endowed with all thegraces. He would 
gain acquaintance with the duchess, assuring himself that 
hewasyieldingto theattractionsof mind and heart which 
the vile race of snobs could never understand. Only his 
fellow-snobs knew that hewas of their number, for, owing 
to their inability to appreciatetheintervening efforts of his 
imagination, they saw in close juxtaposition the social 
activity of L egrandin and its primary cause. 

At home, meanwhile, we no longer had any illusions 
about M. Legrandin, and our relations with him had 
become much morę distant. M amma was greatly 
delighted whenever shecaught him red-handed in the sin 
which henever admitted to, which hecontinued to cali the 
unpardonablesin, snobbery. A sfor my father, hefound it 
difficult to take Legrandin's airs in so light-hearted and 
detached a spirit; and when there was talk, one year, of 
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sending meto spend thesummer holidays at Balbec with 
my grandmother, hesaid: "I simply must tell Legrandin 
that you're going to Balbec, to see whether he'll offer to 
introduceyou to hissister. H eprobably doesrTt remember 
tefling usthatsheIived within amileof theplace." 

M y grandmother, who held that when one went to 
the seaside one ought to be on the beach from morning to 
night sniffing the salt breezes, and that one should not 
know anyone there because visits and excursions are so 
much time filched from the sea air, begged him on no 
account to speak to L egrandin of our plans; for already, in 
her mind's eye, she could see his sister, M me de 
Cambremer, alighting from her carriageatthedoor of our 
hotel just as wewereon the point of going outfishing, and 
obliging us to remain indoors to entertain her. But 
M amma laughed at her fears, thinking to herself that the 
danger was not so threatening, and that L egrandin would 
show no undue anxiety to put us in touch with his sister. 
As it happened, there was no need for any of us to 
introduce the subject of Balbec, for it was Legrandin 
himself who, without the least suspicion that we had ever 
had any intention of visiting those parts, walked into the 
trap uninvited one evening when we met him strolling on 
the banks of the V ivonne. 

“T herearetintsin thecloudsthisevening, violets and 
blues, which arevery beautiful, arethey not, my friend?" 
hesaid to my father, "a blue, especially, morefloral than 
aerial, a cineraria blue, which it is surprising to see in the 
sky. A nd that little pink cloud there, has it not also thetint 
of some flower, a carnation or hydrangea? Nowhere, 
perhaps, except on the shores of the Channel, where 
Normandy merges into Brittany, have I observed such 
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copious examples of that sort of vegetable kingdom of the 
atmosphere. Down there, in that unspoiled country near 
Balbec, there is a charmingly quiet little bay where the 
sunsets of the Auge V al ley, those red-and-gold sunsets 
(which, by the by, I arm very far from despising) seem 
com mon place and insignificant; but in that moist and 
gentleatmospherethesecelestial bouquets, pinkand blue, 
will blossom all at once of an evening, incomparably 
lovely, and often lasting for hours beforethey fade. Others 
shed their flowers at once, and then it is I ovel i er still to see 
the sky strewn with their innumerable petals, sulphur or 
rose-pink. I n that bay, which they cali the Bay of O pal, the 
golden sands appear morę charming still from being 
fastened, like fair Andromeda, to those terrible rocks of 
the surrounding coast, to that funereal shore, famed for 
the number of its wrecks, where every winter many a 
bravevessel falls victim to theperilsof thesea. Balbec! the 
most ancient bonę i n the geological skeleton that underlies 
our soil, the true Ar-mor, the sea, the land's end, the 
accursed region which Anatole France—an enchanter 
whose works our young friend ought to read— has so well 
depicted, beneath itseternal fogs, asthough itwereindeed 
the land of the Cimmerians in the Odyssey. Balbec; yes, 
they are building hotels there now, superimposing them 
upon its ancient and charming soil which they are 
powerless to alter; how delightful it is to be able to make 
excursions into such primitiveand beautiful regionsonly a 
step or two away!" 

“Indeed! And do you know anyone at Balbec?" 
inquired my father. "As it happens, this young man is 
going to spend a couple of months there with his 
grandmother, and my wifetoo, perhaps.” 
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Legrandin, taken unawares by the question at a 
moment when he was looking directly at my father, was 
unable to avert his eyes, and so fastened them with 
steadily increasing intensity—smiling moumfully the 
while—upon the eyes of his questioner, with an air of 
friendliness and frankness and of not being afraid to look 
him in the face, until he seemed to have penetrated my 
father's skuli as if it had become transparent, and to be 
seeing at that moment, far beyond and behind it, a 
brightly coloured cloud which provided him with a mental 
alibi and would enablehim to establish that at the moment 
when hewas asked whether heknew anyoneat Balbec, he 
had been thinking of something else and so had not heard 
the question. As a ruie such tactics make the questioner 
proceed to ask, "W hy, what areyou thinking about?" But 
my father, inquisitive, irritated and cruel, repeated: "H ave 
you friends, then, in the neighbourhood, sińce you know 
Balbecso well?" 

In a finał and desperate effort, Legrandin's smiling 
gazę struggled to the extreme limits of tenderness, 
vagueness, candour and abstraction; but, feeling no doubt 
that there was nothing leftfor it now but to answer, hesaid 
to us: "I have friends wherever there are clusters of trees, 
stricken but not defeated, which havecometogether with 
touching perseverance to offer a common supplication to 
an inclement sky which has no mercy upon them." 

“That is not quite what I meant," interrupted my 
father, asobstinateasthetreesand as mercilessasthesky. 
“I asked you, in case anything should happen to my 
mother-in-law and she wanted to feel that she was not all 
alone there in an out-of-the-way place, whether you knew 
anyonein theneighbourhood." 
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"T hereas elsewhere, I know everyoneand I know no 
one,” replied Legrandin, who did not give in so easily. 
"Theplacesl know well, the people very slightly. Butthe 
places themselves seem like people, rare and wonderful 
people, of a delicate quality easily disillusioned by life. 
Perhaps it is a castle which you encounter upon the cliffs 
edge standing there by the path where it has halted to 
contemplate its sorrows beneath an evening sky, still 
roseate, in which thegolden moon is climbing whilethe 
homeward-bound fishing-boats, cleaving the dappled 
waters, hoist its pennant at their mastheads and carry its 
colours. Or perhaps it is a simple dwelling-house that 
stands alone, plain and shy-looking but fuli of romance, 
hiding from every eye some imperishable secret of 
happiness and disenchantment. That land which knows 
not truth," he continued with M achiavellian subtlety, 
"that land of purefiction makes bad reading for any boy, 
and is certainly not what I should chooseor recommend 
for my young friend here, who is already so much inclined 
to melancholy—for a heart already predisposed to receive 
its i mpressions. CIimates that breathe amorous secrets and 
futile regrets may suit a disillusioned old man like myself, 
but they must always provefatal to a temperament that is 
still unformed. Believe me,” he went on with emphasis, 
"the waters of that bay— morę B reton than N orman— may 
exert a sedative influence, though even that is of 
questionable value, upon a heart which, like minę, is no 
longer intact, a heart for whose wounds there is no longer 
anything to compensate. But at your age, my boy, those 
waters are contra-ind i cated . . . Good night to you, 
neighbours," he added, moving away from us with that 
evasive abruptness to which we were accustomed; and 
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then, turning towards us with a physicianly finger raised 
in warning, he resumed the consultation: "No Balbec 
before fifty!" he called out to us, "and even then it must 
depend on the State of the heart." 

M y father raised the subject again at our subsequent 
meetings, torturing him with questions, but it was labour 
in vain: like that scholarly swindler who devoted to the 
fabrication of forged palimpsests a wealth of skill and 
knowledge and industry the hundredth part of which 
would havesufficed to establish him in a morę lucrative 
but honourable occupation, M. Legrandin, had we 
insisted further, would in the end have constructed a 
wholesystem of landscapeethics and acelestial geography 
of L ower N ormandy sooner than admit to us that his own 
sister was living within a mile or two of Balbec, sooner 
than find himself obliged to offer us a letter of 
introduction, the prospect of which would never have 
inspired him with such terror had he been absolutely 
certain—as from his knowledge of my grandmother's 
character, he really ought to have been—that we would 
never havedreamed of making useof it. 

W e used always to return from our walks in good 
time to pay aunt Leonie a visit before dinner. At the 
beginning of the season, when the days ended early, we 
would still be able to see, as we tumed into the Rue du 
Saint-Esprit, a ref lection of thesetting sun in the Windows 
of thehouseand a band of crimson beyond thetimbers of 
theCalvary, which was mirrored further on in the pond; a 
fiery glow that, accompanied often by a Sharp tang in the 
air, would associate itself in my mind with the glow of the 
fire over which, at that very moment, was roasting the 
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chicken that was to furnish me, in place of the poetic 
pleasure of the walk, with the sensual pleasures of good 
feeding, warmth and rest. But in summer, when wecame 
back to the house, the sun would not have set; and while 
we were upstairs paying our risk to aunt Leonie its rays, 
sinking until they lay along her windowsill, would be 
caught and held by the large inner curtains and the loops 
which tied them back to the wali, and then, split and 
ramified and filtered, encrusting with tiny flakes of gold 
thecitron-wood of thechest of drawers, would illuminate 
the room with a delicate, slanting, woodland glow. But on 
somedays, though very rarely, the chestof drawers would 
long sińce have shed its momentary incrustations, there 
would no longer, as we tumed into the Rue du Saint- 
Esprit, beany reflection from the western sky lighting up 
the window-panes, and the pond beneath the Calvary 
would have lost its fiery glow, sometimes indeed had 
changed already to an opalescent pal lor, while a long 
ribbon of moonlight, gradually broadening and splintered 
by every ripple upon the water's surface, would stretch 
across it from end to end. Then, as we drew near the 
house, we would see a figurę standing upon thedoorstep, 
and M amma would say to me: "Good heavens! There's 
F ranęoise looking out for us; your aunt must be anxious; 
that meanswe'relate.” 

And without wastingtimeby stoppingtotakeoff our 
things we would dash upstairs to my aunt Leonie's room 
to reassureher, to proveto her by our bodily presencethat 
all her gloomy imaginings were false, that nothing had 
happened to us, but that we had gone the "G uermantes 
way," and when onetook that walk, why, my aunt knew 
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well enough that one could never be surę what time one 
would behorme. 

"T here, F ranęoise,” my aunt would say, "didn't I tell 
you that they must have gone the G uermantes way? G ood 
gracious, they must be hungry! And your nice leg of 
mutton will be quite dried up now after all the hours it's 
been waiting. W hat a time to come in! W ell, and so you 
went the G uermantes way?” 

"But, Leonie, I supposed you knew," M amma would 
answer. "I thought F ranęoise had seen us go out by the 
littlegatethrough thekitchen-garden." 

For there were, in the environs of Combray, two 
“ways" which weused totakefor our walks, and they were 
so diametrically opposed that we would actually leavethe 
house by a different door according to the way we had 
chosen: the way towards M eseglise-la-Vineuse, which we 
cal led also “Swann'sway” becauseto get there one had to 
pass along the boundary of M . Swann's estate, and the 
“G uermantes way." Of M eseglise-la-Vineuse, to tell the 
truth, I never knew anything morethan the “way," and 
some strangers who used to comeover on Sundays to take 
the air in Combray, people whom, this time, neither my 
aunt herself nor any of us "knew from Adam," and whom 
wetherefore assumed to be "people who must have come 
over from M eseglise.'' As for G uermantes, I was to know 
it well enough oneday, but that day had still to come; and, 
during the whole of my boyhood, if M eseglise was to me 
something as inaccessible as the horizon, which remained 
hidden from sight, howeverfar one went, by thefoldsofa 
landscape which no longer borę the least resemblance to 
the country round Combray, G uermantes, on the other 
hand, meant no morethan theultimategoal, ideał rather 
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than real, of the "G uermantes way," a sort of abstract 
geographical term like the N orth Pole or the Equator or 
theO rient. And so to “take the G uermantes way" in order 
to get to M eseglise, or vice versa, would have seemed to 
me as nonsensical a proceeding as to tum to the east in 
order to reach the west. Since my father used always to 
speak of the "M eseglise way" as comprising the finest 
view of a plain that he knew anywhere, and of the 
"G uermantes way” as typical of river scenery, I had 
invested each of them, by conceiving them in this way as 
two distinct entities, with that cohesion, that unity which 
belong only to the figments of the mind; the smallest 
detail of either of them seemed to me a precious thing 
exemplifying the special excellence of the whole, while 
besidethem, beforeonehad reached thesacred soil of one 
or the other, the purely materiał paths amid which they 
were set down as the ideał view over a plain and the ideał 
river landscape, were no moreworth thetroubleof looking 
at than, to a keen playgoer and lover of dramatic art, are 
the little streets that run past the walIs of a theatre. But 
above all I set between them, far morę than the mere 
distance in miles that separated one from the other, the 
distancethat there was between the two parts of my brain 
in which I used to think of them, oneof thosedistancesof 
the mind which not only keep things apart, but cut them 
off from one another and put them on different planes. 
And this distinction was rendered still morę absolute 
becausethe habit we had of never going both ways on the 
same day, or in the course of the same walk, but the 
"M eseglise way” one time and the "G uermantes way” 
another, shut them off, so to speak, far apart from one 



190 


SW A N N 'S W A Y 


another and unaware of each other's existence, in the 
airtight compartments of separate afternoons. 

W hen we had decided to go the M eseglise way we 
would start (without undue hastę, and even if thesky were 
clouded over, sińcethewalk was not very long and did not 
take us too far from home), as though we were not going 
anywhere in particular, from thefront-door of my aunt's 
house, which opened on to the Ruedu Saint-Esprit. W e 
would be greeted by the gunsmith, we would drop our 
letters into the box, we would tell Theodore, from 
Franęoise, as we passed that she had run out of oil or 
coffee, and we would leavethetown by theroad which ran 
along thewhitefenceof M . Swann'spark. Beforereaching 
it we would be met on our way by the scent of his lilac- 
trees, comeoutto welcomestrangers. F rom amid thefresh 
littlegreen hearts of their foliagethey raised inquisitively 
over thefenceof the park their plumes of whiteor mauve 
blossom, which glowed, even in the shade, with the 
sunlight in which they had bathed. Some of them, half- 
concealed by the little tiled house known as the A rchers' 
Lodge in which Swann's keeper Iived, overtopped its 
Gothic gable with their pink minaret. The nymphs of 
spring would have seemed coarse and vulgar in 
comparison with theseyoung houris, who retained in this 
French garden the pure and vivid colouring of a Persian 
miniaturę. Despite my desire to throw my arms about 
their pliantformsand todraw down towards methestarry 
locks that crowned their fragrant heads, we would pass 
them by without stopping, for my parents had ceased to 
visitT ansonville sińce Swann's marriage, and, so as not to 
appear to be looking into his park, instead of taking the 
path which skirted his property and then climbed straight 
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up to the open fields, we took another path which led in 
the same direction, but circuitously, and brought us out 
beyond it. 

One day my grandfather said to my father: "Don't 
you remember Swann's telling us yesterday that his wife 
and daughter had gone off to Rheims 6 and that he was 
taking the opportunity of spending a day or two in Paris? 
W e might go along by the park, sińce the ladies are not at 
home; that will make it a little shorter.” 

W e stopped for a moment by the fence, L ilac-time 
was nearly over; some of thetrees still thrust aloft, in tali 
mauvechandeliers, theirdelicatespraysof blossom, but in 
many parts of the foliage which only a week before had 
been drenched in theirfragrantfoam, thereremained only 
a dry, hollow, scentless froth, shrivelled and discoloured. 
M y grandfather pointed out to my father in what respects 
theappearanceof the place was still the same, and how far 
it had altered sińce the walk that hehad taken with old M . 
Swann on the day of his wife's death; and he seized the 
opportunity to tell us once again the story of that walk. 

In front of us a path bordered with nasturtiums 
ascended in the fuli glare of the sun towards the house. 
But to our right the park stretched across level ground. 
Overshadowed by the tali trees which stood close around 
it, an ornamental pond had been dug by Swann's parents; 
but, even in his most artificial creations, naturę is the 


6 The first edition of Du cóte de chez Swann had “pour 
Chartres ” instead of “pour Reims.” Proust moved 
Combray (which as we know was modelled on Illiers, 
near Chartres) to the fighting zonę between Laon and 
Rheims when he decided to incorporate the 1914-1918 
war into his book. 
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materiał upon which man has to work; certain places 
persist in remaining surrounded by the vassals of their 
own especial sovereignty, and will flaunt their 
im memoriał insignia in the middle of a park, just as they 
would havedonefar from any human interference, in a 
solitude which must everywhere return to engulf them, 
springing up out of the necessities of their exposed 
position and superimposed on the work of man's hands. 
And so it wasthat, atthefoot of thepath which led down 
to the artificial lakę, there might be seen, in its two tiers 
woven of forget-me-nots and periwinkle flowers, a 
natural, delicate, blue garland encircling the water's 
luminousand shadowy brow, whiletheiris, flourishing its 
sword-blades in regal profusion, stretched out over 
agrimony and water-growing crowfoot thetattered fleurs- 
de-lis, violet and yellow, of its lacustrinesceptre. 

The absence of Mile Swann, which—sińce it 
preserved me from theterriblerisk of seeing her appearon 
one of the paths, and of being identified and scomed by 
this privileged littlegirl who had Bergottefor afriend and 
used to go with him to visit cathedrais—madę the 
exploration of Tansonville, now for the first time 
permissible, a matter of indifferenceto myself, seemed on 
the contrary to invest the property, in my grandfather's 
and my father's eyes, with an added attraction, a transient 
charm, and (like an entirely cloudless sky when one is 
going mountaineering) to make the day exceptionally 
propitious for a walk round it; I should have liked to see 
their reckoning proved false, to see, by a miracle, M Ile 
Swann appear with her father, so close to us that we 
should not havetimeto avoid her, and should thereforebe 
obliged to make her acguaintance. And so, when I 
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suddenly noticed a straw basket lying forgotten on the 
grass by thesideof afishing linęwhosefloat was bobbing 
in the water, I madę every effort to keep my father and 
grandfather looking in another direction, away from this 
sign that she might, after alI, be in residence. H owever, as 
Swann had told us that it was bad of him to go away just 
then as he had some people staying in the house, the linę 
might equally belong to oneof theseguests. N ot afootstep 
was to be heard on any of the paths. Quartering the 
topmost branches of oneof the tali trees, an invisible bird 
was striving to make the day seem shorter, exploring with 
a long-drawn notę the solitude that pressed it on every 
side, but it received at once so unanimous an answer, so 
powerful a repercussion of silenceand of immobility, that 
onefeltithad arrested forall eternity the moment which it 
had been trying to make pass morę quickly. T hesunlight 
fell so implacably from a motionlesssky that one longed to 
escape its attentions, and even the slumbering water, 
whosereposewasperpetually disturbed by the i nsects that 
swarmed above its surface, dreaming no doubt of some 
imaginary maelstrom, intensified theuneasiness which the 
sight of that floating cork had wrought in me by appearing 
to draw it at fuli speed across the silent reaches of the 
reflected sky; now almost vertical, it seemed on the point 
of plunging down out of sight, and I had begun to wonder 
whether, setting asidethelonging and the terror that I had 
of making her acquaintance, it was not actually my duty to 
wam M Ile Swann that the fish was biting—when I was 
obliged to run after my father and grandfather who were 
calling me, surprised that I had not followed them along 
thelittlepath leading up to theopen fields into which they 
had already turned. I found thewholepath throbbing with 
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thefragranceof hawthorn-blossom. T he hedgeresembled 
a series of chapels, whose walIs were no longer visible 
under the mountains of flowers that were heaped upon 
their altars; while beneath them the sun cast a chequered 
light upon the ground, as though it had just passed 
through a stained-glass window; and their scent swept 
over me, as unctuous, as circumscribed in its rangę, as 
though I had been standing beforetheLady-altar, and the 
flowers, themselves adorned also, held out each its little 
bunch of glittering stamens with an absent-minded air, 
delicate radiating veins in the flamboyant style like those 
which, in thechurch, framed thestairway to the rood-loft 
or the mullionsof the Windows and blossomed out into the 
fleshy whiteness of strawberry-flowers, H ow simple and 
rustic by comparison would seem the dog-roses which in a 
few weeks' time would be climbing the same path in the 
heat of the sun, dressed in the smooth silk of their 
blushing pink bodices that dissolve in thefirst breath of 
wind. 

But it was in vain that I lingered beside the 
hawthorns—breathing in their invisible and unchanging 
odour, trying to fix it in my mind (which did not know 
what to do with it), losing it, recapturing it, absorbing 
myself in the rhythm which disposed the flowers hereand 
there with a youthful light-heartedness and at intervals as 
unexpected as certain intervals in musie—they went on 
offering me the same charm in inexhaustible profusion, 
but without letting me delve any morę deeply, like those 
melodies which one can play a hundred times in 
succession without coming any nearer to their secret. I 
turned away from them for a moment so as to be able to 
return to them afresh. My eyes travelled up the bank 
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which rosę steeply to the fields beyond the hedge, 
alighting on a stray poppy or a few laggard cornflowers 
which decorated theslopehereand thereliketheborder of 
a tapestry whereon may be glimpsed sporadically the 
rustic theme which will emerge triumphant in the panel 
itself; infrequent still, spaced out likethescattered houses 
which herald the approach of a villagę, they betokened to 
me the vast expanse of waving corn beneath the fleecy 
clouds, and thesight of a single poppy hoisting upon its 
slender rigging and holding against the breeze its scarlet 
ensign, over the buoy of rich black earth from which it 
sprang, madę my heart beat like that of a traveller who 
glimpseson somelow-lying ground astranded boat which 
is being caulked and madę sea-worthy, and cries out, 
although hehasnot yet caughtsightof it, "TheSea!" 

And then I returned to the hawthorns, and stood 
before them as one stands before those masterpieces 
which, one imagines, one will be better able to “take in" 
when one has looked away for a moment at something 
else; but in vain did I make a screen with my hands, the 
better to concentrate upon the flowers, the feeling they 
aroused in me remained obscure and vague, struggling 
and failing to free itself, to float across and become one 
with them. T hey themselves offered me no 
enlightenment, and I could not cali upon any other flowers 
to satisfy this mysterious longing. And then, inspiring me 
with that rapture which we feel on seeing a work by our 
favourite painter quite different from those we already 
know, or, better still, when we are shown a painting of 
which we have hitherto seen no morę than a pencilled 
sketch, or when a pieceof musie which we have heard only 
on the piano appearsto us later clothed in all thecoloursof 
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the orchestra, my grandfather calIed me to him, and, 
pointing to the T ansonviIle hedge, said to me: "You're 
fond of hawthorns; just look at this pink one— isn't it 
lovely?" 

And it was indeed a hawthorn, but one whose 
blossom was pink, and lovelier even than the white. It, 
too, wasin holiday attire— foroneof thosedays which are 
the only true holidays, the holy days of religion, because 
they are not assigned by some arbitrary caprice, as secular 
holidays are, to days which are not specially ordained for 
them, which have nothing about them that is essentially 
festal—but it was attired even morę richly than the rest, 
for the flowers which clung to its branches, one above 
another, so thickly as to leave no part of the tree 
undecorated, likethetassels wreathed about thecrook of a 
rococo shepherdess, were every one of them "in colour," 
and consequently of a superior quality, by the aesthetic 
standards of C ombray, if one was to judge by the scalę of 
prices at the “Stores” in the Square, or at Camus's, where 
the most expensive biscuits were those whose sugar was 
pink. For my own part, I set a higher value on cream 
cheesewhen it was pink, when I had been allowed to tinge 
it with crushed strawberries. And these flowers had 
chosen precisely one of those colours of some edible and 
delidous thing, or of some fond embellishment of a 
costumefor a major feast, which, inasmuch as they make 
plain the reason for their superiority, are those whose 
beauty is most evident to theeyesof children, and for that 
reason must always seem morę vivid and morę natural 
than any other tints, even after the child's mind has 
realised that they offer no gratification to the appetite and 
have not been selected by the dressmaker. And indeed I 
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had felt at once, as I had felt with the white blossom, but 
with even greater wonderment, that it was in no artificial 
manner, by no deviceof human fabrication, that the festal 
intention of these flowers was revealed, but that it was 
N ature herself who had spontaneously expressed it, with 
thesimplicity of a woman from a villageshop labouring at 
the decoration of a Street altar for soime procession, by 
overloading the bush with these little rosettes, almost too 
ravishing in colour, this rustic pompadour. H igh up on the 
branches, likeso many of thosetiny rose-trees, their pots 
concealed in jackets of paper lace, whose slender shafts 
rosę in a forest from the altar on major feast-days, a 
thousand buds wereswelling and opening, paler in colour, 
but each disclosing as it burst, as at the bottom of a bowl 
of pink marble, its blood-red stain, and suggesting even 
morę strongly than the fuli-blown flowers the special, 
irresistible quality of the thorn-bush which, wherever it 
budded, wherever it was about to blossom, could do so in 
pinkalone. Embedded inthehedge, but asdifferent from 
it as a young girl in festal attire among a crowd of dowdy 
women in everyday clothes who are staying at home, all 
ready for the "M onth of M ary" of which itseemed already 
to form a part, it glowed there, smiling in its fresh pink 
garments, deliciously demureand Catholic. 

T he hedge afforded a glimpse, inside the park, of an 
alley bordered with jasmine, pansies, and verbenas, 
among which the stocks held open their fresh plump 
purses, of a pink as fragrant and as faded as old Spanish 
leather, while a long green hose, coiling across the gravel, 
sent up from its sprinkler a vertical and prismatic fan of 
multicoloured droplets. Suddenly I stood still, unableto 
move, as happens when we are faced with a vision that 
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appeals not to our eyes only but requires a deeper kind of 
perception and takes possession of thewholeof our being. 
A little girl with fair, reddish hair, who appeared to be 
returning from a walk, and held a spade in her hand, was 
looking at us, raising towards us a face powdered with 
pinkish freckles. H er black eyes gleamed, and sińce I did 
not at that time know, and indeed have never sińce 
leamed, how to reducea strong impression to its objective 
elements, sińce I had not, as they say, enough "power of 
observation" to isolatethenotion of their colour, for a long 
time afterwards, whenever I thought of her, the mermory 
of those bright eyes would at once present itself to me as a 
vivid azure, sińce her complexion was fair; so much so 
that, perhaps if her eyes had not been quite so black— 
which was what struck one most forcibly on first seeing 
her—I should not have been, as I was, so especially 
enamoured of their imagined blue. 

I gazed at her, at first with that gazę which is not 
merely themessenger of the eyes, but at whosewindow all 
thesenses assembleand lean out, petrified and anxious, a 
gazeeagerto reach, touch, capture, bear off in triumph the 
body at which it isaimed, and thesoul with the body; then 
(so frightened was I lest at any moment my grandfather 
and my father, catching sight of the girl, might tear me 
away from her by telling me to run on in front of them) 
with another, an unconsciously imploring look, whose 
object was to force her to pay attention to me, to see, to 
know me. Shecast aglanceforwardsand sideways, so as to 
takestock of my grandfather and my father, and doubtless 
the impression sheformed was that we were all ridiculous 
people, for she turned away with an indifferent and 
disdainful air, and stood sideways so as to spare her face 
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the indignity of remaining within their field of vision; and 
while they, continuing to walk on without noticing her, 
overtook and passed me, she went on staring out of the 
corner of her eye in my direction, without any particular 
expression, without appearing to see me, but with a fixity 
and a half-hidden smilewhich I could only interpret, from 
the notions I had been vouchsafed of good breeding, as a 
markof infinitecontempt; and her hand, atthesametime, 
sketched in theairan indelicategesture, for which, when it 
was addressed in public to a person whom one did not 
know, the little dictionary of manners which I carried in 
my mind supplied only onemeaning, namely, adeliberate 
insult. 

"Gilberte, come along; what are you doing?" called 
out in a piercing toneof authority a lady in whitewhom I 
had not seen until that moment, while, a little way beyond 
her, a gentleman in asuitof linen "ducks," whom I did not 
know either, stared at me with eyes which seemed to be 
starting from his head. The little girl's smile abruptly 
faded, and, seizing her spade, she madę off without 
turning to look again in my di rection, with an air of 
docility, inscrutableand sly. 

T hus was wafted to my ears the name of G ilberte, 
bestowed on me like a talisman which might, perhaps, 
enablemesomeday to rediscover the girl that its syllables 
had just endowed with an identity, whereas the moment 
beforeshehad been merely an uncertain image. So itcame 
to me, uttered across the heads of thestocks andjasmines, 
pungent and cool as the drops which fell from the green 
watering-pipe; impregnating and irradiating the zonę of 
pure air through which it had passed—and which it set 
apart and isolated—with the mystery of the life of her 
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whom its syllables designated to the happy beings who 
lived and walked and travelled in her company; unfolding 
beneath thearch of thepink hawthorn, attheheightof my 
shoulder, the quintessence of their familiarity—so 
exquisitely painful to myself—with her and with the 
unknown world of her existence into which I should never 
penetrate. 

For a moment (as we moved away and my 
grandfather murmured: "Poor Swann, what a lifethey are 
leading him—sending him away so that she can be alone 
with herCharlus—foritwashe, I recognised himatonce! 
And thechild, too; at her age, to bemixed up in all that!”) 
the impression left on me by the despotic tonę in which 
G ilberte's mother had spoken to her without her 
answering back, by exhibiting her to me as being obliged 
to obey someone else, as not being superior to the whole 
world, calmed my anguish somewhat, revived some hope 
in me, and cooled the ardour of my love. But very soon 
that love surged up again in me like a reaction by which 
my humiliated heart sought to riseto G ilberte's level or to 
bring her down to its own. I loved her; I was sorry not to 
havehad thetimeand theinspiration to insult her, to hurt 
her, to force her to keep some memory of me. I thought 
her so beautiful that I should have liked to be able to 
retrace my steps so as to shake my fist at her and shout," I 
think you're hideous, grotesque; how I loatheyou!” But I 
walked away, carrying with me, then and for ever 
afterwards, as the first iIIustration of a type of happiness 
rendered inaccessibleto a little boy of my kind by certain 
laws of naturę which it was impossible to transgress, the 
pictureof a littlegirl with reddish hair and afreckled skin, 
who held a spade in her hand and smiled as she directed 
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towards me a long, sly, expressionless stare. And already 
the charm with which her name, like a whiff of incense, 
had imbued that archway in the pink hawthorn through 
which she and I had together heard its sound, was 
beginning to impregnate, to overlay, to perfume 
everything with which it had any association: her 
grandparents, whom my own had had the unutterable 
good fortunę to know, the sublime profession of 
stockbroker, the melancholy neighbourhood of the 
Champs-Elysees, whereshelived in Paris. 

"Leonie,” said my grandfather on our return, "I wish 
we had had you with us this afternoon. Y ou would never 
have known T ansonville. If I had dared, I would havecut 
you a branch of that pink hawthorn you used to like so 
much." And so my grandfather told my aunt about our 
walk, either to divert her, or because he had not yet given 
up hopeof persuading her to risefrom her bed and to go 
out of doors. Forin earlierdaysshehad been very fond of 
T ansonville, and moreover Swann's visits had been the 
last that she had continued to receive, at a time when she 
had already closed her doors to all the world. A nd just as, 
when he now called to inquire after her (she was the only 
person in our household whom hestill asked to see), she 
would send down to say that she was tired at the moment 
and resting, but that she would be happy to see him 
anothertime, so, this evening, she said to my grandfather, 
“Y es, some day when the weather is fine I shall go for a 
driveasfar asthegateof the park." And in sayingthisshe 
was quite sincere. She would have liked to see Swann and 
T ansonville again; but the mere wish to do so sufficed for 
all that remained of her strength, which its fulfilment 
would have morę than exhausted. Sometimes a spell of 
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fine weather madę her a little morę energetic, and she 
would get up and dress; but before she had reached the 
outer room she would betired again, and would insiston 
returning to her bed. The process which had begun in 
her—and in her a littleearlier only than itmustcometo all 
of us—wasthegreat renunciation of old ageas it prepared 
for death, wraps itself up in its chrysalis, which may be 
observed at theend of Iives that are at all prolonged, even 
in old lovers who have lived for one mother, in old friends 
bound by theclosesttiesof mutual sympathy, who, aftera 
certain year, cease to make the necessary journey or even 
to cross the Street to see one another, cease to correspond, 
and know that they will communicate no morę in this 
world. M y aunt must have been perfectly well awarethat 
she would never see Swann again, that she would never 
leave the house again, but this ultimate reclusion seemed 
to be madę bearableto her by the very factor which, to our 
minds, ought to have madę it morę painful; namely, that 
this reclusion was forced upon her by the gradual 
diminution in herstrength which she was ableto measure 
daily and which, by making every action, every movement 
exhausting if not actually painful, gave to inaction, 
isolation and silencethe blessed and restoring charm of 
repose. 

M y aunt did not go to see the pink hawthorn in the 
hedge, but at all hours of the day I would ask the rest of 
my family whether she was not going to do so, whether 
she used not, at one time, to go often to T ansonville, 
trying to make them speak of M Ile Swann's parents and 
grandparents, who appeared to me to be as great and 
glorious as gods. T he name Swann had for me become 
almost mythological, and when I talked with my family I 
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would grow sick with longing to hearthem utter it; I dared 
not pronounce it myself, but I would draw them into the 
discussion of matters which led naturally to G ilberte and 
her family, in which she was involved, in speaking of 
which I would feel myself not too remotely exiled from 
her; and I would suddenlyforcemyfather(by pretending, 
for instance, to believethat my grandfather'sappointment 
had been in our family before his day, or that the hedge 
with thepink hawthorn which my aunt Leonie wished to 
visit was on common land) to correct my assertions, to say, 
asthough in opposition to me and of hisown accord: "No, 
no, that appointment belonged to Swann's father, that 
hedge is part of 5wann's park." And then I would be 
obliged to catch my breath, so suffocating was the 
pressure, upon that part of me where it was for ever 
inscribed, of that name which, at the moment when I 
heard it, seemed to mefuller, morę portentous than any 
other, because it was heavy with the weight of all the 
occasionson which I had secretly uttered it in my mind. It 
caused me a pleasure which I was ashamed to have dared 
to demand from my parents, for so great was this pleasure 
that to have procured it for me must have caused them a 
good deal of effort, and with no recompense, sińce it was 
no pleasure for them. And so I would tum the 
conversation, out of tact, and out of scrupletoo. All the 
singular seductions with which I had invested the name 
Swann came back to me as soon as they uttered it. And 
then it seemed to mesuddenly that my parents could not 
fail to experience the same emotions, that they must find 
themselves sharing my point of view, that they perceived 
in their tum, that they condoned, that they even embraced 
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my visionary longings, and I was as wretched as though I 
had ravished and corrupted theinnocenceof their hearts. 

T hat year my family fixed the day of our return to 
Paris rather earlier than usual. On the morning of our 
departurel had had my hair curled, to beready to face the 
photographer, had had a new hat carefully set upon my 
head, and had been buttoned into a velvet jacket; a little 
later my mother, after searching everywherefor me, found 
me standing in tears on the steep little path near 
T ansonviIle, bidding farewell to my hawthorns, clasping 
their sharp branches in my arms and, like a princess in a 
tragedy oppressed by the weight of these vain ornaments, 
with no gratitudetowardstheimportunatehand which, in 
curling all those ringlets, had been at pains to arrange my 
hair upon my forehead, 7 trampling underfoot the curl- 
papers which I had tom from my head, and my new hat 
with them. M y mother was not at all moved by my tears, 
but she could not suppress a ery at the sight of my 
battered headgear and my ruined jacket. I did not, 
however, hear her. "Oh, my poor little hawthorns," I was 
assuring them through my sobs, "it isn't you who want to 
make me unhappy, to force me to leave you. Y ou, you've 
never done me any harm. So I shall always love you." 
And, drying my eyes, I promised them that, when I grew 
up, I would never copy thefoolish exampleof other men, 
but that even in Paris, on fine spring days, instead of 


7 Indirect ąuotation from Racine’s Phedre, Act I, Scene 
3 : 

Que ces uains ornements, que ces voiles mepesent! 
Quelle importune main enformant tous ces noeuds 
Apris soin sur mon front d’assembler mes cheveux? 
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paying calIs and listening to silly talk, I would set off for 
thecountry to seethefirst hawthorn-trees in bloom. 

Once in the fields, we never left them again during 
the rest of our M eseglise walk. They were perpetually 
traversed, asthough by an invisiblewanderer, by thewind 
which was to me the tutelary genius of Combray. Every 
year, on theday of our arrival, in order to feel that I really 
was at Combray, I would climb the hill to greet it as it 
sweptthrough thefurrowsand swept mealong in itswake. 
O ne always had the wind for companion when one went 
the M eseglise way, on that gently undulating plain where 
for mile after mile it met no rising ground. I knew that 
M Ile Swann used often to go and spend a few days at 
L aon; for all that it was many milesaway, the di stance was 
counterbalanced by the absence of any intervening 
obstacle, and when, on hot afternoons, I saw a breath of 
wind emergefrom thefurthest horizon, bowing the heads 
of the corn in distant fields, pouring like a flood over all 
that vast expanse, and finally come to rest, warm and 
rustling, among the clover and sainfoin at my feet, that 
plain which was common to us both seemed then to draw 
us together, to unitę us; I would imagine that the same 
breath of wind had passed close to her, that it was some 
message from her that it was whispering to me, without 
my being ableto understand it, and I would kiss it as it 
passed. On my left was a villagę called Champieu 
[Campus Pagani, according to theCure). On my right I 
could see across the cornfields the two chiselled rustic 
spires of Saint-Andre-des-Champs, themselves as 
tapering, scaly, chequered, honeycombed, yellowing and 
friable as two ears of wheat. 
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At regular intervals, amid the inimitable 
ornamentation of their leaves, which can be mistaken for 
those of no other fruit-tree, the apple-trees opened their 
broad petals of whitesatin, ordangled theshy bunchesof 
their blushing buds. It was on the M eseglise way that I 
first noticed the circular shadow which apple-trees cast 
upon thesunlit ground, and also those impalpablethreads 
of golden silk which the setting sun weaves slantingly 
downwardsfrom beneath their leaves, and which I used to 
see my father slash through with his stick without ever 
makingthem deviate. 

Sometimes in the afternoon sky the moon would 
creep up, white as a cloud, furtive, lustreless, suggesting 
an actress who does not have to come on for a while, and 
watches the rest of the company for a moment from the 
auditorium in her ordinary clothes, keeping in the 
background, not wishing to attract attention to herself. I 
enjoyed finding its image reproduced in books and 
paintings, though these works of art were very different— 
at least in my earlier years, before Bloch had attuned my 
eyes and mind to morę subtle harmonies—from those in 
which the moon would seem fair to metoday, but in which 
I should not have recognised it then. It might, for 
instance, be some novel by Saintine, some landscape by 
Gleyre, in which it is silhouetted against the sky in the 
form of a silver sickle, one of those works as naVvely 
unformed as were my own impressions, and which it 
enraged my grandmother's sisters to see me admire. T hey 
held that one ought to set before children, and that 
children showed their own innate good taste in admiring, 
only such books and pictures as they would continue to 
admirewhen their minds weredeveloped and maturę. No 
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doubt they regarded aesthetic merits as materiał objects 
which an unclouded vision could not fail to discern, 
without one's needing to nurture equivalents of them and 
letthem slowly ripen in one'sown heart. 

It was along the M eseglise way, at M ontjouvain, a 
house bui It on the edge of a large pond against the side of a 
steep, bushy hill, that M . VinteuiI lived. And so weused 
often to meet hisdaughter driving herdogcartatfull speed 
along the road. After a certain year we never saw her 
alone, but always accompanied by a friend, a girl older 
than herself with a bad reputation in the neighbourhood, 
who one day installed herself permanently at 
Montjouvain. Peoplesaid: "That poor M . VinteuiI must 
be blinded by fatherly love not to see what everyone is 
talking about—a man who is shocked by the slightest 
loose word letting his daughter bring a woman likethat to 
live under his roof! H e says that she is a most superior 
woman, with a heart of gold, and that she would have 
shown extraordinary musical talent if she had only been 
trained. H e may be surę it isn't musie that she's teaching 
his daughter." But M . V i nteui I assured them that it was, 
and indeed it is remarkablehow peopleneverfail to arouse 
admiration for their morał qualities in the relatives of 
thosewith whom they arehaving carnal relations. Physical 
passion, so unjustly decried, compels its victims to display 
every vestige that is in them of kindness and self- 
abnegation, to such an extent that they shine resplendent 
in the eyes of their immediate entourage. Dr Percepied, 
whose hearty voice and bushy eyebrows enabled him to 
play to his heart's content the role of mischief-maker 
which his looks belied, without in the least degree 
compromising his unassailabie and guite unmerited 
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reputation of being a kind-hearted old curmudgeon, could 
maketheCureand everyoneelselaugh until they cried by 
saying in a gruff voice: "W hat d'ye say to this, now? It 
seemsthatsheplays musie with herfriend, M IleV inteuiI. 
That surprises you, does it? I'm not so surę. It was Papa 
VinteuiI who told me all about it yesterday. After all, she 
has every right to befond of musie, that girl. I 'm not one 
to thwart the artistic vocation of a child; nor VinteuiI 
either, it seems. And then he plays musie too, with his 
daughter's friend. W hy, good lord, it must be a regular 
musical box, that house! W hat are you laughing at? T hey 
play too much musie, those people, in my opinion. I met 
Papa Vinteuil theother day, by thecemetery. Itwas all he 
could do to keep on hisfeet." 

Anyonewho, like ourselves, had seen M . V inteuiI at 
that time, avoiding people whom he knew, turning away 
as soon as he caught sight of them, growing old within a 
few months, brooding over his sorrows, becoming 
incapableof any effort not directly aimed at promoting his 
daughter's happiness, spending whole days beside his 
wife'sgrave, could hardly havefailed to realisethat hewas 
dying of a broken heart, could hardly havesupposed that 
he was unaware of the rumours which were going about. 
H e knew, perhaps he even believed, what his neighbours 
were saying. T here is probably no one, however rigid his 
virtue, who is not liableto find himself, by thecomplexity 
of circumstances, living at close quarters with the very 
vice which he himself has been most outspoken in 
condemning—without altogether recognising it beneath 
the disguise of ambiguous behaviour which it assumes in 
his presence: the strange remarks, the unaccountable 
attitude, oneevening, of a person whom hehas athousand 
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reasons for loving. But for a man of M . VinteuiTs 
sensibility it must have been far morę painful than for a 
hardened man of theworld to haveto resign himself to one 
of those situations which are wrongly supposed to be the 
monopoly of Bohemian circles; for they occur whenever a 
vice which Naturę herself has planted in the soul of a 
child—perhapsby no morę than blendi ng the virtues of its 
father and mother, as she might blend the colour of its 
eyes— needs to ensure for itself the room and the security 
necessary for its development. A nd yet however much M . 
VinteuiI may have known of his daughter's conduct it did 
not fol Iow that his adoration of her grew any less. The 
facts of life do not penetrate to the sphere in which our 
beliefs are cherished; they did not engender those beliefs, 
and they arepowerlessto destroy them; they can inflict on 
them continual blows of contradiction and disproof 
without weakening them; and an avalanche of miseries 
and maladiessucceeding oneanother without interruption 
in thebosom of afamily will not makeit losefaith in either 
the clemency of its God or the capacity of its physician. 
But when M . V i nteuiI thoughtof hisdaughter and himself 
from the point of view of society, from the point of view of 
their reputation, when he attempted to place himself by 
her side in the rank which they occupied in the generał 
estimation of their neighbours, then he was bound to give 
judgment, to utter his own and her social condemnation in 
precisely the same terms as the most hostile inhabitant of 
Combray; hesaw himself and his daughter in the lowest 
depths, and his manners had of late been tinged with that 
humility, that respect for persons who ranked above him 
and to whom he now looked up (however far beneath him 
they might hitherto have been), that tendency to search for 
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some means of rising again to their level, which is an 
almost mechanical resultof any human downfall. 

O neday, when wewerewalking with Swann in oneof 
the streets of Combray, M. Vinteuil, turning out of 
another Street, found himself so suddenly face to face with 
us all that he had no timeto escape; and Swann, with that 
condescending charity of a man of the world who, amid 
the dissolution of all his own morał prejudices, finds in 
another's shame merely a reason for treating him with a 
benevolence the expression of which serves to gratify all 
the morę the self-esteem of the bestower because he feels 
that it is all the morę precious to the recipient, conversed 
at great length with M . Vinteuil, with whom for a long 
time he had been barely on speaking terms, and invited 
him, before leaving us, to send his daughter over oneday 
to play at Tansonville. It was an invitation which, two 
yearsearlier, would haveincensed M . Vinteuil, but which 
now filled him with so much gratitudethat hefelt obliged 
to ref rai n from the indiscretion of accepting. Swann's 
friendly regard for his daughter seemed to him to be in 
itself so honourable, so precious a support that he felt it 
would perhaps be advisable not to make use of it, so as to 
havethewholly Platonicsatisfaction of preserving it. 

"W hat a charming man!” he said to us, after Swann 
had gone, with thesameenthusiasm and veneration which 
make clever and pretty women of the middle classes fali 
victims to the charms of a duchess, however ugly and 
stupid. "W hat a charming man! W hat a pity that he 
should havemadesuch adeplorablemarriage!" 

And then, so strong an element of hypocrisy is there 
in even the most sincerepeople, who lay asidetheopinion 
they actually hołd of a person whilethey aretalking to him 
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and express it as soon as he is no longer there, my family 
joined with M . VinteuiI in deploring Swann's marriage, 
invoking principles and conventions which (for the very 
reason thatthey wereinvoking them in common with him, 
as though they were all decent people of the same sort) 
they appeared to suggest were in no way infringed at 
M ontjouvain. M . VinteuiI did not send his daughter to 
visit Swann, an omission which Swann was the first to 
regret. For whenever he met M. VinteuiI, he would 
remember afterwards that he had been meaning for a long 
time to ask him about someone of the same name, a 
relation of his, Swann supposed. And on this occasion he 
had madę up his mind not to forget what he had to say to 
him when M . V i nteui I should appear with his daughter at 
T ansonville. 

Since the M eseglise way was the shorter of the two 
that weused to takeon our walks round Combray, and for 
that reason was reserved for days of uncertain weather, it 
followed that theclimateof M eseglise was somewhat wet, 
and we would never lose sight of the fringe of 
Roussainville wood beneath whosedensethatch of leaves 
wecould takeshelter. 

Often thesun would disappear behind acloud, which 
impinged on its roundness and whose edge it gilded in 
return. T he brightness though not the luminosity would 
beexpunged from a landscapein which all lifeappeared to 
be suspended, while the little villagę of Roussainville 
carved its white gables in relief upon the sky with an 
overpowering precision and finish. A gust of wind put up 
a solitary crow, which flapped away and settled in the 
distance, while against a greying sky the woods on the 
horizon assumed a deeper toneof blue, as though painted 
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in one of those monochromes that still decorate the 
overmantelsof old houses. 

But on other days the rain with which the barometer 
in theoptician's window had threatened uswould begin to 
fali. Its drops, like migrating birds which fly off in a body 
at a given moment, would come down out of the sky in 
serried ranks—never drifting apart, never wandering off 
on their own during their rapid course, but each one 
keeping its place and drawing its successor in its wake, so 
that the sky was moredarkened than during theswallows' 
exodus. W ewould takerefugeamongthetrees. And when 
it seemed that their flight was accomplished, a few last 
drops, feebler and slower than the rest, would still come 
down. But we would emerge from our shelter, for 
raindrops revel amidst foliage, and even when it was 
almost dry again underfoot, many a stray drop, lingering 
in the hollow of a leaf, would run down and hang 
glistening from the point of it until suddenly they splashed 
on to our upturned facesfrom thetop of thebranch. 

Often, too, we would hurry to take shelter, huddled 
together cheek byjowl with itsstony saints and patriarchs, 
under the porch of Saint-Andre-des-Champs. How 
French that church was! Over its door the saints, the 
chevalier kings with lilies in their hands, the wedding 
scenes and funerals were carved as they might have been 
in the mind of Franęoise. T he sculptor had also recorded 
certain anecdotes of Aristotle and Virgil, precisely as 
Franęoise in her kitchen was wont to hołd forth about St 
Louis as though she herself had known him, generałly in 
order to depreciate, by contrast with him, my 
grandparents whom sheconsidered less "righteous." One 
could seethat the notions which the mediaeval artist and 
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themediaeval peasant (who had survived to cook for us in 
the nineteenth century) had of classical and of early 
Christian history, notions whose inaccuracy was atoned 
for by their honest simplicity, were derived not from 
books, but from a tradition at once ancient and direct, 
unbroken, orał, distorted, unrecognisable, and alive. 
Another Combray personality whom I could discern also, 
potential and presaged, in theG othic sculptures of Saint- 
Andre-des-Champs was young T heodore, theassistant in 
Camus'sshop. And, indeed, Franęoiseherself wasso well 
aware that she had in him a countryman and 
contemporary that when my aunt wastoo ill for Franęoise 
to beable, unaided, to lift her in her bed or to carry her to 
her chair, rather than let the kitchen-maid come upstairs 
and, perhaps, get into my aunt's good books, shewould 
send for T heodore. A nd this lad, who was rightly regarded 
as a scapegrace, wasso abounding in that spirit which had 
served to decoratethe porch of Saint-Andre-des-Champs, 
and particularly in the feelings of respect due, in 
Franęoise's eyes, to all "poor invalids," and above all to 
her own "poor mistress," that when he bent down to raise 
my aunt's head from her pillow, he wore the same nai've 
and zealous mień as the little angels in the basreliefs who 
throng, with tapers in their hands, about the swooning 
V irgin, asthough thosecarved stonefaces, naked and grey 
astrees in winter, were, likethem, asleep only, storing up 
lifeand waiting toflower again in countless plebeian faces, 
reverentand cunning asthefaceof T heodore, and glowing 
with theruddy brillianceof ripeapples. 

There, too, not affixed to the stone like the little 
angels, butdetached from the porch, of morę than human 
stature, erect upon her pedestal as upon a footstool that 
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had been placed there to save her feet from contact with 
thewet ground, stood asaint with thefulI cheeks, thefirm 
breasts swelling out her draperies like clusters of ripe 
grapes inside a sack, the narrow forehead, short and 
impudent nose, deep-set eyes, and hardy, stolid, fearless 
demeanour of the country-women of those parts. This 
similarity, which imparted to the statuę a kindlinessthat I 
had not looked to find in it, was corroborated often by the 
arrival of somegirl from thefields, corrie, like ourselves, 
for shelter beneath the porch, whose presencethere—like 
the leaves of a climbing plant that have grown up beside 
some sculpted foliage— seemed deliberately intended to 
enableus, byconfrontingitwith itstypein naturę, to form 
a critical estimate of the truth of the work of art. Before 
our eyes, in thedistance, a promised or an accursed land, 
Roussainville, within whose walIs I had never penetrated, 
Roussainville was now, when the rain had ceased for us, 
still being chastised like a village in the O Id T estament by 
all the slings and arrows of the storm, which beat down 
obiiquely upon thedwellings of its inhabitants, or elsehad 
already received theforgivenessof the A Imighty, who had 
restored to it the light of his sun, which fell upon it in 
frayed, golden shafts, unequal in length like the rays of a 
monstrance. 

Sometimes, when theweather had completely broken, 
we were obliged to go home and to remain shut up 
indoors. Here and there in the distance, in a landscape 
which in the failing light and saturated atmosphere 
resembled aseascaperather, afewsolitary houses clinging 
to the lower slopes of a hill plunged in watery darkness 
shoneout like littleboats which havefolded their sails and 
ride at anchor all night upon the sea. But what mattered 
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rain or storm? In sum mer, bad weather is no morethan a 
passing fit of superficial ill-temper on the part of the 
permanent, underlying fine weather which, in sharp 
contrast to the fluid and unstable fine weather of winter, 
having firmly established itself in the soil where it has 
materialised in dense masses of foliage on which the rain 
may drip without weakening theenduranceof theirdeep- 
seated happiness, has hoisted for theentireseason, in the 
very streetsof the vil lagę, on the wali sof its houses and its 
gardens, its silken banners, violet and white. Sitting in the 
little parlour, where I would pass the time until din- ner 
with a book, I could hear the water dripping from our 
chestnut-trees, but I knew that theshower would merely 
burnish their leaves, and that they promised to remain 
there, likepledgesof summer, all through therainy night, 
ensuring the continuanceof the fine weather; I knew that 
however much it rained, tomorrow, over the whitefenceof 
T ansonville, the little heart-shaped leaves would ripple, as 
numerous as ever; and it was without the least distress that 
I watched the poplar in the Ruedes Perchamps praying 
for mercy, bowing in desperation before the storm; 
without the least distress that I heard, at the bottom of the 
garden, the last peals of thunder growling among the 
lilacs. 

If the weather was bad all morning, my parents would 
abandon the idea of a walk, and I would remain at home. 
But, later on, I formed the habit of going out by myself on 
such days, and walking towards M eseglise-la-Vineuse, 
during that autumn when we had to cometo Combray to 
settle my aunt Leonie's estate; for she had died at last, 
vindicating at one and the same time those who had 
insisted that herdebilitating regimen would ultimately kill 
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her and those who had always maintained that she 
suffered from a disease that was not imaginary but 
organie, by the visible proof of which the sceptics would 
be obliged to own themselves convinced, once she had 
succumbed to it; causing by her death no great grief save 
to one person alone, but to that one a grief that was savage 
in its violence. D uring the long fortnight of my aunt's last 
illness Franęoise never left her for an instant, never 
undressed, allowed no oneelseto do anything for her, and 
did not leave her body until it was actually in its grave. 
T hen at last weunderstood that thesort of terror in which 
Franęoise had Iived of my aunt's harsh words, her 
suspicions and her anger, had developed in her a feeling 
which we had mistaken for hatred and which was really 
veneration and love. FI er true mistress, whose decisions 
had been impossibleto foresee, whose ruses had been so 
difficultto foil, of whosegood naturę it had been soeasy to 
take advantage, her sovereign, her mysterious and 
omnipotent monarch was no morę. Compared with such a 
mistress we wereof very littleaccount. Thetimehad long 
passed sińce, on first coming to spend our holidays at 
Combray, we had enjoyed as much prestigeas my aunt in 
Franęoise'seyes. 

T hat autumn my parents, so preoccupied with all the 
legał formalities, the discussions with solicitors and 
tenants, that they had little time to make excursions, for 
which in any casethe weather was unpropitious, began to 
letmegofor walkswithoutthem alongtheM esegliseway, 
wrapped up in a hugeplaid which protected me from the 
rain, and which I wasali the morę ready to throw over my 
shoulders because 1 felt that its tartan stripes scandalised 
Franęoise, whom it was impossible to convince that the 
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colour of one's clothes had nothing whatever to do with 
one's mourning for thedead, and to whom the grief which 
we had shown on my aunt's death was wholly inadequate, 
sińce we had not entertained the neighbours to a great 
funeral banquet, and did not adopt aspecial tonewhen we 
spoke of her, while I at times might be heard humming a 
tune. I am surę that in a book—and to that extent my 
feelings were akin to those of Franęoise—such a 
conception of mourning, in the manner of the Chanson de 
Roland and of the porch of Saint-Andre-des-Champs, 
would have seemed most attractive. But the moment 
Franęoise herself was near me, some demon would urge 
meto try to make her angry, and I would avail myself of 
theslightest pretext to say to her that I regretted my aunt's 
death becauseshe had been a good woman in spite of her 
absurdities, but not in the least because she was my aunt; 
that she might have been my aunt and yet have seemed to 
me so odious that her death would not have caused me a 
momenfs sorrow—statements which, in a book, would 
havestruck measinept. 

And if Franęoise then, inspired like a poet with a 
flood of confused reflections upon bereavement, grief and 
family memories, pleaded her inability to rebut my 
theories, saying: "I don't know how to espress myself," I 
would gloatover her admission with an ironical and brutal 
common sense worthy of Dr Percepied; and if she went 
on: "Ali the same she was kith and kindle; there's always 
the respect dueto kindle,” I would shrug my shoulders 
and say to myself: "lt's really very good of meto discuss 
the matter with an illiterate old woman who makes such 
howlers,” adopting, to deliverjudgmenton Franęoise, the 
mean and narrow outlook of the pedant, whom those who 
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are most contemptuous of him in the impartiality of their 
own minds are only too prone to emulate when they are 
obliged to play a part upon thevulgar stageof life. 

M y walks, that autumn, were all the morę delightful 
because I used to take them after long hours spent over a 
book. W hen I wastired of reading, after a whole morning 
in thehouse, I would throw my plaid across my shoulders 
and set out; my body, which in a long spell of enforced 
immobility had stored up an accumulation of vital energy, 
now felt the need, like a spinning-top wound up and let 
go, to expend it in every direction. The walIs of houses, 
the T ansonville hedge, the trees of Roussainville wood, 
the bushes adjoining Montjouvain, all must bear the 
blows of my walking-stick or umbrella, must hear my 
shoutsof happiness, thesebeing no morethan expressions 
of the confused ideas which exhilarated me, and which 
had not achieved the repose of enlightenment, preferring 
the pleasures of a lazy drift towards an immediate outlet 
rather than submit to a slow and difficult course of 
elucidation. Thus it is that most of our attempts to 
translateour innermostfeelingsdo no morethan relieveus 
of them by drawing them out in a blurred form which does 
not help us to identify them. W hen I try to reckon up all 
that I owetotheM esegliseway, all thehumblediscoveries 
of which it was either the fortuitous setting or the direct 
inspiration and cause, I am reminded that it was in that 
same autumn, on one of those walks, near the bushy slope 
which overlooks M ontjouvain, that I was struck for the 
first time by this discordance between our impressions 
and their habitual expression. After an hour of rain and 
wind, against which I had struggled cheerfully, as I came 
to the edge of the M ontjouvain pond, beside a little hut 
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with a tiled roof in which M . Vinteuil's gardener kept his 
tools, the sun had just reappeared, and its golden rays, 
washed clean by theshower, glittered anew in thesky, on 
thetrees, on the wali of the hut and thestill wettilesof the 
roof, on the ridge of which a hen was strutting. T he wind 
tugged at the wild grass growing from cracks in the wali 
and at the hen's downy feathers, which floated out 
horizontally to their fuli extent with the unresisting 
submissiveness of light and lifeless things. T he tiled roof 
cast upon the pond, translucent again in the sunlight, a 
dappled pink reflection which I had never observed 
before. And, seeing upon thewater, and on thesurfaceof 
the wali, a pallid smile responding to the smiling sky, I 
cried aloud in my enthusiasm, brandishing my furled 
umbrella: "Gosh, gosh, gosh, gosh!" But at the same time 
I felt that I was in duty bound not to content myself with 
these unilluminating words, but to endeavour to see morę 
clearly into thesources of my rapture. 

A nd it was at that moment, too—thanks to a peasant 
who went past, apparently in a bad enough humour 
already, but moreso when henearly got a pokein the face 
from my umbrella, and who replied somewhat coolly to 
my “Fine day, what! Good to be out walking!”—that I 
learned that identical emotions do not spring up 
simultaneously in theheartsof all men in accordance with 
a pre-established order. L ater on, whenever a long spell of 
reading had put mein a mood for conversation, thefriend 
to whom I was longing to talk would at that very moment 
have finished indulging himself in the delights of 
conversation, and wanted to be left to read undisturbed. 
And if I had just been thinking of my parents with 
affection, and forming resolutions of the kind most 
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calculated to pleasethem, they would have been using the 
same interval of timeto discover some misdeed that I had 
already forgotten, and would begin to scold meseverely as 
I wasabouttofling myself intotheir arms. 

Sometimes to the exhilaration which I derived from 
being alone would beadded an alternative feeling which I 
was unable to distinguish clearly from it, a feeling 
stimulated by the desire to see appear before my eyes a 
peasant-girl whom I mightdasp in my arms. Springing up 
suddenly, and without giving me time to tracę it 
accurately to its source among so many thoughts of a very 
different kind, thepleasurewhich accompanied thisdesire 
seemed only a degree superior to that which I derived 
from them. I found an additional merit in everything that 
was in my mind at that moment, in the pink reflection of 
thetiled roof, thegrassgrowing out of the wali, the vil lagę 
of Roussainville into which I had long desired to 
penetrate, the trees of its wood and the steeple of its 
church, asa resultof thisfresh emotion which madę them 
appear morę desirabie only because I thought it was they 
that had provoked it, and which seemed only to wish to 
bear memoreswiftly towardsthem when itfilled my sails 
with a potent, mysteriousand propitious breeze. But if, for 
me, this desire that a woman should appear added 
something morę exalting to the charms of naturę, they in 
theirturn enlarged what I might havefound too restricted 
in the charms of the woman. It seemed to me that the 
beauty of the trees was hers also, and that her kisses would 
reveal to me the spirit of those horizons, of the vi llage of 
Roussainville, of the books which I was reading that year; 
and, my imagination drawing strength from contact with 
my sensuality, my sensuality expanding through all the 



COM BRAY 


221 


realms of my imagination, my desire no longer had any 
bounds. M oreover— just as in moments of musing 
contemplation of naturę, the normal actions of the mind 
being suspended, and our abstract ideas of things set 
aside, we believe with the profoundest faith in the 
originality, in the individual existence of the place in 
which wemay happen to be—thepassingfiguręwhom my 
desire evoked seemed to be not just any specimen of the 
genus "woman," but a necessary and natural product of 
this particular soil. For at that time everything that was 
not myself, theearth and thecreatures upon it, seemed to 
me morę precious, morę important, endowed with a morę 
real existence than they appear to full-grown men. And 
between theearth and itscreatures I madę no distinction. I 
had a desire for a peasant-girl from M eseglise or 
Roussainville, for afisher-girl from Balbec, just as I had a 
desire for Balbec and M eseglise, T he pleasurethey might 
give me would have seemed less genuine, I should no 
longer havebelieved in it, if I had modified theconditions 
as I pleased. To meet a fisher-girl from Balbec or a 
peasant-girl from M eseglise in Paris would havebeen like 
receiving the present of a Shell which I had never seen 
upon the beach, or of a fern which I had never found 
among the woods, would have stripped from the pleasure 
she might give me all those other pleasures amidst which 
my imagination had enwrapped her. But to wander thus 
among the woods of Roussainville without a peasant-girl 
to embrace was to see those woods and yet know nothing 
of their secret treasure, their deep-hidden beauty. That 
girl whom I invariably saw dappled with theshadows of 
their leaves was to me herself a plant of local growth, 
merely of a higher species than the rest, and one whose 
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structurewould enablemeto getcloserthan through them 
to the intimatę savour of the country. I could believe this 
all the morę readily (and also that the caresses by which 
she would bring that savour to my senses would 
themselves beof aspedal kind, yielding a pleasurewhich I 
could never derivefrom anyoneelse) sińce I wasstill, and 
must for long remain, in that period of life when one has 
not yet separated thefact of this sensual pleasurefrom the 
variouswomen in whosecompany onehastasted it, when 
one has not yet reduced it to a generał idea which makes 
one regard them thenceforward as the interchangeable 
instruments of a pleasure that is always the same. I ndeed, 
that pleasure does not even exist, isolated, distinct, 
formulated in the consciousness, as the ultimate aim for 
which one seeks a woman's company, or as the cause of 
the preliminary perturbation that onefeels. Scarcely does 
one think of it as a pleasure in storę for one; rather does 
one cali it Aercharm; for one does not think of oneself, but 
only of escaping from oneself. Obscurely awaited, 
immanent and concealed, it simply raises to such a 
paroxysm, at the moment when at last it makes itself felt, 
thoseother pleasures which wefind in the tender glances, 
the kisses, of the woman by our side, that it seems to us, 
morę than anythi ng else, a sort of transport of gratitude for 
her kindnessof heart and for her touching predilection for 
us, which we measure by the blessings and the happiness 
thatsheshowersupon us. 

A las, it was in vain that I implored thecastle-keep of 
Roussainville, that I begged it to send out to meet me 
some daughter of its vi11age, appealing to it as to the sole 
confidant of my earliest desires when, at the top of our 
house in Combray, in the little room that smelt of 
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orrisroot, I could see nothing but its tower framed in the 
half-opened window as, with the heroic misgivings of a 
traveller setting out on a voyage of exploration or of a 
desperate wretch hesitating on the verge of self- 
destruction, faint with emotion, I explored, across the 
bounds of my own experience, an untrodden path which 
for all I knew was deadly—until the moment when a 
natural trail like that left by a snail smeared the leaves of 
theflowering currantthat drooped around me. I n vain did 
I cali upon it now. In vain did I compress the whole 
landscape into my field of vision, draining it with an 
exhaustive gazę which sought to extract from it a female 
creature. I might go as far as the porch of Saint-Andre- 
des-Champs: neverdid I find therethepeasant-girl whom 
I should not have failed to meet had I been with my 
grandfather and thus unable to engage her in 
conversation. I would stare interminably at thetrunk of a 
distant tree, from behind which she would emerge and 
come to me; I scanned the horizon, which remained as 
deserted as before; night was fal ling; it was without hope 
now that I concentrated my attention, as though to draw 
up from it the creatures which it must conceal, upon that 
sterilesoil, that stale, exhausted earth, and it was no longer 
with exhilaration but with su11en ragę that I aimed blows 
at thetrees of Roussainville wood, from among which no 
morę living creatures emerged than if they had been trees 
painted on the stretched canvas background of a 
panorama, when, unable to resign myself to returning 
home without having held in my arms the woman I so 
greatly desired, I was yet obliged to retrace my steps 
towards Combray, and to admit to myself that thechance 
of her appearing in my path grew smaller every moment. 
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A nd if she had appeared, would I have dared to speak to 
her? I felt that she would have regarded me as mad, and I 
ceased to think of thosedesires which cameto me on my 
walks, but were never realised, as being shared by others, 
or as having any existenceoutside myself. T hey seemed to 
me now no morę than the purely subjective, impotent, 
illusory creationsof my temperament. T hey no longer had 
any connection with naturę, with theworld of real things, 
which from then onwards lost all its charm and 
significance, and meant no morę to my lifethan a purely 
conventional framework, what the railway carriageon the 
bench of which a traveller is reading to pass thetime is to 
thefictional eventsof his novel. 

It is perhaps from another impression which I 
received at M ontjouvain, someyears later, an impression 
which at the time remained obscure to me, that there 
arose, long afterwards, the notion I was to form of sadism. 
W e shall see, in due course, that for quite other reasons 
the memory of this impression was to play an important 
part in my life. It was during a spell of very hot weather; 
my parents, who had been obliged to go away for the 
whole day, had told me that I might stay out as late as I 
pleased; and having gone as far as the M ontjouvain pond, 
wherel enjoyed seeing again the reflection of thetiled roof 
of the hut, I had lain down in the shade and fallen asleep 
among the bushes on the steep slope overlooking the 
house, just where I had waited for my parents, years 
before, oneday when they had goneto cali on M . VinteuiI. 
It was almost dark when I awoke, and I was about to get 
up and go away, but I saw M Ile VinteuiI (or thought, at 
least, that I recognised her, for I had not seen her often at 
Combray, and then only when she was still a child, 
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whereas she was now growing into a young woman), who 
had probably just come in, standing in front of me, and 
only a few feet away, in that room in which her father had 
entertained minę, and which she had now madę into a 
little sitting-room for herself. The window was partly 
open; the lamp was lighted; I could watch her every 
movement without her being able to see me; but if I had 
moved away I would have madę a rustling sound among 
the bushes, she would have heard me, and she might have 
thought that I had been hiding there in order to spy upon 
her. 

She was in deep mourning, for her father had recently 
died. W e had not gone to see her; my mother had not 
wished it, by reason of a virtue which alone set limits to 
her benevolence—namely, modesty; but she pitied the girl 
from thedepths of her heart. M y mother had not forgotten 
the sad last years of M . VinteuiI's life, his complete 
absorption, first in having to play mother and nursery- 
maid to his daughter, and, later, in the suffering she had 
caused him; she could see the tortu red expression which 
was never absent from the old man's face in those last 
years; she knew that he had finally given up hope of 
finishing the task of copying out the whole of his later 
work, the modest pieces, we imagined, of an old piano- 
teacher, a retired villagę organist, which weassumed were 
of little value in themselves, though we did not despise 
them becausethey meant so much to him and had been 
the chief motiveof his life beforehesacrificed them to his 
daughter; pieces which, being mostly not even written 
down, but recorded only in his memory, while the rest 
werescribbled on loosesheetsof paper, and quiteiIlegible, 
must now remain unknown for ever. M y mother thought, 



226 


SW A N N 'S W A Y 


too, of that other and still morę cruel renunciation to 
which M . VinteuiI had been driven, that of a futurę of 
honourable and respected happiness for his daughter; 
when shecalled to mind all this utter and crushing misery 
that had comeupon my aunts' old music-teacher, she was 
moved to very real grief, and shuddered to think of that 
other grief, so much morę bitter, which M Ile VinteuiI 
must now be feeling, tinged with remorse at having 
virtually kil led herfather. "Poor M . V inteuil," my mother 
would say, "he Iived and died for his daughter, without 
getting his reward. W iii he get it now, I wonder, and in 
whatform?ltcan only cometo himfrom her." 

At thefar end of M Ile VinteuiI's sitting-room, on the 
mantelpiece, stood a smali photograph of herfather which 
she went briskly to fetch, just as the sound of carriage 
wheels was heard from the road outside, then flung herself 
down on a sofa and drew towards her a little table on 
which she placed the photograph, as M . Vinteuil had 
placed besidehim the piece of musie which he would have 
liked to play to my parents. Presently herfriend cameinto 
the room. Mile Vinteuil greeted her without rising, 
clasping her hands behind her head and moving to one 
side of the sofa as though to make room for her. But no 
sooner had she done this than she evidently felt that she 
might seem to be imposing on her friend a posturę which 
she might consider importunate. She thought that her 
friend would perhaps prefer to sit down at some distance 
from her, upon a chair; she felt that she had been 
indiscreet; her sensitive heart took fright; stretching 
herself out again over the wholeof the sofa, sheclosed her 
eyes and began to yawn, as if to suggest that drowsiness 
was the sole reason for her recumbent position. Despite 
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the brusque and hectoring familiarity with which she 
treated her companion, I could recognise in her the 
obsequious and reticent gestures and sudden scruplesthat 
had characterised her father. Presently she rosę and caime 
to the window, where she pretended to be trying to close 
theshuttersand notsucceeding. 

"Leavethem open,” said herfriend. "I'm hot." 

"But it's too tiresome! People will see us," M Ile 
V i nteui I answered. 

Butthen shemust haveguessed that herfriend would 
think that she had uttered these words simply in order to 
provoke a reply in certain other words, which she did 
indeed wish to hear but, from discretion, would have 
preferred her friend to be the first to speak. And so her 
face, which I could not see very clearly, must have 
assumed the expression which my grandmother had once 
found so delightful, when she hastily went on: "W hen I 
say 'see us' I mean, of course, see us reading. It's so 
tiresome to think that whatever trivial little thing you do 
someone'seyesareon you." 

W ith an instinctive rectitude and a gentility beyond 
her control, she refrained from uttering the premeditated 
words which she had felt to be indispensable for the fuli 
realisation of her desire. A nd perpetually, in thedepths of 
her being, a shy and suppliant maiden entreated and 
reined back a rough and swaggeringtrooper. 

"Oh, yes, it's so extremely likely that people are 
looking at usatthistimeof night in thisdensely populated 
district!" said her friend sarcastically, "And what if they 
are?" she went on, feeling bound to annotate with a fond 
and mischievous wink these words which she recited out 
of good-naturedness, as a text which she knew to be 
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pleasing to M Ile Vinteuil, in a tonę of studied cynicism. 
"A nd what if they are? AII the better that they should see 
us." 

M Ile Vinteuil shuddered and rosę to her feet. Her 
sensitive and scrupulous heart was ignorant of the words 
that ought to flow spontaneously from her lips to match 
the scene for which her eager senses clamoured. She 
reached out as far asshecould across the limitations of her 
true naturę to find the language appropriate to the vicious 
young woman she longed to be thought, but the words 
which she imagined such a young woman might have 
uttered with sincerity sounded falseon her own lips. And 
what littlesheallowed herselfto say wassaid inastrained 
tonę, in which her ingrained timidity paralysed her 
impulse towards audacity and was interlarded with: 
"You're surę you aren't cold? You aren't too hot? You 
don't want to sit and read by yourself?... 

"H er ladyship's thoughts seem to berather lubricious 
thisevening," sheconcluded, doubtless repeating a phrase 
which she had heard used by her friend on some earlier 
occasion. 

In the V-shaped opening of her crape bodice M Ile 
VinteuiI feltthesting of herfriend'ssudden kiss; shegave 
a little scream and broke away; and then they began to 
chase one another about the room, scrambling over the 
furniture, their widesleevesfluttering likewings, clucking 
and squealing like a pair of amorous fowls. At last M Ile 
V i nteui I collapsed on to the sofa, with her friend lyingon 
top of her. T he latter now had her back turned to the little 
tableon which theold musie-master's portrait had been 
arranged. M Ile V inteuil realised that her friend would not 
see it unless her attention were drawn to it, and so 
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exclaimed, as if she herself had just noticed it for thefirst 
time: "Oh! there'smyfather'spicturelooking at us; I can't 
think who can have put it there; I 'm surę I ’vetold them a 
dozen timesthat it isrTttheproper placefor it." 

I remembered thewordsthat M . Vinteuil had used to 
my parents in apologising for an obtrusivesheet of musie. 
This photograph was evidently in regular use for ritual 
profanations, for thefriend replied in words which were 
clearly a liturgical response: "L et him stay there. Hecan't 
bother us any longer. D 'you think he'd start whining, and 
wantingto putyourovercoaton for you, if hesaw you now 
with thewindow open, theugly old monkey?” 

To which M Ile VinteuiI replied in words of gentle 
reproach— "Come, come!”—which testified to the 
goodness of her naturę, not that they were prompted by 
any resentment at hearing her father spoken of in this 
fashion (for that was evidently a feeling which she had 
trained herself, by a long courseof sophistries, to keep in 
close subjection at such moments), but rather because 
they were a sort of curb which, in order not to appear 
selfish, she herself applied to the gratification which her 
friend was attempting to procurefor her. It may well have 
been, too, that the smiling moderation with which she 
faced and answered these blasphemies, that this tender 
and hypocritical rebuke appeared to her frank and 
generous naturę as a particularly shameful and seductive 
form of the wickedness she was striving to emulate. But 
she could not resist the attraction of being treated with 
tenderness by a woman who had shown herself so 
implacable towards the defenceless dead, and, springing 
on to her friend's lap she held out a chaste brow to be 
kissed precisely as a daughter would have done, with the 
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exquisite sensation that they would thus, between them, 
inflict the last turn of the screw of cruelty by robbing M . 
VinteuiI, as though they were actually rifling histomb, of 
the sacred rights of fatherhood. Her friend took M Ile 
VinteuiI'shead between herhandsand placed akisson her 
brow with a docility prompted by the real affection she 
had for her, as well as by the desire to bring what 
distraction shecould into the duli and melancholy lifeof 
an orphan. 

"Do you know what I should like to do to this old 
horror?" she said, taking up the photograph. And she 
murmured in M Ile Vinteuil's ear something that I could 
not d i Stingu i sh. 

“Oh! You wouldn'tdare.” 

"N ot dareto spit on it? O n that?" said the friend with 
studied brutal ity. 

I heard no morę, for M Ile VinteuiI, with an air that 
was at once languid, awkward, bustling, honest and sad, 
carrie to the window and drew the shutters close; but I 
knew now what wasthereward that M . Vinteuil, in return 
forall thesuffering that he had endured in his I ife-ti me on 
account of his daughter, had received from her after his 
death. 

And yet I have sińce ref lected that if M . V inteuil had 
been ableto bepresentatthisscene, he might still, in spite 
of everything, havecontinued to believe in his daughter's 
goodness of heart, and perhaps in so doing he would not 
have been altogether wrong. It was true that in M Ile 
VinteuN's habits the appearance of evil was so absolute 
that it would have been hard to find it exhibited to such a 
degree of perfection outside a convinced sadist; it is 
behind thefootlights of a Paris theatre and not under the 
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homely lamp of an actual country housethat oneexpects 
to see a girl encouraging a friend to spit upon the portrait 
of afather who has Iived and died for her alone; and when 
wefind in real life a desirefor melodramatic effect, it is 
generally sadism that is responsible for it. It is possible 
that, without being in the least inclined towards sadism, a 
daughter might beguilty of equally cruel offences asthose 
of M IleVinteuiI againstthememory and thewishesof her 
dead father, but she would not give them deliberate 
expression in an act so crude in its symbolism, so lacking 
in subtlety; thecriminal element in her behaviour would 
be less evident to other people, and even to herself, sińce 
she would not admit to herself that she was doing wrong. 
But, appearances apart, in M Ile VinteuiI's soul, at least in 
the earlier stages, the evil element was probably not 
unmixed. A sadist of her kind is an artist in evil, which a 
wholly wicked person could not be, for in that casetheevil 
would nothavebeen external, it would haveseemed quite 
natural to her, and would not even have been 
distinguishablefrom herself; and as for virtue, respect for 
the dead, filial affection, sińce she would never have 
practised the cult of these things, she would take no 
impious delight in profaning them. Sadists of M Ile 
VinteuiI's sort are creatures so purely sentimental, so 
naturally virtuous, that even sensual pleasure appears to 
them as something bad, the prerogative of the wicked, 
A nd when they allow themselves for a moment to enjoy it 
they endeavour to impersonate, to identify with, the 
wicked, and to maketheir partnersdo likewise, in order to 
gain themomentary illusion of having escaped beyond the 
control of theirown gentleand scrupulousnaturesintothe 
inhuman world of pleasure. And I could understand how 
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she must have longed for such an escape when I saw how 
impossible it was for her to effect it. At the moment when 
she wished to be thought the very antithesis of her father, 
what sheat oncesuggested to mewerethemannerisms, in 
thought and speech, of the poor old piano-teacher. Far 
morę than his photograph, what she really desecrated, 
what shesubordinated to her pleasuresthough it remained 
between them and her and prevented her from any direct 
enjoyment of them, was the likeness between her face and 
his, his mother's blue eyes which he had handed down to 
her like a family jewel, those gestures of courtesy and 
kindness which interposed between her vice and herself a 
phraseology, a mentality which were not designed for vice 
and which prevented her from recognising it as something 
very different from the numberless littlesocial duties and 
courtesies to which she must devote herself every day. It 
was not evil that gaveher the idea of pleasure, that seemed 
to her attractive; it was pleasure, rather, that seemed evil. 
And as, each timeshe indulged in it, it was accompanied 
by evil thoughts such as ordinarily had no place in her 
virtuous mind, shecameat length to seein pleasure itself 
something diabolical, to identify it with Evil. Perhaps 
Mile VinteuiI felt that at heart her friend was not 
altogether bad, nor really sincere when she gave vent to 
those blasphemous utterances. At any ratę, she had the 
pleasure of receiving and returning those kisses, those 
smiles, those glances, all feigned, perhaps, but akin in 
their base and vicious modę of expression to those which 
would have been evinced not by an ordinarily kind, 
suffering person but by acruel and wanton one. Shecould 
delude herself for a moment into believing that she was 
indeed enjoying the pleasures which, with so perverted an 
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accomplice, a girl mightenjoy who really did harboursuch 
barbarous feelings towards her father's memory. Perhaps 
she would not have thought of evil as a State so rare, so 
abnormal, so exotic, one in which it was so refreshing to 
sojourn, had she been able to discern in herself, as in 
everyone else, that indifference to the sufferings one 
causes which, whatever other names one gives it, is the 
most terrible and lasting form of cruelty. 

If the M eseglise way was fairly easy, it was a very 
different matter when we took the G uermantes way, for 
that meant a long walk, and wemustfirst make surę of the 
weather. W hen weseemed to haveentered upon a spell of 
finedays; when Franęoise, in desperation that not a drop 
was falling on the "poor crops," gazing up at the sky and 
seeing thereonly an occasional whitecloud floating upon 
itscalm bluesurface, groaned aloud and exclaimed: "They 
lookjust likea lot of dogfish swimming about and sticking 
up their snouts! Ah, they never think of making it rain a 
littlefor the poor labourers! A nd then when thecorn is all 
ripe, down it will come, pitter-patter all over the place, 
and think no morę of where it's falling than if it was the 
seal”; when my father had received the same favourable 
reply from thegardener and thebarometer several times in 
succession, then someone would say at dinner: 
"T omorrow, if the weather holds, we might go the 
Guermantes way." And off we would set, immediately 
after lunch, through thelittlegarden gateinto theRuedes 
Perchamps, narrow and bent at a Sharp angle, dotted with 
clumps of grass among which two or three wasps would 
spend the day botanising, a Street as quaint as its name, 
from which, I felt, itsodd characteristicsand cantankerous 
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personality derived, a Street for which one might search in 
vain through theCombray of today, for the vi11ageschool 
now occupies its site. But in my dreams of Combray (like 
those architects, pupils of Viollet-le-D uc, who, fancying 
that they can detect, beneath a Renaissance rood-screen 
and an eighteenth-century altar, traces of a Romanesque 
choir, restore the whole church to the State in which it 
must have been in thetwelfth century) I leave not a stone 
of the modern edifice standing, but pierce through it and 
"restore” the Rue des Perchamps. And for such 
reconstruction memory furnishes me with morę detailed 
guidancethan is generally at the disposal of restorers: the 
pictures which it has preserved—perhaps the last 
surviving in the world today, and soon to follow the rest 
into obiivion— of what Combray looked like in my 
childhood days; pictures which, because it was the old 
Combray that traced their outlines upon my mind before 
it vanished, are as moving—if I may compare a humble 
landscape with those glorious works, reproductions of 
which my grandmother wasso fond of bestowing on me— 
as those old engravings of theL ast Supper or that painting 
by G entile Bellini, in which one sees, in a State in which 
they no longer exist, the masterpiece of L eonardo and the 
portico of Saint M ark's. 

W ewould pass, in theRuedel'0 iseau, in front of the 
old hostelry of the O iseau Flesche, into whose great 
courtyard, onceupon atime, would rumbie the coaches of 
the Duchesses de M ontpensier, de Guermantes and de 
M ontmorency, when they had to comedown to Combray 
forsomelitigation with their tenants, orto receivehomage 
from them. W ewould comeat length to the M all, among 
whose tree-tops I could distinguish the steeple of Saint- 
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H ilaire. And I should have liked to beableto sit down and 
spend the whole day there reading and listening to the 
belIs, for it wasso blissful and so quiet that, when an hour 
struck, you would havesaid not that it brokein upon the 
calm of the day, but that it rei ieved the day of its 
superfluity, and that the steeple, with the indolent, 
painstaking exactitudeof a person who has nothing elseto 
do, had simply—in order to squeeze out and let fali the 
few golden drops which had slowly and naturally 
accumulated in the hot sunlight—pressed, at a given 
moment, thedistended surfaceof thesilence. 

T he great charm of the G uermantes way was that we 
had beside us, almost all the time, the course of the 
Vivonne. Wecrossed itfirst, ten minutesafter leaving the 
house, by afoot-bridgecalled thePont-Vieux. And every 
year, when we arrived at Combray, on Easter Sunday, 
after thesermon, if theweather wasfine, I would run there 
to see (amid all the disorder that prevaiIs on the morning 
of a great festival, the sumptuous preparations for which 
make the everyday household utensils that they have not 
contrived to banish seem moresordid than usual) theriver 
flowing past, sky-blue already between banks still black 
and bare, its only companions a clump of premature 
daffodilsand early primroses, whilehereand thereburned 
the blue flame of a violet, its stem drooping beneath the 
weight of the drop of perfumestored in itstiny horn. T he 
Pont-Vieux led to atow-path which atthis point would be 
overhung in summer by the bluish foliageof a hazel tree, 
beneath which a fisherman in a straw hat seemed to have 
taken root. At Combray, where I could always detect the 
blacksmith or grocer's boy through the disguise of a 
verger's uniform or chorister's surplice, this fisherman 
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wastheonly person whom I was never ableto identify. H e 
must have known my family, for he used to raise his hat 
when we passed; and then I would bejust on the point of 
asking his namewhen someonewould signal to meto be 
quiet or I would frighten the fish. W e would fol Iow the 
tow-path, which ran along the top of a steep bank several 
feet above the stream. T he bank on the other side was 
lower, stretching in aseriesof broad meadowsasfar as the 
village and the distant railway-station. Over these were 
strewn the remains, half-buried in the long grass, of the 
castle of the old Counts of Combray, who, during the 
M iddle A ges, had had on this side the course of the 
Vivonne as a barrier against attack from the Lords of 
G uermantes and A bbots of M artinville. N othing was left 
now butafew barely visiblestumps of towers, hummocks 
upon the broad surface of the fields, and a few broken 
battlements from which, in their day, the cross-bowmen 
had hurled their missiles and thewatchmen had gazed out 
over Novepont, Clairefontaine, M artinville-le-Sec, 
Bai11eau-1'Exempt, fiefs all of them of G uermantes by 
which Combray was hemmed in, but now razed to the 
level of the grass and overrun by the boys from the lay 
brothers' school whocamethereforstudy or recreation—a 
past that had almost sunk into the ground, lying by the 
water's edge like an idler taking the air, yet giving me 
much food for thought, making the name of Combray 
connote to me not only the little town of today but an 
historie city vastly different, gripping my imagination by 
the remote, incomprehensible features which it half- 
concealed beneath a spangled veil of buttercups. For the 
buttercups grew past numbering in this spot which they 
had chosen for their games among the grass, standing 
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singly, in couples, in wholecompanies, yellow astheyolk 
of eggs, and glowing with an added lustre, I felt, because, 
being powerless to consummate with my palate the 
pleasurewhich thesightof them neverfailed togiveme, I 
would let it accumulate as my eyes ranged over their 
golden expanse, until it became potent enough to produce 
an effect of absolute, purposeless beauty; and so it had 
been from my earliest childhood, when from thetow-path 
I had stretched out my arms towards them before I could 
even properly spell their charming name— a namefit for 
thePrincein somefairy-tale—immigrants, perhaps, from 
Asia centuries ago, but naturalised now for ever in the 
villagę, satisfied with their modest horizon, rejoicing in 
the sunshine and the water's edge, faithful to their little 
glimpse of the railway-station, yet keeping nonę the less 
likesomeof our old paintings, in their plebeian simplicity, 
apoeticscintillation from thegolden East. 

I enjoyed watching the glass jars which the villagę 
boys used to lower into the Vivonne to catch minnows, 
and which, filled by thestream, in which they in their turn 
were enclosed, at once "containers" whose transparent 
sides were like solidified water and "contents” plunged 
into a still larger Container of liquid, flowing crystal, 
conjured upan image of coolness moredelicious and morę 
provoking than they would have done standing upon a 
table laid for dinner, by showing it as perpetually in flight 
between the impalpable water in which my hands could 
not grasp it and the insoluble glass in which my palate 
could notenjoy it. I madeup my mind to comethereagain 
with a fishing-line; meanwhile I procured some bread 
from our pienie basket, and threw pellets of it into the 
Vivonne which seemed to bring about a process of super- 
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saturation, for the water at once solidified round them in 
oval clustersof emaciated tadpoles, which until then it had 
no doubt been holding in solution, invisible and on the 
verge of enteri ng the stage of crystal I i sati on. 

Presently the course of the Vivonne became choked 
with water-plants. At first they appeared singly—a lily, 
for instance, which the current, across whose path it was 
unhappily placed, would never leaveat restfor a moment, 
so that, like a ferry-boat mechanically propelled, it would 
driftovertoonebankonly to return to theother, eternally 
repeating its doublejourney. T hrust towards the bank, its 
stalk would uncoil, lengthen, reach out, strain almost to 
breaking-point until the current again caught it, its green 
moorings swung back over their anchorage and brought 
the unhappy plant to what might fitly be calIed its 
starting-point, sińce it was fated not to rest there a 
moment before moving off once again. I would still find it 
there, on one walk after another, always in the same 
helpless State, suggesting certain victims of neurasthenia, 
among whom my grandfather would have included my 
aunt Leonie, who present year after year the unchanging 
spectacle of their odd and unaccountable habits, which 
they constantly imagine themselves to be on the point of 
shaking off but which they always retain to the end; 
caught in the treadmill of their own maladies and 
eccentricities, their futile endeavours to escapeserve only 
to actuateits mechanism, to keep in motion theclockwork 
of their strange, ineluctable and baneful dietetics. Such as 
these was the water-lily, and reminiscent also of those 
wretches whose peculiar torments, repeated indefinitely 
throughout eternity, aroused thecuriosity of Dante, who 
would have inguired about them at greater length and in 
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fuller detail from the victims themselves had not Virgil, 
striding on ahead, obliged him to hasten after him at fuli 
speed, as I must hasten after my parents. 

But further on thecurrent slackened, at a point where 
the stream ran through a property thrown open to the 
public by its owner, who had madę a hobby of aquatic 
gardening, so that the little ponds into which theVivonne 
was here diverted were aflower with water-lilies. As the 
banks hereabouts werethickly wooded, theheavy shadeof 
the trees gave the water a background which was 
ordinarily dark green, although sometimes, when we were 
coming homeon a calm evening after a stormy afternoon, 

I have seen in its depths a elear, crude blue verging on 
violet, suggesting a floor of J apanese cloisonne. H ere and 
thereon thesurface, blushing likea strawberry, floated a 
water-1ily flower with a scarlet centre and white edges. 
Further on, theflowers were morę numerous, paler, less 
glossy, morę thickly seeded, morę tightly folded, and 
disposed, by accident, in festoons so graceful that I would 
fancy I saw floating upon the stream, as after the sad 
dismantling of some fetegalante, moss-roses in loosened 
garlands, Elsewhereacornerseemed to bereserved for the 
commoner kindsof lily, of a neat pinkor white like rocket- 
flowers, washed clean like porcelain with housewifely care 
while, a little further again, others, pressed closetogether 
in a veritable floating flower-bed, suggested garden 
pansies that had settled here like butterflies and were 
fluttering their blue and burnished wings over the 
transparent depths of this watery garden—this celestial 
garden, too, for it gavetheflowers a soil of a colour morę 
precious, morę moving than their own, and, whether 
sparkling beneath the water-lilies in the afternoon in a 
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kaleidoscope of silent, watchful and mobile contentment, 
or glowing, towardsevening, likesomedistant haven, with 
the roseate dreaminess of the setting sun, ceaselessly 
changing yet remaining always in harmony, around the 
less mutable colours of the flowers themselves, with all 
that is most profound, most evanescent, most 
mysterious—all that is infinite— in the passing hour, it 
seemed to havemadethem blossom in thesky itself. 

After leaving this park the Vivonne began to flow 
again moreswiftly. H ow often havel watched, and longed 
to imitatewhen I should befreeto live as I chose, a rower 
who had shipped his oars and lay fiat on his back in the 
bottom of his boat, letting it drift with thecurrent, seeing 
nothing but thesky gliding slowly by abovehim, his face 
aglow with aforetasteof happinessand peace! 

W e would sit down among the irises at the water's 
edge. In the holiday sky an idle cloud languorously 
dawdled. From timeto time, oppressed by boredom, a 
carp would heave itself out of the water with an anxious 
gasp. It was time for our pienie. Before starting 
homewards we would sit therefor a long time, eating fruit 
and bread and chocolate, on thegrass over which cameto 
us, faint, horizontal, butdenseand metallic still, echoesof 
the bel Is of Saint-H ilaire, which had not melted into the 
air they had traversed for so long, and, ribbed by the 
successive palpitation of all their sound-waves, throbbed 
as they grazed the flowers at our feet. 

Sometimes, at the water's edge and surrounded by 
trees, we would come upon what is called a "country 
house," lonely and secluded, seeing nothing of the world 
but the river which bathed its feet. A young woman whose 
pensive face and elegant veils did not suggest a local 
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origin, and who had doubtless come, in the popular 
phrase, "to bury herself" there, to taste the bitter 
sweetness of knowing that her name, and still morę the 
narrie of him whose heart she had once held but had been 
unable to keep, were unknown there, stood framed in a 
window from which she had no outlook beyond the boat 
that was moored beside her door. She raised her eyes 
listlessly on hearing, through thetreesthat lined the bank, 
the voices of passers-by of whom, before they carrie in 
sight, shemight becertain that never had they known, nor 
ever would know, thefaithless lover, that nothing in their 
past Iives borę his imprint, and nothing in their futurę 
would have occasion to receive it. One felt that in her 
renunciation of lifeshe had deliberately abandoned those 
places in which shemight at least havebeen abletoseethe 
man she loved, for others where he had never trod. A nd I 
watched her, returning from some walk along a path 
where she knew that he would not appear, drawing from 
herresigned handslongand uselessly elegant gloves. 

Never, in the course of our walks along the 
G uermantes way, were we able to penetrate as far as the 
sourceof the Vivonne, of which I had often thought and 
which had in my mind so abstract, so ideał an existence 
that I had been assurprised when someonetold me that it 
was actually to be found in the same department, at a 
given number of milesfrom Combray, as I had been when 
I leamed that there was another fixed point somewhere on 
the earth's surface, where, according to the ancients, 
opened the jaws of H ell. N or could we ever get as far as 
that other goal which I so longed to reach, G uermantes 
itself. I knew that it was the residence of the Duc and 
Duchesse de G uermantes, I knew that they were real 
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personages whodid actually exist, butwheneverl thought 
about them I pictured them either in tapestry, like the 
Comtesse de G uermantes in the "Coronation of Esther” 
which hung in our church, or else in iridescent colours, 
likeG ilbert the Bad in thestained-glass window wherehe 
changed from cabbage green, when I was dipping my 
fingers in the holy water stoup, to plum blue when I had 
reached our row of chairs, or again altogether impalpable, 
like the image of Genevievede Brabant, ancestress of the 
G uermantes family, which the magie lantern sent 
wandering over the curtains of my room or flung aloft 
upon the ceiling—in short, invariably wrapped in the 
mystery of theM erovingian ageand bathed, asin asunset, 
in the amber light which glowed from the resounding 
syllable "antes.” A nd if in spite of that they were for me, 
in their capacity as a duke and duchess, real people, 
though of an unfamiliar kind, this ducal personality of 
theirs was on the other hand enormously distended, 
i m materiał i sed, so as to encircle and contain that 
G uermantes of which they weredukeand duchess, all that 
sunlit "G uermantes way” of our walks, the course of the 
Vivonne, its water-lilies and its overshadowing trees, and 
an endless series of summer afternoons. And I knew that 
they borę not only the title of Duc and Duchesse de 
G uermantes, but that sińce the fourteenth century, when, 
after vain attempts to conquer its earlier lords in battle, 
they had allied themselves to them by marriage and so 
become Counts of Combray, the first citizens, 
consequently, of the place, and yet the only ones who did 
not reside in it—Comtes de Combray, possessing 
Combray, threading it on their string of names and titles, 
absorbing it in their personalities, and imbued, no doubt, 
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with that strange and pious melancholy which was 
peculiar toCombray; proprietors of thetown, though not 
of any particular house there; dwelling, presumably, 
outside, in the Street, between heaven and earth, likethat 
G ilbertdeG uermantesof whom I could see, in thestained 
glass of the apse of Saint-H ilaire, only the reverse side in 
duli black lacquer, if I raised my eyes to look for him on 
my way to C amus's for a packet of salt. 

And then it happened that, along the Guermantes 
way, I sometimes passed beside well-watered little 
enclosures, over whose hedges rosę clusters of dark 
blossom. I would stop, hoping to gain some precious 
addition to my experience, for I seemed to have before my 
eyes a fragment of that fluvial country which I had longed 
so much to see and know sińce coming upon a description 
of it by one of my favourite authors. A nd it was with that 
storybook land, with its imagined soil intersected by a 
hundred bubbling watercourses, that Guermantes, 
changing its aspect in my mind, became identified, after I 
heard D r Percepied speak of theflowers and thecharming 
rivulets and fountains that were to be seen there in the 
ducal park. I used to dream that M me de Guermantes, 
taking a sudden capricious fancy to me, invited me there, 
that all day long she stood fishing for trout by my side. 
And when evening came, holding my hand in hers, as we 
passed by the little gardens of her vassals she would point 
out to me the flowers that leaned their red and purple 
spikes along thetopsof the Iow walIs, and would teach me 
all their names. She would makemetell her, too, all about 
the poems that I intended to compose. A nd these dreams 
reminded me that, sińce I wished some day to become a 
writer, it was high timeto decide what sort of books I was 
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goingto write. Butassoon asl asked myself thequestion, 
and tried to discoversomesubjectto which I could impart 
a philosophical significance of infinite value, my mind 
would stop likeaclock, my consciousness would befaced 
with a blank, I would feel either that I was wholly devoid 
of talent or that perhaps some malady of the brain was 
hindering its development. Sometimes I would rely on my 
father to settle it all for me. H e was so powerful, in such 
high favour with people in Office, that he madę it possible 
for usto transgress laws which Franęoisehad taught meto 
regard as morę ineluctablethan the laws of lifeand death, 
as when we were allowed to postpone for a year the 
compulsory repointing of the walIs of our house, alone 
among all the houses in that part of Paris, or when he 
obtained permission from theM inisterfor M meSazerat's 
son, who had been ordered to some watering-place, to take 
his baccalaureate two months in advance, among the 
candidates whose surnames began with "A," instead of 
having to wait his tum as an "S." If I had fal len seriously 
ill, if I had been captured by brigands, convinced that my 
father's understanding with the supreme powers was too 
complete, that his letters of introduction to the Almighty 
were too irresistiblefor my illnessor captivity to turn out 
to be anything but vain iIlusions, in which no danger 
actually threatened me, I should haveawaited with perfect 
composure the inevitable hour of my return to 
comfortable realities, of my deliverance from bondage or 
restoration to health; and perhaps this lack of genius, this 
black cavity which gaped in my mind when I ransacked it 
for the theme of my futurę writings, was itself no morę 
than an insubstantial illusion, and would vanish with the 
intervention of my father, who must have agreed with the 
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Government and with Providence that I should be the 
foremost writer of the day. But at other times, while my 
parents weregrowing impatient at seeing me loiter behind 
instead of following them, my present life, instead of 
seeming an artificial creation of my father's which he 
could modify as hechose, appeared, on thecontrary, to be 
comprised in a larger reality which had not been cre- ated 
for my benefit, from whose judgments there was no 
appeal, within which I had no friend or ally, and beyond 
which no further possibilities lay concealed. It seemed to 
me then that I existed in the same manner as all other 
men, that I mustgrow old, that I must die likethem, and 
that among them I was to bedistinguished merely as one 
of thosewho haveno aptitudefor writing. And so, utterly 
despondent, I renounced literaturę for ever, despite the 
encouragement Bloch had given me. This intimate, 
spontaneous feeling, this sense of the nullity of my 
intellect, prevailed against all the flattering words that 
might be lavished upon me, as a wicked man whose good 
deedsarepraised by all isgnawed by secret remorse. 

One day my mother said to me: "You're always 
talking about M me de Guermantes. W ell, Dr Percepied 
took great careof her when she was ill four years ago, and 
so she's coming to Combray for his daughter's wedding. 
You'11 be able to see her in church." It was from Dr 
Percepied, as it happened, that I had heard most about 
M me de G uermantes, and he had even shown us the 
number of an illustrated paper in which she was depicted 
in thecostumeshehad worn at afancy dress bali given by 
the Princessede Leon. 

Suddenly, during the nuptial mass, the verger, by 
movingto oneside, enabled meto seein oneof thechapels 
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a fair-haired lady with a large nose, piercing blue eyes, a 
billowy scarf of mauve silk, glossy and new and bright, 
and a little pimple at thecorner of her nose. A nd because 
on the surface of her face, which was red, as though she 
had been very hot, I could discern, diluted and barely 
perceptible, fragments of resemblance with the portrait 
that had been shown to me; because, morę especially, the 
particular features which I remarked in this lady, if I 
attempted to catalogue them, formulated themselves in 
precisely the same terms— a large nose, blue eyes- as D r 
Percepied had used when describing in my presencethe 
D uchesse de G uermantes, I said to myself: "T his lady is 
liketheDuchessedeGuermantes.” Now thechapel from 
which she was following the service was that of G ilbert the 
Bad, beneath the fiat tombstones of which, yellowed and 
bulging like cel Is of honey in a comb, rested the bones of 
the old Counts of Brabant; and I remembered having 
heard it said that this chapel was reserved for the 
G uermantes fam i ly, whenever any of its memberscameto 
attend a ceremony at Combray; hencethere was only one 
woman resembling the portrait of M me de G uermantes 
who on that day, the very day on which she was expected 
to comethere, could conceivably besitting in that chapel: 
it was she! My disappointment was immense. It arose 
from my not having borne in mind, when I thought of 
M medeG uermantes, that I was picturing her to myself in 
the colours of a tapestry or a stained-glass window, as 
living in another century, as being of another substance 
than the rest of the human race. N ever had it occurred to 
methatshemight havea red face, a mauvescarf like M me 
Sazerat; and theoval curveof her cheeks reminded meso 
strongly of people whom I had seen at home that the 
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suspicion crossed my mind (though it was immediately 
banished) that in her causal principle, in the molecules of 
her physical composition, this lady was perhaps not 
substantially the D uchesse de G uermantes, but that her 
body, in ignorance of the name that people had given it, 
belonged to acertain femaletype which included also the 
wives of doctors and tradesmen. "So that's M me de 
G uermantes— thafsall sheis!” werethewordsunderlying 
theattentiveand astonished expression with which I gazed 
upon this image which, naturally enough, borę no 
resemblance to those that had so often, under the same 
title of "M me de G uermantes," appeared in my dreams, 
sińce it had not, liketheothers, been formed arbitrarily by 
myself but had leapt to my eyes for the first time only a 
moment ago, here in church; an image which was not of 
the same naturę, was not colourable at will like those 
othersthat allowed themselvesto beimpregnated with the 
amber hue of a sonorous syllabie, but was so real that 
everything, down to thefiery littlespot atthecornerof her 
nose, attested to her subjection to the laws of life, as, in a 
transformation scene on the stage, a crease in the fairy's 
dress, a quivering of her tiny finger, betray the physical 
presenceof a living actress, whereas wewereuncertain, till 
then, whether we were not looking merely at a projection 
from a lantern. 

But at the same time, I was endeavouring to apply to 
this image, which the prominent nose, the piercing eyes 
pinned down and fixed in my field of vision (perhaps 
because it was they that had first struck it, that had madę 
thefirst impression on itssurface, beforel had had timeto 
wonder whether the woman who thus appeared before me 
might possibly beM me de G uermantes), to thisfresh and 
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unchanging image, the idea: "lt's M me de G uermantes"; 
but I succeeded only in making the idea pass between me 
and the image, as though they weretwo discs moving in 
separate planes with a space between. But this M me de 
G uermantes of whom I had so often dreamed, now that I 
could see that she had a real existence independent of 
myself, acquired an even greater power over my 
imagination, which, paralysed for a moment by contact 
with a reality so different from what it had expected, 
began to react and to say to me: "G reat and glorious before 
thedays of Charlemagne, theG uermantes had theright of 
life and death over their vassals; the Duchesse de 
G uermantes descends from Genevieve de Brabant. She 
does not know, nor would she consent to know, any of the 
peoplewhoareheretoday." 

And then—oh, marvellous independence of the 
human gazę, tied to the human face by a cord so loose, so 
long, so elastic that it can stray alone as far as it may 
choose—while M me de G uermantes sat in the chapel 
abovethetombsof her dead ancestors, her gazewandered 
hereand there, rosę to the capitals of the pillars, and even 
rested momentarily upon myself, like a ray of sunlight 
straying down the nave, but a ray of sunlight which, at the 
moment when I received its caress, appeared conscious of 
whereitfell. A sfor M me de G uermantes herself, sińce she 
remained motionless, sitting like a mother who affects not 
to notice the mischievous impudence and the indiscreet 
advances of her children when, in thecourseof their play, 
they accost people whom she does not know, it was 
impossible for me to determine whether, in the careless 
detachment of her soul, she approved or condemned the 
vagrancy of her eyes. 
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I felt it to be important that she should not leave the 
church before I had been able to look at her for long 
enough, reminding myself that for years past I had 
regarded the sight of her as a thing eminently to be 
desired, and I kept my eyes fixed on her, as though by 
gazing at her I should be able to carry away and storę up 
inside myself the memory of that prominent nose, those 
red cheeks, of all thosedetails which struck measso many 
precious, authentic and singular items of information with 
regard to her face. A nd now that all thethoughts I brought 
to bearupon it (especially, perhaps—a form of theinstinct 
of self-preservation with which we guard everything that 
is best in ourselves— thefamiliar desire not to have been 
disappointed) madę me think it beautiful, and I set her 
once again (sińce they wereoneand the same person, this 
lady who sat before me and that D uchessedeG uermantes 
whom I had hitherto conjured up in my imagination) apart 
from that common run of humanity with which the actual 
sight of her in the flesh had madę me for a moment 
confound her, I grew indignant when I heard people 
saying in thecongregation round me: "She's better looking 
than M meSazerat" or"than M Ile V inteuil," as though she 
was in any way comparable with them. And my eyes 
resting upon her fair hair, her blue eyes, the lines of her 
neck, and overlooking the features which might have 
reminded me of the faces of other women, I cried out 
within myself as I admired this deliberately unfinished 
sketch: "How lovely she is! W hat true nobility! It is 
indeed a proud G uermantes, the descendant of G enevieve 
de Brabant, that I have before me!” And the attention 
which I focused on her face succeeded in isolating it so 
completely thattoday, when I cali that marriage cerem on y 
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to mind, I find it impossible to visualise any single person 
who was present except her, and the verger who answered 
me in the affirmative when I inquired whether the lady 
was indeed M me de G uermantes. But I can see her still 
quite clearly, especially at the moment when the 
procession filed into thesacristy, which was lit up by the 
intermittent warm sunshine of a windy and rainy day and 
in which M me de G uermantes found herself in the midst 
of all thoseCombray peoplewhosenamesshedid noteven 
know, but whose inferiority proclaimed her own 
supremacy too loudly for her not to feel sincerely 
benevolent towards them, and whom she might count on 
impressing even moreforcibly by virtueof her simplicity 
and graciousness. And so, sińce she could not bring into 
play the deliberate glances, charged with a definite 
meaning, which one directs towards people one knows, 
but must allow her absent-minded thoughts to flow 
continuously from her eyes in astream of bluelight which 
she was powerless to contain, she was anxious not to 
embarrass or to appear to be disdainful of those humbler 
mortals whom it encountered on its way, on whom it was 
constantly falling. I can still see, above her mauvescarf, 
puffed and silky, the gentle astonishment in her eyes, to 
which she had added, without daring to address it to 
anyone in particular, but so that everyone might enjoy his 
share of it, a rather shy smile as of a sovereign lady who 
seemsto bemaking an apology for her presenceamong the 
vassalswhom sheloves. T hissmilefell upon me, who had 
never taken my eyes off her. A nd remembering theglance 
which she had let fali upon meduring mass, blue as a ray 
of sunlight that had penetrated thewindow of Gilbert the 
Bad, I said to myself: "Shemust havetaken noticeof me." 
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I fancied that I had found favour in her eyes, that she 
would continue to think of me after she had left the 
church, and would perhaps feel sad that evening, at 
G uermantes, becauseof me. A nd at once I felI in love with 
her, for if it is sometimes enough to make us love a woman 
that she should look on us with contempt, as I supposed 
M Ile Swann to have done, and that we should think that 
she can never be ours, sometimes, too, it is enough that 
she should look on us kindly, as M me de G uermantes was 
doing, and that we should think of her as almost ours 
already. Her eyes waxed blue as a periwinkle flower, 
impossible to pluck, yet dedicated by her to me; and the 
sun, bursting out again from behind a threatening cloud 
and darting the fuli force of its rays on to the Square and 
into thesacristy, shed a geranium glow over the red carpet 
laid down for the wedding, across which M me de 
G uermantes was smilingly advancing, and covered its 
woollen texture with a nap of rosy velvet, a bloom of 
luminosity, that sort of tenderness, of solemn sweetness in 
the pomp of a joyful celebration, which characterise 
certain pages of Lohengrin, certain paintings by 
Carpaccio, and make us understand how Baudelaire was 
able to apply to the sound of the trumpet the epithet 
"delicious." 

H ow often, after that day, in the course of my walks 
along the G uermantes way, and with what an intensified 
melancholy, did I reflect on my lack of qualification for a 
literary career, and abandon all hopeof ever becoming a 
famous author. T heregrets that I felt for this, as I lingered 
behind to muse awhile on my own, madę me suffer so 
acutely that, in order to banish them, my mind of its own 
accord, by a sort of inhibition in the face of pain, ceased 
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entirely to think of verse-making, of fiction, of the poetic 
futurę on which my lack of talent precluded me from 
counting. T hen, quite independently of all these literary 
preoccupations and in no way connected with them, 
suddenly a roof, a gleam of sunlight on a stone, thesmell 
of a path would make me stop still, to enjoy the special 
pleasurethat each of them gave me, and also becausethey 
appeared to be concealing, beyond what my eyes could 
see, something which they invited me to come and take 
but which despite all my efforts I never managed to 
discover. Since I felt that this something was to be found 
in them, I would stand there motionless, looking, 
breathing, endeavouring to penetrate with my mind 
beyond the thing seen or smelt. And if I then had to 
hasten after my grandfather, to continuemy walk, I would 
try to recapture them by closing my eyes; I would 
concentrate on recalling exactly the linę of the roof, the 
colour of the stone, which, without my being able to 
understand why, had seemed to meto bebursting, ready 
toopen, toyield upto methesecrettreasureof which they 
werethemselves no morethan thelids. It wascertainly not 
impressions of this kind that could restore the hope I had 
lost of succeeding one day in becoming an author and 
poet, for each of them was associated with some materiał 
object devoid of intellectual value and suggesting no 
abstract truth. But at least they gave me an unreasoning 
pleasure, the illusion of a sort of fecundity, and thereby 
distracted me from thetedium, from thesenseof my own 
impotence which I had felt whenever I had sought a 
philosophic theme for some great literary work. But so 
arduous was the task imposed on my conscience by these 
impressions of form or scent or colour—to try to perceive 
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what lay hidden beneath them— that I was not long in 
seeking an excuse which would alIow me to relax so 
strenuous an effort and to spare myself the fatigue that it 
involved. As good luck would have it, my parents would 
cali me; I felt that I did not, for the moment, enjoy the 
tranquillity necessary for the successful pursuit of my 
researches, and that it would bebettertothink no moreof 
thematter until I reached home, and not to exhaust myself 
in the meantimeto no purpose. And so I would concern 
myself no longer with the mystery that lay hidden in a 
shape or a perfume, quite at ease in my mind sińce I was 
taking it home with me, protected by its visible covering 
which I had imprinted on my mind and beneath which I 
should find it still alive, likethefish which, on days when 
I had been allowed to go out fishing, I used to carry back 
in my basket, covered by a layer of grass which kept them 
cool and fresh. Having reached home I would begin to 
think of something else, and so my mind would become 
littered (as my room was with the flowers that I had 
gathered on my walks, or the odds and ends that people 
had given me) with a mass of disparate images—the play 
of sunlight on astone, a roof, the sound of a beli, thesmell 
of fal len leaves— beneath which the reality I once sensed, 
but never had the will-power to discover and bring to 
light, has long sińce perished. Once, however, when we 
had prolonged our walk far beyond itsordinary limits, and 
so had been very glad to beovertaken half-way home, as 
afternoon darkened into evening, by Dr Percepied who, 
driving by at fuli speed in his carriage, had seen and 
recognised us, stopped, and madeusjump in besidehim, I 
received an impression of this sort which I did not 
abandon without getting to the bottom of it to some 
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extent. I had been set on thebox besidethecoachman, and 
we were going like the wind because the doctor had still, 
before return i ng to Combray, to cali at M artinville-le-Sec 
to seea patient at whosedoor it was agreed that weshould 
wait for him. At a bend in the road I experienced, 
suddenly, that special pleasure which was unlike any 
other, on catching sight of thetwin steeplesof M artinville, 
bathed in the setting sun and constantly changing their 
position with the imovement of the carriage and the 
windings of the road, and then of a third steeple, that of 
Vieuxvicq, which, although separated from therm by a hill 
and a valley, and rising from rather higher ground in the 
distance, appeared nonę the less to be standing by their 
side. 

In noticing and registering the shape of their spires, 
their shifting lines, the sunny warmth of their surfaces, I 
felt that I was not penetrating to the core of my 
impression, thatsomething morelay behind that mobility, 
that luminosity, something which they seemed at onceto 
contain and to conceal. 

T he steeples appeared so distant, and we seemed to 
be getting so little nearer them, that I was astonished 
when, afew minutes later, we drew up outsidethechurch 
of M artinville. I did not know thereason for the pleasure I 
had felt on seeingthem upon thehorizon, and thebusiness 
of trying to discover that reason seemed to me irksome; I 
wanted to storę away in my mind those shifting, sun lit 
planes and, for thetime being, to think of them no morę. 
And it is probablethat, had I doneso, thosetwo steeples 
would havegoneto join the medley of trees and roofs and 
scents and sounds I had noticed and set apart because of 
the obscure pleasure they had given me which I had never 
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fully explored. I got down from the box to talk to my 
parentswhilewewaited for the doctor to reappear. T hen it 
was timeto set off again, and I resumed my seat, turning 
my head to look backonce moręat thesteeples, of which, a 
littlelater, I caught afarewell glimpseat aturn in theroad. 
The coachman, who seemed little inclined for 
conversation, having barely acknowl- edged my remarks, I 
was obliged, in default of other company, to fali back on 
my own, and to attempt to recapture the vision of my 
steeples. And presently their outlines and their sunlit 
surfaces, as though they had been a sort of rind, peeled 
away; something of what they had concealed from me 
became apparent; a thought came into my mind which 
had not existed for me a moment earlier, framing itself in 
wordsin my head; and the pleasurewhich thefirstsightof 
them had given me was so greatly enhanced that, 
overpowered by a sort of intoxication, I could no longer 
thinkof anythingelse. At that moment, as wewerealready 
some way from M artinville, turning my head I caught 
sight of them again, quite black thistime, for thesun had 
meanwhileset. F rom timetotimeaturn in theroad would 
sweep them out of sight; then they came into view for the 
lasttime, and finally I could seethem no morę. 

W ithout admitting to myself that what lay hidden 
behind the steeples of M artinville must be something 
analogous to a pretty phrase, sińce it was in the form of 
words which gave me pleasure that it had appeared to me, 

I borrowed a pencil and some paper from the doctor, and 
in spite of the jolting of the carriage, to appease my 
conscience and to satisfy my enthusiasm, composed the 
following little fragment, which I have sińce discovered 
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and now reproduce with only a slight revision here and 
there. 

Alone, rising from the level of the plain, and 
seemingly lost in that expanse of open country, the twin 
steeples of M artinville rosętowards thesky. Presently we 
saw three: springing into position in front of them with a 
bold leap, athird, dilatory steeple, that of Vieuxvicq, had 
come to join them. The minutes passed, we were 
travelling fast, and yet the three steeples were always a 
long way ahead of us, like three birds perched upon the 
plain, motionless and conspicuous in the sunlight. T hen 
the steeple of Vieuxvicq drew aside, took its proper 
distance, and the steeples of M artinville remained alone, 
gilded by the light of the setting sun which, even at that 
distance, I could see playing and smiling upon their 
sloping sides. W e had been so long in approaching them 
that I was th i n ki ng of the ti me that m ust sti 11 el apse before 
we could reach them when, of a sudden, the carriage 
turned a corner and set us down at their feet; and they had 
flung themselves so abruptly in our path that we had 
barely timetostop beforebeing dashed againsttheporch. 

W e resumed our journey. W e had left M artinville 
somelittletime, and thevillagę, after accompanying usfor 
a few seconds, had already disappeared, when, lingering 
alone on the horizon to watch our flight, its steeples and 
that of Vieuxvicq waved once again their sun-bathed 
pinnacles in token of farewell. Sometimes one would 
withdraw, so that the other two might watch us for a 
moment sti11; then theroad changed direction, they veered 
in theevening light like three gol den pivots, and vanished 
from my sight. But a little later, when we were already 
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closeto Combray, thesun having set meanwhile, I caught 
sight of them for the last time, far away, and seeming no 
morę now than threeflowers painted upon the sky above 
the Iow linę of the fields. T hey madę me think, too, of 
three maidens in a legend, abandoned in a solitary place 
over which night had begun to fali; and as we drew away 
from them at a gallop, I could seethem timidly seeking 
their way, and aftersomeawkward, stumbling movements 
of their noble silhouettes, drawing close to one another, 
gliding one behind another, forming now against the still 
rosy sky no morę than asingledusky shape, charming and 
resigned, and so vanishing in thenight. 

I never thought again of this page, but at the moment 
when, in the corner of the box-seat where the doctor's 
coachman was in the habit of stowing in a hamper the 
poultry he had bought at M artinville market, i had 
finished writing it, I was so filled with happiness, I felt 
that it had so entirely rei i eved my mind of its obsession 
with thesteeples and themystery which lay behind them, 
that, as though I myself were a hen and had just laid an 
egg, I began to sing atthetop of my voice. 

Ali day long, during these walks, I had been ableto 
muse upon the pleasure of being the friend of the 
D uchesse de G uermantes, of fishing for trout, of drifting 
in a boat on the Vivonne; and, greedy for happiness, I 
asked nothing morę from lifein such momentsthan that it 
should consist always of a series of joyous afternoons. But 
when, on our way home, I had caught sight of a farm on 
the left of the road, at some di stance from two other farms 
which were themselves close together, from which, to 
return to Combray, we need only turn down an avenueof 
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oaks bordered on one side by a series of orchard-closes 
planted at regular intervals with apple-trees which cast 
upon the ground, when they were lit by the setting sun, 
thejapanese stencil of their shadows, suddenly my heart 
would begin to pound, for I knew that in half an hour we 
should beat home, and that, as was theruleon days when 
we had taken the Guermantes way and dinner was in 
consequence served later than usual, I should be sent to 
bed as soon as I had swallowed my soup, and my mother, 
kept at table just as though there had been company to 
dinner, would notcomeupstairstosay good nightto mein 
bed. T he zonę of melancholy which I then entered was as 
distinct from the zonę in which I had been bounding with 
joy a moment before as, in certain skies, a band of pink is 
separated, as though by a linę invisibly ruled, from a band 
of green or black. You may see a bird flying across the 
pink; it draws near the border-line, touches it, enters and 
is lost upon the black. I was now so remote from the 
longings by which I had just been absorbed—to go to 
Guermantes, to travel, to live a life of happiness—that 
theirfulfilment would haveafforded meno pleasure. How 
readily would I havesacrificed them all, just to beableto 
ery all night long in M amma's arms! Quivering with 
emotion, I could not take my anguished eyes from my 
mother'sface, which would not appear thatevening in the 
bedroom where I could see myself already lying, and I 
wished only that I were lying dead. A nd this State would 
persist until the morrow, when, the rays of morning 
leaning their bars of light, likethe rungs of the gardener's 
ladder, against the wali overgrown with nasturtiums, 
which clambered up it as far as my window-sill, 1 would 
leap out of bed to run down at once into the garden, with 
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no thought of thefact that evening must return, and with 
it the hour when I must leave my mother. And so it was 
from the Guermantes way that I leamed to distinguish 
between these States which reign alternately within me, 
during certain periods, going so far as to divideeach day 
between them, the one returning to dispossess the other 
with the regularity of a fever: contiguous, and yet so 
foreign to one another, so devoid of means of 
communication, that I can no longer understand, or even 
picture to myself, in one State what I have desired or 
dreaded or accomplished in theother. 

So the Meseglise way and the Guermantes way 
remain for me linked with many of the little incidents of 
thelifewhich, of all thevarious liveswelead concurrently, 
is the most episodic, the most fuli of vicissitudes; I mean 
the life of the mind. Doubtless it progresses within us 
imperceptibly, and we had for a long time been preparing 
for the discovery of the truths which have changed its 
mean i ng and its aspect, haveopened new pathsforus; but 
that preparation was unconscious; and for us those truths 
datę only from the day, from the minutę when they 
became apparent. T he flowers which played then among 
thegrass, thewater which rippled past in thesunshine, the 
whole landscape which surrounded their apparition still 
lingers around the memory of them with its unconscious 
or unheeding countenance; and, certainly, when they were 
contemplated at length by that humble passer-by, by that 
dreaming child—asthefaceof a king is contemplated by a 
memorialist buried in the crowd—that piece of naturę, 
that corner of a garden could never supposethat it would 
bethanksto him that they would beelected to survive in 
all their most ephemeral details; and yet the scent of 
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hawthorn which flits along the hedge from which, in a 
littlewhile, the dog-roses will havebanished it, asound of 
echoless footsteps on a gravel path, a bubble formed 
against the side of a water-plant by the current of the 
stream and instantaneously bursting—all these my 
exaltation of mind has borne along with it and kept alive 
through thesuccession of theyears, whileall around them 
the paths have vanished and those who trod them, and 
even the memory of those who trod them, are dead. 
Sometimes the fragment of landscape thus transported 
into thepresent will detach itself in such isolation from all 
associations that it floats uncertainly in my mind like a 
flowering Delos, and I am unableto say from what place, 
from what time— perhaps, quite simply, from what 
dream—it comes. But it is pre-eminently as the deepest 
layer of my mental soil, asthefirm ground on which I still 
stand, that I regard the M eseglise and G uermantes ways. 
It is because I believed in things and in people while I 
walked along those paths that the things and the people 
they madeknown to mearetheonly onesthat I still take 
seriously and that still bring mejoy. W hether it is because 
the faith which creates has ceased to exist in me, or 
because reality takes shape in the memory alone, the 
flowers that people show me nowadays for the first time 
never seem to me to be true flowers. T he M eseglise way 
with its lilacs, its hawthorns, its cornflowers, its poppies, 
its apple-trees, the G uermantes way with its river fuli of 
tadpoles, itswater-liliesand its buttercups, constituted for 
me for all time the image of the landscape in which I 
should like to live, in which my principal requirementsare 
that I may go fishing, drift idly in a boat, seethe ruins of 
Gothic fortifications, and find among thecornfields—like 
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Saint-Andre-des-Champs— an old church, monumental, 
rustic, and golden as a haystack; and the cornflowers, the 
hawthorns, theapple-trees which I may still happen, when 
I travel, to encounter in the fields, because they are 
situated at the same depth, on the level of my past life, at 
once establish contact with my heart. And yet, because 
there is an element of individuality in places, if I were 
seized with a desire to revisit the Guermantes way, it 
would not be satisfied were I to be led to the banks of a 
river in which there were water-lilies as beautiful as, or 
even morę beautiful than, thosein theVivonne, any morę 
than on my return homein theevening—atthehour when 
there awakened in methat anguish which later transfers 
itself to the passion of love, and may even become its 
inseparable companion—I should have wished for a 
mother morę beautiful and morę intelligent than my own 
to come and say good night to me. N o: just as the one 
thing necessary to send me to sleep contented—in that 
untroubled peace which no mistress, in later years, has 
ever been able to give me, sińce one has doubts of them 
even at the moment when one believes in them, and never 
can possess their hearts as I used to receive, in a kiss, my 
mother's heart, whole and entire, without qualm or 
reservation, without the smallest residue of an intention 
that was not for me alone— was that it should be she who 
cameto me, that it should beher face that leaned over me, 
herfaceon which there was something below the eye that 
was apparently a blemish, and that I loved as much as all 
the rest—so what I want to see again is the G uermantes 
way as I knew it, with the farm that stood a little apart 
from thetwo neighbouring farms, huddled sideby side, at 
the entrance to the oak avenue; those meadows in which, 
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when they areburnished by thesun to theluminescenceof 
a pond, the leaves of the apple-trees are reflected; that 
whole landscape whose individuality grips me sometimes 
at night, in my dreams, with a power that is almost 
uncanny, but of which I can discover no tracę when I 
awake. 

No doubt, by virtue of having permanently and 
indissolubly united so many different impressions in my 
mind, simply because they madę me experience them at 
the same time, the M eseglise and G uermantes ways left 
me exposed, in later life, to much disillusionment and 
even to many mistakes. For often I have wished to see a 
person again without realising that it was simply because 
that person recalled to me a hedge of hawthorns in 
blossom, and I have been led to bel ieve, and to make 
someone else believe, in a renewal of affection, by what 
was no morethan an inclination to travel. But by thesame 
token, and by their persistencein thoseof my present-day 
impressions to which they can still be linked, they give 
those impressions a foundation, a depth, a dimension 
lacking from the rest. They invest them, too, with a 
charm, a significance which is for me alone. W hen, on a 
summer evening, the melodious sky growls like a tawny 
lion, and everyone is complaining of the storm, it is the 
memory of the M eseglise way that makes me stand alone 
in ecstasy, inhaling, through thenoiseof the falIing rain, 
the I i ngeri ng scent of i nvisi ble I i I acs. 

T hus would I often lieuntil morning, dreaming of the 
old days at Combray, of my melancholy and wakeful 
evenings there, of other days besides, the memory of 
which had been morę recently restored to me by the 
taste—by what would have been called at Combray the 



COM BRAY 


263 


"perfume"—of a cup of tea, and, by an association of 
memories, of a story which, many years after I had left the 
little place, had been told me of a love affair in which 
Swann had been involved before I was bom, with a 
precision of detail which it is often easier to obtain for the 
lives of people who have been dead for centuries than for 
thoseof ourown most intimatefriends, an accuracy which 
it seems as impossibleto attain asitseemed impossibleto 
speak from one town to another, before we knew of the 
contrivance by which that impossibility has been 
overcome. Ali these memories, superimposed upon one 
another, now formed a single mass, but had not so far 
coalesced that I could not discern between them— 
between my oldest, my instinctive memories, and those 
others, inspired morę recently by a taste or ''perfume," 
and finally those which were actually the memories of 
another person from whom I had acquired them at second 
hand—if not real fissures, real geological faults, at least 
that veining, that variegation of colouring, which in 
certain rocks, in certain blocks of marble, points to 
differencesof origin, age, and formation. 

It istruethat, when morning drew near, I would long 
have settled the brief uncertainty of my waking dream; I 
would know in what room I was actually lying, would 
have reconstructed it around me in the darkness, and— 
fixing my bearings by memory alone, or with the 
assistanceofafeebleglimmeroflightatthefootofwhichl 
placed the curtains and the window—would have 
reconstructed it complete and furnished, as an architect 
and an upholsterer mightdo, keeping theoriginal plan of 
the doors and Windows; would have replaced the mirrors 
and set the chest of drawers on its accustomed site. But 
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scarcely had daylight itself— and no longerthegleam from 
a last, dying ember on a brass curtain-rod which I had 
mistaken for daylight— traced acrossthedarkness, as with 
a stroke of chalk across a blackboard, its first white, 
correcting ray, than thewindow, with its curtains, would 
leavetheframeof thedoorway in which I had erroneously 
placed it, while, to make room for it, the writing-table, 
which my memory had clumsily installed where the 
window ought to be, would hurry off at fuli speed, 
thrusting before it the fireplace and sweeping aside the 
wali of the passage; a little courtyard would occupy the 
place where, a moment earlier, my dressing-room had 
lain, and the dwelling-place which I had built up for 
myself in the darkness would have gone to join all those 
other dwellings glimpsed in the Whirlpool of awakening, 
put to flight by that pale sign traced above my window- 
cu rtains by the u plifted forefi nger of dawn. 
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F o admit you to the "little nucleus,” the "little group," 
the"littleelan" at the Verdurins\ onecondition sufficed, 
but that one was indispensable: you must give tacit 
adherence to a Creed one of whose articles was that the 
young pianist whoim M me Verdurin had taken under her 
patronage that year and of whorri she said "Really, it 
oughtn't to be allowed, to play W agner as well as that!" 
licked both Plante and Rubinstein hollow, and that Dr 
Cottard was a morę brilliant diagnostician than Potain. 
Each "new reeruit" whom the Verdurins failed to 
persuade that the eveningsspent by other people, in other 
houses than theirs, were as duli as ditch-water, saw 
himself banished forthwith. W omen being in this respect 
morę rebellious than men, morę reluctant to lay aside all 
worldly curiosity and thedesireto find outforthemselves 
whether other salons might not sometimes be as 
entertaining, and the Verdurins feeling, moreover, that 
this critical spirit and this demon of frivolity might, by 
their contagion, prove fatal to the orthodoxy of the little 
church, they had been obliged to expel, oneafter another, 
all thoseof the "faithful” who wereof thefemalesex. 

A part from the doctor's young wife, they were reduced 
almost exclusively that season (for all that M me Verdurin 
herself was a thoroughly virtuous woman who came of a 
respectable middle-class family, excessively rich 
and wholly undistinguished, with which shehad gradually 
andof her own accord severed all eonnection) to a young 
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woman almost of the demi-monde, a M medeCrecy, whom 
M me Verdurin called by her Christian name, Odette, and 
pronounced a "love,” and to thepianist'saunt, who looked as 
though she had, at one period, "answered the door": ladies 
quite ignorant of society, who in their nai'vety had so easily 
been led to believe that the Princesse de Sagan and the 
D uchesse de G uermantes were obliged to pay large sums of 
money to other poor wretches in order to have anyone at thei r 
dinner-parties, that if somebody had offered to procurethem 
an invitation to thehouseof either of those noblewomen, the 
concierge and the cocotte would have contemptuously 
declined. 

The Verdurins never invited you to dinner; you had 
your "place laid" there. T herewas never any programmefor 
the evening’s entertainment. T he young pianist would play, 
but only if "the spirit moved him," for no one was forced to 
do anything, and, as M . Verdurin used to say: "W e’re all 
friends here. Liberty Hall, you know!” If the pianist 
suggested playing the Rideof theValkyries or thePreludeto 
Tristan, M meVerdurin would protest, not becausethe musie 
was displeasing to her, but, on thecontrary, because it madę 
too violent an impression on her. "T hen you want meto have 
one of my headaches? You know quite well it’s the same 
every timeheplaysthat. I know what l'm in for. Tomorrow, 
when I want to get up— nothing doing!” If he was not going 
to play they talked, and one of the friends—usually the 
painter who was in favour there that year—would "spin," as 
M . Verdurin put it, "a damned funny yarn that madę 'em all 
split with laughter," and especially M me Verdurin, who had 
such an inveterate habit of taking literałly the figurative 
descriptions of her emotions that Dr Cottard (then a 
promising young practitioner) had oncehad to reset her jaw, 
which she had dislocated from laughingtoo much. 
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Evening dress was barred, because you were all "good 
pals” and didn't want to look likethe "boring people" who 
were to be avoided likethe plague and only asked to the big 
evenings, which were given as seldom as possible and then 
only if it would amuse the painter or make the musician 
better known. T he rest of the time you were quite happy 
playing charades and having supper in fancy dress, and there 
was no need to mingle any alien ingredient with the little 
"elan." 

But as the "good pals” came to take a morę and morę 
prominent place in M me Verdurin's life, the bores, the 
outeasts, grew to includeeverybody and everything that kept 
her friends away from her, that madethem sometimes plead 
previous engagements, the mother of one, the professional 
duties of another, the "little place in the country" or the ill- 
health of athird. If Dr Cottard felt bound to leaveassoon as 
they rosefrom table, so as to go backto somepatient who was 
seriously ill, "Who knows," M me Verdurin would say, "it 
might do him far morę good if you didn't go disturbing him 
again this evening; he'll have a good night without you; 
tomorrow morning you can go round early and you'll find 
him cured." F rom the beginning of D ecember she was sick 
with anxiety at the thought that the “faithful" might "defect" 
on Christmas and New Year's Days. The pianisfs aunt 
insisted that hem ust accompany her, on thelatter, to a fam i ly 
dinnerat her mother's. 

“You don't supposeshe'11 die, your mother," exclaimed 
M meVerdurin bitterly, "if you don't havedinner with her on 
N ew Year'sDay, like people in theprovincesl" 

H er uneasiness was kindled again in H oly W eek: “N ow 
you, Doctor, you're a sensible, broad-minded man; you'll 
comeof courseon Good Friday, just like any other day?" she 
said to Cottard in the first year of the little "nucleus," in a 
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loud and confident voice, as though there could be no doubt 
of hisanswer. But shetrembled asshewaited for it, for if he 
did not comeshemightfind herself condemned to dinealone. 

"I shall comeon Good Friday—to say good-byeto you, 
for we'reoff to spend theholidays in A uvergne." 

“In Auvergne?To beeaten aliveby fleas and vermin! A 
fine lot of good that will do you!" A nd after a solemn pause: 
“If you'd only told us, wewould havetried to get up a party, 
and all gonetheretogether in comfort." 

A nd so, too, if one of the "faithful" had a friend, or one 
of the ladies a young man, who was liable, now and then, to 
makethem miss an evening, the Verdurins, who were not in 
the least afraid of a woman's having a lover, provided that she 
had him in their company, loved him in their company and 
did not prefer him to their company, would say: "Very well, 
then, bring your friend along." And he would beengaged on 
probation, to see whether he was willing to have no secrets 
from M me Verdurin, whether he was susceptible of being 
enrolled in the "little elan.” If hefailed to pass, the faithful 
one who had introduced him would betaken on oneside, and 
would betactfully assisted to break with thefriend or lover or 
mistress. But if the test proved satisfactory, the newcomer 
would in tum be numbered among the "faithful." And so 
when, that year, the demi-mondaineto\6 M . Verdurin that 
she had madę the acquaintanceof such acharming man, M . 
Swann, and hinted that he would very much like to be 
allowed to come, M . Verdurin carried the request at onceto 
his wife. (He never formed an opinion on any subject until 
she had formed hers, it being his special function to carry out 
her wishes and thoseof the “faithful" generally, which hedid 
with boundless ingenuity.) 



SWANN IN LOVE 


269 


"M y dear, M medeCrecy has something to say to you. 
She would liketo bring oneof her friends here, a M . Swann. 
W hat do you say?” 

"W hy, as if anybody could refuse anything to a little 
angel likethat. Bequiet; nooneasked youropinion. I tell you 
you'rean angel." 

“Just as you like," replied Odette, in an affected tonę, 
and then added: "You know l'm not fishing for 
complimertts." 1 

"Very well; bring yourfriend, if he's nice.” 

N ow there was nothing whatsoever in common between 
the "little nucleus" and thesociety which Swann frequented, 
and truesocialites would havethought it hardly worth while 
to occupy so exceptional a position in the fashionable world 
in order to end up with an introduction to the Verdurins. But 
Swarm was so fond of women that, once he had got to know 
morę or less all the women of the aristocracy and they had 
nothing morę to teach him, he had ceased to regard those 
naturalisation papers, almost a patent of nobility, which the 
Faubourg Saint-Germain had bestowed upon him, except as 
a sort of negotiable bond, a letter of credit with no intrinsic 
valuebut which enabled him to improviseastatusfor himself 
in some out-of-the-way place in the country, or in some 
obscurequarter of Paris, wherethegood-looking daughter of 
a local squire or town clerk had taken his fancy. For at such 
times desire, or love, would revive in him a feeling of vanity 
from which he was now quite free in his everyday life 
(although it was doubtless this feeling which had originally 
prompted him towards the career as a man of fashion in 
which he had sguandered his intellectual gifts on frivolous 


1 In English in theoriginal. Odette'sspeech ispeppered with English 
expressions. 
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amusements and madę use of his erudition in matters of art 
only to advisesociety ladies what picturesto buy and how to 
decoratetheir houses), which madehim eager to shine, in the 
eyes of any unknown beauty he had fal len for, with an 
elegance which the name Swann did not in itself imply. A nd 
he was most eager when the unknown beauty was in humble 
circumstances. Just as it is not by other men of intelligence 
that an intelligent man is afraid of being thought a fool, so it 
is not by a nobleman but by an oaf that a man of fashion is 
afraid of finding his social value underrated. T hree-quarters 
of the mental ingenuity and the mendacious boasting 
squandered ever sińce the world began by people who are 
only cheapened thereby, have been aimed at inferiors. And 
Swann, who behaved simply and casually with a duchess, 
would tremblefor fear of being despised, and would instantly 
begin to pose, when in thepresenceof ahousemaid. 

U nlike so many people who, either from lack of energy 
orelsefrom a resigned senseof theobligation laid upon them 
by theirsocial grandeurto remain moored likehouse-boatsto 
a particular point on the shore of life, abstain from the 
pleasures which are offered to them outside the worldly 
situation in which they remain confined until theday of their 
death, and are content, in the end, to describe as pleasures, 
for want of any better, those mediocre distractions, that just 
bearabletedium which it encompasses, Swann did not make 
an efforttofind attractivethewomen with whom hespent his 
time, butsoughtto spend histimewith women whom hehad 
already found attractive. And as often as not they were 
women whose beauty was of a distinctly vulgar type, for the 
physical qualities which he instinctively sought were the 
direct oppositeof those he admired in the women painted or 
sculpted by his favourite masters. Depth of character, or a 
melancholy expression, would freeze his senses, which were, 
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however, instantly aroused at thesight of healthy, abundant, 
rosy flesh. 

If on his travels he met a family whom it would have 
been morę correct for him to make no attempt to cultivate, 
but among whom heglimpsed awoman possessed of aspecial 
charm that was new to him, to remain on his "high horse” 
and to stave off the desire she had kindled in him, to 
substitute a different pleasure for the pleasure which he 
might havetasted in her company by writing to inviteoneof 
his former mistresses to come and join him, would have 
seemed to him as cowardly an abdication in thefaceof life, as 
stupid a renunciation of a new happiness as if, instead of 
visiting the country wherehewas, hehad shut himself up in 
his own rooms and looked at views of Paris. He did not 
immure himself in the edifice of his social relations, but had 
madę of them, so as to be able to set it up afresh upon new 
foundations wherever a woman might take his fancy, one of 
those collapsible tents which explorers carry about with 
them. Any part of it that was not portable or could not be 
adapted to somefresh pleasure he would havegiven away for 
nothing, however enviable it might appear to others. How 
often had his credit with aduchess, built up overtheyears by 
her desireto ingratiateherself with him without havingfound 
an opportunity to do so, been squandered in a moment by his 
calling upon her, in an indiscreetly worded message, for a 
recommendation by telegraph which would put him in touch 
at once with one of her stewards whose daughter he had 
noticed in the country, just as a starving man might barter a 
diamond for a crust of bread. I ndeed he would laugh about it 
afterwards, for there was in his naturę, redeemed by many 
rare refinements, an element of caddishness. Then he 
belonged to that classof intelligent men who haveled a lifeof 
idleness, and whoseekaconsolation and perhaps an excusein 
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the notion that their idleness offers to their intelligence 
objects as worthy of interest as any that might be offered by 
art or learning, the notion that "Life” contains situations 
morę interesting and morę romantic than all the romances 
ever written. So, at least, heaffirmed, and had no difficulty in 
persuading even the most sharp-witted of his society friends, 
notably the Baron de Charlus, whom he liked to entertain 
with accounts of the intriguing adventures that had befallen 
him, such as when he had met a woman in a train and taken 
herhomewith him, beforediscovering that she wasthesister 
of a reigning monarch in whose hands were gathered at that 
moment all thethreads of European politics, of which Swann 
was thus kept informed in the most delightful fashion, or 
when, by the complex play of circumstances, it depended 
upon the choice which this conclave was about to make 
whether he might or might not become the lover of 
somebody'scook. 

It was not only the brilliant phalanx of virtuous 
dowagers, generalsand academicianswith whom hewasmost 
intimately associated that Swann so cynically compelled to 
serve him as panders. All his friends were accustomed to 
receive, from timeto time, letters calling on them for a word 
of recommendation or introduction, with a diplomatic 
adroitness which, persisting throughout all his successive 
love affairs and varying pretexts, revealed, morę glaringly 
than theclumsiest indiscretion, a permanent disposition and 
an identical quest. I used often to betold, many years later, 
when I began to take an interest in his character because of 
thesimilarities which, in wholly different respects, it offered 
to my own, how, when he used to write to my grandfather 
(who had not yet become my grandfather, for it was about the 
time of my birth that Swann's great love affair began, and it 
madę a long interruption in his amatory practices), the latter, 
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recognising his friend's handwriting on theenvelope, would 
exclaim: "Here's Swann asking for something. On guard!" 
And, either from distrust or from the unconscious spirit of 
devilry which urges us to offer a thing only to those who do 
not want it, my grandparents would offer a blunt refusal to 
the most easily satisfied of his requests, as when he begged 
them to introduce him to a girl who dined with them every 
Sunday, and whom they were obliged, whenever Swann 
mentioned her, to pretend that they no longer saw, although 
they would be wondering all through the week whom they 
could invite with her, and often ended up with no one, sooner 
than get in touch with the man who would so gladly have 
accepted. 

Occasionally a coupleof my grandparents' acquaintance, 
who had been complaining for sometimethat they no longer 
saw Swann, would announcewith satisfaction, and perhaps 
with a slight inclination to make my grandparents envious of 
them, that he had suddenly become as charming as he could 
possibly be, and was never out of their house. My 
grandfather would not want to shatter their pleasant illusion, 
but would look at my grandmother as he hummed the air of: 

W hat is this mystery? 

I can understand nothing of it, 

orof: 

F ugitivevision ... 

orof: 

In matters such as this 

I t's better to closeone'seyes. 
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A few months later, if my grandfather asked Swanrfs 
new friend: "W hat about Swann? Doyou still seeas much of 
him asever?" theother'sfacewould fali: "Never mention his 
nameto meagain!” 

"But I thoughtyou weresuch friends.. 

H ehad been intimatein thisway forseveral months with 
some cousins of my grandmother, dining almost every 
evening at their house. Suddenly, and without any warning, 
he ceased to appear. They supposed him to be ill, and the 
lady of the house was about to send to inquire for him when 
shefound in the pantry a letter in his hand, which her cook 
had left by accident in the housekeeping book. In this he 
announced that hewas leaving Paris and would not beableto 
cometo the house again. T hecook had been hismistress, and 
on breaking off relations she was the only member of the 
household whom he had thought it necessary to inform. 

But when his mistress of the moment was a woman of 
rank, or at least one whose birth was not so lowly nor her 
position so irregular that he was unable to arrange for her 
reception in “sodety," then for her sake he would return toit, 
but only to the particular orbit in which she moved or into 
which he had drawn her, "No good depending on Swann for 
this evening,” people would say. "Don't you remember, it's 
his American's night at the Opera?” He would secure 
invitations for her to the most exclusive salons, to those 
houses wherehehimself went regularly for weekly dinnersor 
for poker; every evening, after a slight wave imparted to his 
stiff red hair had tempered with acertain softnesstheardour 
of his bold green eyes, he would select a flower for his 
buttonhole and set out to meet his mistress at the house of 
oneor other of the women of his circle; and then, thinking of 
theaffection and admiration which thefashionablepeople, by 
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whom he was so highly sought-after and whom he would 
meet again there, would lavish on him in the presence of the 
woman heloved, he would find afresh charm in that worldly 
existence which had begun to pall, but whose substance, 
pervaded and warmly coloured by thebright flamethat now 
flickered in its midst, seemed to him beautiful and raresińce 
hehad incorporated in it a new love. 

But, whereas each of these liaisons, or each of these 
flirtations, had been the realisation, moreor less complete, of 
adream bom of the sightof a face ora body which Swann had 
spontaneously, without effort on his part, found attractive, on 
the contrary when, one evening at the theatre, he was 
introduced to O dette de C recy by an old friend of his, who 
had spoken of her as a ravishing creature with whom he 
might possibly cometo an understanding, but had madę her 
out to be harder of conquest than sheactually was in order to 
appear to havedone him a bigger favour by the introduction, 
she had struck Swann not, certainly, as being devoid of 
beauty, but as endowed with a kind of beauty which left him 
indifferent, which aroused in him no desire, which gavehim, 
indeed, asortof physical repulsion, asoneof thosewomen of 
whom all of uscan citeexamples, differentfor each of us, who 
are the converse of the type which our senses demand. H er 
profile was too sharp, her skin too delicate, her cheek-bones 
were too prominent, her features too tightly drawn, to be 
attractive to him. H er eyes were beautiful, but so large they 
seemed to droop beneath their own weight, strained the rest 
of her face and always madę her appear unwell or in a bad 
mood. Some time after this introduction at the theatre she 
had written to ask Swann whether she might see his 
collections, which would very much interest her, "an ignorant 
woman with a tastefor beautiful things,” adding that shefelt 
she would know him better when once she had seen him in 
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his" home," 2 whereshe imagined him to be "so comfortable 
with his tea and his books,” though she had to admit that she 
was surprised that he should live in a neighbourhood which 
must beso depressing, and was "not nearly smart enough for 
such a very smart man." And when he allowed her to coime 
she had said to him as she left how sorry she was to have 
stayed so short atimein a houseinto which she was so glad to 
havefound her way at last, speaking of him as though he had 
meant something morę to her than the rest of the peopleshe 
knew, and appearing to establish between their two selves a 
kind of romantic bond which had madę him smile. But atthe 
time of life, tinged already with disenchantment, which 
Swann was approaching, when a man can content himself 
with being in love for the pleasure of loving without 
expecting too much in return, this mutual sympathy, if it is 
no longer as in early youth the goal towards which love 
inevitably tends, is nevertheless bound to it by so strong an 
association of ideasthat it may well becomethecauseof love 
if it manifestsitself first. In hisyoungerdaysaman dreamsof 
possessing the heart of the woman whom he loves; later, the 
feeling that he possesses a woman's heart may be enough to 
make him fali in love with her. And so, at an age when it 
would appear— sińceoneseeks in lovebeforeeverything else 
a subjective pleasure—that the taste for a woman's beauty 
must play the largest part in it, love may come into being, 
love of the most physical kind, without any foundation in 
desire. At this time of life one has already been wounded 
morę than once by the darts of love; it no longer evolves by 
itself, obeying its own incomprehensible and fatal laws, 
beforeour passiveand astonished hearts. W e come to its aid, 
wefalsify it by memory and by suggestion. Recognising one 


2 "H orne" isin English in theoriginal, asis"smart". 
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of its symptoms, we remem ber and re-create the rest. Since 
we know its song, which is engraved on our hearts in its 
entirety, there is no need for a woman to repeat the opening 
strains—filled with the admiration which beauty inspires— 
for us to remember what follows. And if she begins in the 
middle—where hearts arejoined and where it sings of our 
existing, henceforward, for one another only—we are well 
enough attuned to that musie to be able to take it up and 
fol Iow our partner without hesitation at the appropriate 
passage. 

Odette de Crecy came again to see Swann; her visits 
grew morę frequent, and doubtless each visit revived the 
sense of disappointment which he felt at the sight of a face 
whose details he had somewhat forgotten in the interval, not 
remembering it as either so expressive or, in spite of her 
youth, so faded; he used to regret, while she was talking to 
him, that her really considerable beauty was not of the kind 
which he spontaneously admired. It must be remarked that 
Odette's face appeared thinner and sharper than it actually 
was, because the forehead and the upper part of the cheeks, 
that smooth and almost piane surface, were covered by the 
masses of hair which women wore at that period drawn 
forward in a fringe, raised in crimped waves and fal ling in 
stray loeks over theears; whileasfor her figurę— and shewas 
admirably built—it was impossibleto makeout its continuity 
(on accountof thefashion then prevaiIing, and in spite of her 
being one of the best-dressed women in Paris) so much did 
thecorsage, jutting out asthough over an imaginary stornach 
and ending in a sharp point, beneath which bulged out the 
balloon of her double skirts, give a woman the appearance of 
being composed of different sections badly fitted together; to 
such an extent did the frills, theflounces, the inner bodice 
fol Iow guite independently, according to the whim of their 
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designer or the consistency of their materiał, the linę which 
led them to the bows, the festoons of lace, the fringes of 
dangling jet beads, or carried them along the busk, but 
nowhere attached themselves to the living creature, who, 
according as the architecture of these fripperies drew them 
towards or away from her own, found herself either strait- 
laced to suffocation orelsecompletely buried. 

But, after Odettehad left him, Swann would think with a 
smileof her telling how thetime would drag until heallowed 
her to comeagain; he remembered theanxious, timid way in 
which shehad oncebegged him that it might not betoo long, 
and the way she had gazed at him then, with a look of shy 
entreaty which gaveher atouching air beneath thebunchesof 
artificial pansies fastened in the front of her round bonnet of 
whitestraw, tied with a ribbon of black velvet. "And won't 
you,” she had ventured, "comejust once and havetea with 
me?” He had pleaded pressureof work, an essay—which, in 
real ity, he had abandoned years ago— on V ermeer of D elft." I 
know that l'm quite useless," she had replied, "a pitiful 
creature like me beside a learned great man likeyou. I should 
belikethefrog in thefable! And yet I should so much like to 
learn, to know things, to beinitiated. W hatfun it would beto 
become a regular bookworm, to bury my nose in a lot of old 
papers!” she had added, with the self-satisfied air which an 
elegant woman adopts when she insists that her onedesireis 
to undertake, withoutfear of soiling herfingers, somegrubby 
task, such as cooking the dinner, "really getting down to it" 
herself. “Y ou'll only laugh at me, but this painter who stops 
you from seeing me” (she meant Vermeer), Tve never even 
heard of him; is he alive still? Can I see any of his things in 
Paris, so as to havesome idea of what's going on behind that 
great brow which works so hard, that head which I feel surę is 
always puzzling away about things; to be ableto say T here, 
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that'swhat he'sthinking about!' W hat ajoy it would beto be 
ableto help you with your work." 

He had excused himself on the grounds of his fear of 
forming new friendships, which he gallantly described as his 
fear of being madę unhappy. “You're afraid of affection? 
How odd that is, when I go about seeking nothing else, and 
would givemy soul tofind it!" shehad said, so naturally and 
with such an air of conviction that he had been genuinely 
touched. “Somewoman must have madę you suffer. And you 
think that the rest areałI likeher. Shecan't have understood 
you: you'resuch an exceptional person. That's what I liked 
about you from the start; I felt that you weren't like 
everybody else." 

“And then, besides, you too," he had said to her, "I 
know what women are; you must havea wholeheap of things 
to do, and never any timeto spare." 

"I? W hy, I never have anything to do. I'm always free, 
and I always will be free if you want me. At whatever hourof 
the day or night it may suit you to see me, just send for me, 
and I shall beonly too delighted to come. Will you do that? 
Doyou know what would benice—if I wereto introduceyou 
to M me Verdurin, where I go every evening. J ust fancy our 
meeting there, and my thinking that it was a littlefor my sake 
that you had come." 

And doubtless, in thus remembering their 
conversations, in thinking about her thus when hewas alone, 
he was simply turning over her image among those of 
countless other women in his romantic day-dreams; but if, 
thanks to some accidental circumstance (or even perhaps 
without that assistance, for the circumstance which presents 
itself at the moment when a mental State, hitherto latent, 
makes itself felt, may well have had no influence whatsoever 
upon that State), the image of Odette de Crecy came to 
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absorb the whole of these day-dreams, if the memory of her 
could no longer be eliminated from them, then her bodily 
imperfections would no longer be of theleast importance, nor 
would the conformity of her body, morę or less than any 
other, to the requirements of Swann's taste, sińce, having 
become the body of the woman he loved, it must henceforth 
betheonly onecapableof causing him joy or anguish. 

It so happened that my grandfather had known—which 
was morę than could be said of any of their actual 
acquaintance—the family of these Verdurins. But he had 
entirely severed hisconnexion with the"young Verdurin," as 
hecalled him, considering him morę or less to havefallen— 
though without losing hołd of his millions—among the riff- 
raff of Bohemia. One day he received a letter from Swann 
asking whether hecould put him in touch with theVerdurins: 
"O n guard! on guard!” my grandfather exclaimed as he read 
it, 'Tm not at all surprised; Swann was bound to finish up 
like this. A nice lot of people! I cannot do what he asks, 
because in thefirst place I no longer know the gentleman in 
question. Besides, there must be a woman in it somewhere, 
and I neverget mixed up in such matters. Ah, well, weshall 
see some fun if Swann begins running after the young 
Verdurins." 

A nd on my grandfather's refusal to act as sponsor, it was 
Odetteherself who had taken Swann tothehouse. 

TheVerdurins had had dining with them, on the day 
when Swann madę his first appearance, Dr and M me 
Cottard, the young pianist and his aunt, and the painter then 
in favour, and these werejoined, in thecourseof theevening, 
by afew moreof the"faithful." 

D r Cottard was never quite certain of the tonę in which 
he ought to reply to any observation, or whether the speaker 
was jesting or in earnest. And so by way of precaution he 
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would embelIish all his facial expressions with the offer of a 
conditional, a provisional smile whose expectant subtlety 
would exoneratehim from thechargeof being asimpleton, if 
the remark addressed to him should tum out to have been 
facetious. But as he must also be prepared to face the 
alternative, he dared not allow this smile to assert itself 
positively on his features, and you would see there a 
perpetually flickering uncertainty, in which could be 
deciphered thequestion that henever dared to ask: "Do you 
really mean that?” H e was no morę confident of the manner 
in which heoughtto conduct himself in the Street, or indeed 
in life generałly, than he was in a drawing-room; and he 
might be seen greeting passers-by, carriages, and anything 
that occurred with a knowing smile which absolved his 
subsequent behaviour of all impropriety, sińce it proved, if it 
should tum out unsuited to the occasion, that he was well 
awareof that, and that if hehad assumed a smile, the jest was 
asecretof hisown. 

On all those points, however, where a plain question 
appeared to him to be permissible, the doctor was unsparing 
in his endeavours to cultivate the wilderness of his ignorance 
and uncertainty and to perfect hiseducation. 

So it was that, following the advice given him by a wise 
mother on his first coming up to the Capital from his 
provincial home, he would never let pass either a figurę of 
speech or a proper name that was new to him without an 
effort to securethefullest information upon it. 

As regards figures of speech, he was insatiable in his 
thirst for knowledge, for, often imagining them to have a 
morę definite meaning than was actually the case, he would 
want to know what exactly was meant by those which he most 
frequently heard used: "devilish pretty,” "blue blood," 
"living itup," "theday of reckoning," "theglass of fashion," 
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"to giveafreehand," "to beabsolutely floored,” andsoforth; 
and in what particular circumstances he himself might make 
useof them in conversation. Failing these, hewould adorn it 
with puns and other plays on words which he had learned by 
rotę. As for unfamiIiar names which were uttered in his 
hearing, he used merely to repeat them in a questioning tonę, 
which hethought would sufficeto procurehim explanations 
for which hewould notostensibly beseeking. 

Since he was completely lacking in thecritical faculty on 
which he prided himself in everything, the refinement of 
good breeding which consists in assuring someonewhom you 
areobliging, without expecting to bebelieved, that it is really 
you who areobliged to him, waswasted on Cottard, whotook 
everything heheard in its literał sense. Blind though shewas 
to hisfaults, M meVerdurin was genuinely irritated, though 
shecontinued to regard him as brilliantly clever, when, after 
she had invited him to see and hear Sarah Bernhardt from a 
stage box, and had said politely: “lt's so good of you to have 
come, Doctor, especially as l'm surę you must often have 
heard Sarah Bernhardt; and besides, l'm afraid we're rather 
too near the stage," the doctor, who had come into the box 
with asmilewhich waited beforeaffirming itself or vanishing 
from his face until some authoritative person should 
enlighten him as to the merits of the spectacle, replied: “T o 
be surę, we'refar too near the stage, and one is beginning to 
get sick of Sarah Bernhardt. But you expressed a wish that I 
should come. And your wish is my command. I'm only too 
glad to be able to do you this little service. W hat would one 
not do to please you, you are so kind." And he went on, 
“Sarah Bernhardt—she's what they cali the Golden Voice, 
isn't she? T hey say she sets the house on fire. T hat's an odd 
expression, isn't it?" in the hope of an enlightening 
commentary which, however, was notforthcoming. 
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"D 'you know,” M meVerdurin had said to her husband, 
"I believe we'reon the wrong tack when we belittle what we 
giveto the Doctor. H e's a scholar who lives in a world of his 
own; he has no idea what things are worth, and he accepts 
everything that wesay as gospel." 

“I never dared to mention it," M . Verdurin had 
answered, "but l'venoticed the same thing myself.” And on 
thefollowing N ew Year's D ay, instead of sending D r Cottard 
aruby thatcostthreethousand francs and pretending it was a 
meretrifle, M . Verdurin bought an artificial stonefor three 
hundred, and let it be understood that it was something 
almost i mpossi ble to match. 

W hen M me Verdurin had announced that they wereto 
see M . Swann that evening, "Swann!" the doctor had 
exclaimed in a tonę rendered brutal by his astonishment, for 
the smallest piece of news would always take him utterly 
unawaresthough heimagined himselfto beprepared forany 
eventuality. And seeing that no one answered him, "Swann! 
W ho on earth is Swann?” he shouted, in a frenzy of anxiety 
which subsided as soon as M me Verdurin had explained, 
"W hy, thefriend Odettetold usabout." 

“Ah, good, good; that's all right, then," answered the 
doctor, atoncemollified. Asforthepainter, hewasoverjoyed 
at the prospect of Swann's appearing at the Verdurins', 
because he supposed him to be in love with O dette, and was 
always ready to encourage amorous liaisons. "Nothing 
amuses me morę than match-making," he confided to 
Cottard. Tve brought off quite a few, even between 
women!" 

In telling the Verdurins that Swann was extremely 
“smart," O dette had alarmed them with the prospect of 
another "borę.” When he arrived, however, he madę an 
excellent impression, an indirect causeof which, though they 
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did not know it, was hisfamiliarity with the best society. H e 
had, indeed, oneof theadvantageswhich men who havelived 
and moved in society enjoy over those, however intelligent, 
who have not, namely that they no longer see it transfigured 
by the longing or repulsion which it inspires, but regard it as 
of no importance. T heir good naturę, freed from all taint of 
snobbishness and from the fear of seeming too friendly, 
grown independent, in fact, has the ease, the grace of 
movement of a trained gymnast each of whose supple limbs 
will carry out precisely what is required without any clumsy 
participation by the rest of his body. The simple and 
elementary gestures of a man of the world as he courteously 
holds out his hand to the unknown youth who is introduced 
to him, or bows discreetly to the ambassador to whom he is 
introduced, had gradually pervaded the whole of Swann's 
social deportment without his being consciousof it, so that in 
thecompany of peoplefrom a lower social sphere, such as the 
Verdurins and their friends, he displayed an instinctive 
alacrity, madę amiable overtures, from which in their view a 
''borę" would have refrained. He showed a momentary 
coldnessonly on meeting DrCottard; for, seeing him winkat 
him with an ambiguous smile, beforethey had yetspoken to 
oneanother (a grimacewhich Cottard styled "waitand see”), 
Swann supposed that the doctor recognised him from having 
met him already, probably in some haunt of pleasure, though 
these he himself very rarely visited, never having Iived a life 
of debauchery. Regard i ng such an allusion as in bad taste, 
especially in front of Odette, whose opinion of himself it 
might easily alter fortheworse, Swann assumed his most icy 
manner. But when he leamed that a lady standing near him 
was M me Cottard, he decided that so young a husband 
would not deliberately have hinted at amusements of that 
order in his wife's presence, and so ceased to interpret the 
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doctor's expression in the sense which he had at first 
suspected. The painter at once invited Swann to visit his 
studio with Odette; Swann thought him very civiI. "Perhaps 
you will be morę highly favoured than I have been,” said 
M meVerdurin in atoneof mock resentment,"perhapsyou'll 
be allowed to see Cottard's portrait" (which she had 
commissioned from the painter). "T akecare, M aster Biche," 
she reminded the painter, whom it was a time-honoured 
pleasantry to address as "M aster,” “to catch that nice look in 
his eyes, that witty little twinkle. You know what I want to 
have most of all is his smile; that's what l've asked you to 
paint—the portrait of his smile.” And si nce the ph rasę struck 
her as noteworthy, she repeated it very loud, so as to make 
surę that as many as possibleof her guestsshould hear it, and 
even madę useof some vague pretext to draw thecirclecloser 
beforesheuttered itagain. Swann beggedto beintroduced to 
everyone, even to an old friend of the Verdurins called 
Saniette, whoseshyness, simplicity and good-naturę had lost 
him most of the consideration he had earned for his skill in 
palaeography, his large fortunę, and the di Stingu i shed family 
to which hebelonged. W hen hespoke, his wordscameout in 
a burble which was delightful to hear becauseonefelt that it 
indicated not so much a defect of speech as a quality of the 
soul, as it wereasurvival from theageof innocence which he 
had neverwholly outgrown. All theconsonantswhich hewas 
unable to pronounce seemed like harsh utterances of which 
his gentle lips were incapable. I n asking to be introduced to 
M . Saniette, Swann gave M me Verdurin the impression of 
reversing roles(so much so that shereplied, with emphasison 
thedistinction: "M . Swann, pray allow meto introduceour 
friend Saniette to you”) but aroused in Saniette himself a 
warmth of devotion, which, however, the Verdurins never 
disclosed to Swann, sińce Saniette rather irritated them, and 
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they did notfeel inclined to providehim with friends. On the 
other hand theVerdurinswereextremely touched by Swann's 
next request, for hefelt that he must ask to meet thepianist's 
aunt. She wore a black dress, as was her invariable custom, 
for shebelieved thatawoman alwayslooked well in black and 
that nothing could be morę distinguished; but her face was 
exceedingly red, as it always was for sometime after a meal. 
She bowed to Swann with deference, but drew herself up 
again with great dignity. Asshewasentirely uneducated, and 
was afraid of making mistakes in grammar and 
pronunciation, she used purposely to speak in an indistinct 
and garbling manner, thinking that if she should make a slip 
it would beso buried in the surrounding confusion that no 
one could becertain whether she had actually madę it or not; 
with the result that her talk was a sort of continuous, blurred 
expectoration, out of which would emerge, at rare intervals, 
the few sounds and syllables of which she felt surę. Swann 
supposed himself entitled to poke a little mild fun at her in 
conversation with M . Verdurin, who, however, was rather 
putout. 

"She's such an excellent woman!" he rejoined. "I grant 
you that she's not exactly brilliant; but I assureyou that she 
can bemostagreeablewhen you chatwith heralone." 

'Tm surę she can," Swann hastened to concede. "Ali I 
meant was that she hardly struck me as 'distinguished,'" he 
went on, isolating theepithet in the inverted commas of his 
tonę, "and that, on thewhole, issomething of acompliment." 

"For instance,” said M. Verdurin, "now this will 
surprise you: she writes quite delightfully. You've never 
heard her nephew play? It's admirable, eh, Doctor? W ould 
you likemeto ask him to play something, M . Swann?” 

"W hy, it would be a joy . . Swann was beginning to 
reply, when the doctor broke i n derisi vely. H avingonce heard 
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it said, and never having forgotten, that in generał 
conversation over-emphasis and the use of formal 
expressions were out of datę, whenever he heard a solemn 
word used seriously, astheword "joy" had just been used by 
Swann, hefelt that the speaker had been guilty of pomposity. 
And if, moreover, the word in question happened to occur 
also in what he cal led an old "tag," however common it might 
still be in current usage, the doctor jumped to theconclusion 
that the remark which was about to be madę was ridiculous, 
and completed it ironically with the cliche he assumed the 
speaker was about to perpetrate, although in reality it had 
neverentered hismind. 

"A joy for ever!” heexclaimed mischievously, throwing 
up hisarmsin agrandiloquentgesture. 

M . Verdurin could not help laughing. 

"W hat are all thosegood people laughing at over there? 
There's no sign of brooding melancholy down in your 
corner,” shouted M meVerdurin. "You don't suppose I find 
it very amusing to bestuck up here by myself on thestool of 
repentance," she went on with mock peevishness, in a 
babyish toneof voice. 

M me Verdurin was seated on a high Swedish chair of 
waxed pinewood, which a violinist from that country had 
given her, and which shekept in her drawing-room although 
in appearance it suggested a work-stand and clashed with the 
really good antiquefurniture which she had besides; but she 
madę a point of keeping on view the presents which her 
"faithful" were in the habit of making her from timeto time, 
so that the donors might have the pleasure of seeing them 
there when they came to the house. She tried to persuade 
them to confine their tributes to flowers and sweets, which 
had at least the merit of mortality; but she never succeeded, 
and the house was gradually filled with a collection of foot- 
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warmers, cushions, clocks, screens, barometers and vases, a 
constant repetition and a boundless incongruity of useless but 
indestructible obj ects. 

From this lofty perch she would take a spirited part in 
theconversation of the"faithful," and would revel in all their 
"drollery"; but, sińce the accident to her jaw, she had 
abandoned theeffort involved in wholehearted laughter, and 
had substituted a kind of symbolical dumb-show which 
signified, without endangering or fatiguing her in any way, 
that she was "splitting her sides.” At the least witticism 
aimed by a member of the circle against a borę or against a 
former member who was now relegated to the limbo of 
bores—and to the utter despair of M . Verdurin, who had 
always madę out that he was just as affable as his wife, but 
who, sińce his laughter was the "real thing," was out of 
breath in a moment and so was overtaken and vanquished by 
her device of a feigned but continuous hilarity—she would 
utter a shrill ery, shut tight her little bird-like eyes, which 
werebeginningto beclouded over by acataract, and quickly, 
asthough shehad onlyjusttimeto avoid someindecentsight 
or to parry a mortal blow, burying her face in her hands, 
which completely engulfed it and hid it from view, would 
appear to be struggling to suppress, to annihilate, a laugh 
which, had shesuccumbed to it, must inevitably haveleft her 
inanimate. So, stupefied with the gaiety of the "faithful," 
drunk with good-fellowship, scandal and asseveration, M me 
Verdurin, perched on her high seat like a cage-bird whose 
biscuit has been steeped in mulled winę, would sit aloft and 
sob with affability. 

Meanwhile M. Verdurin, after first asking Swann's 
permission to light his pipę ("No ceremony here, you 
understand; we're all pals!”), went and asked the young 
musician to sit down at the piano. 
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"Leavehinn alone; don't bother him; hehasn'tconnehere 
to be tormented," cried M me Verdurin. "I won't have him 
tormented." 

"But why on earth should it bother him?” rejoined M . 
Verdurin. 'Tm surę M . Swann has never heard thesonata in 
F sharp which we discovered. He's going to play us the 
pianofortearrangement." 

"No, no, no, not my sonata!" she screamed, "I don't 
want to be madę to ery until I get a cold in the head, and 
neuralgia all down my face, likelast time, T hanks very much, 

I don't intend to repeat that performance. Y ou're all so very 
kind and considerate, it's easy to see that nonę of you will 
haveto stay in bed for a week." 

This little scene, which was re-enacted as often as the 
young pianist sat down to play, never failed to delight her 
friends as much as if they were witnessi ng it for the fi rst ti me, 
as a proof of theseductiveoriginality ofthe"M istress” and of 
the acute sensitiveness of her musical ear. T hose nearest to 
herwould attracttheattention of therest, who were smoking 
or playingcardsattheotherend of theroom, by their cries of 
"Hear, hear!” which, as in Parliamentary debates, showed 
that something worth listening to was being said. And next 
day they would commiserate with those who had been 
prevented from coming that evening, assuring them that the 
scene had been even moreamusingthan usual. 

"W ell, all right, then," said M . Verdurin, "hecan play 
justtheandante.” 

"Just the andante! That really is a bit rich!" cried his 
wife. “As if it weren't precisely the andante that breaks every 
bonę in my body. T he M aster is really too priceless! J ust as 
though, in the N inth, he said 'we'll just hear the finale,' or 
'j ust the overture' of the M astersingers." 
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The doctor, however, urged M me Verdurin to let the 
pianist play, not becausehesupposed herto befeigning when 
she spoke of the distressing effects that musie always had 
upon her—for herecognised certain neurasthenic symptoms 
therein— but from the habit, common to many doctors, of at 
once reiaxing the strict letter of a prescription as soon as it 
jeopardisessomethingthey regard as moreimportant, such as 
the success of a social gathering at which they are present, 
and of which the patient whom they urge for once to forget 
hisdyspepsiaor hisflu isoneof theessential ingredients. 

"You won't be iii this time, you'11 find," he told her, 
seeking at the same time to influence her with a hypnotic 
stare. "And if you are i 11, we'll look afteryou.” 

"W ill you really?” M meVerdurin spoke as though, with 
so great a favour in storę for her, there was nothing for it but 
to capitulate. Perhaps, too, by dint of saying that she was 
going to be ill, she had worked herself into a State in which 
she occasionally forgot that it was all a fabrication and 
adopted theattitudeof agenuineinvalid. And it may often be 
remarked that invalids, weary of having to make the 
infrequency of their attacks depend on their own prudence, 
like to persuade themselves that they can do everything that 
they enjoy, and that does them harm, with impunity, 
provided that they place themselves in the hands of a higher 
authority who, without putting them to the least 
inconvenience, can and will, by uttering a word or by 
administering a pili, set them once again on theirfeet. 

O dette had gone to sit on a tapestry-covered settee near 
the piano, saying to M me Verdurin, "I have my own little 
corner, haven't I?” 

And M meVerdurin, seeingSwann by himself on achair, 
madę him get up: "You're not at all comfortable there. Go 
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along and sit by Odette. You can make room for M . Swann 
there, can't you, O dette?" 

"W hat charming Beauvais!” said Swann politely, 
stoppingto admirethesetteebeforehesatdown on it. 

"Ah! I'm glad you appreciate my settee,” replied M me 
Verdurin, "and I wam you that if you expect ever to see 
another like it you may as well abandon the idea at once. 
They've never madę anything else like it. And these little 
chairs, too, are perfect marvels, You can look at them in a 
moment. The emblems in each of the bronze mouldings 
correspond to the subject of the tapestry on the chair; you 
know, you'll havea great deal to enjoy if you want to look at 
them—I can promiseyou a delightful time, I assureyou. J ust 
look at the little friezes round the edges; here, look, the little 
vine on a red background in this one, the Bear and the 
Grapes. Isn't it well drawn? W hat do you say? I think they 
knew a thing or two about drawing! Doesn't it make your 
mouth water, that vine? M y husband makes out that I 'm not 
fond of fruit, becausel eat less of them than hedoes. But not 
a bit of it, I 'm greedier than any of you, but I have no need to 
fili my mouth with them when I can feed on them with my 
eyes. W hat are you all laughing at now, pray? A sk the doctor; 
he'11 tell you that those grapes act on me like a regular purge. 
Some people go to Fontainebleau for cures; I take my own 
little Beauvais cure here. But, M . Swann, you mustn't run 
away without feeling the little bronze mouldings on the 
backs. Isn't itan exquisite patina? N o, no, you mustfeel them 
properly, with your wholehand!" 

"If M me Verdurin is going to start fingering her 
bronzes," said thepainter, "weshan'tgetany musie tonight." 

"Be q u i et, you wretch! And yet we poor women," she 
went on, turningtowards Swann, "areforbidden pleasuresfar 
less voluptuous than this. T here is no flesh in the world to 
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compare with it. Nonę. W hen M. Verdurin did me the 
honour of being madly jealous . . . Come, you might at least 
be poiite— don't say that you've never been jealous!” 

"But, my dear, I'vesaid absolutely nothing. Look here, 
Doctor, I cali you asa witness. D id I utteraword?” 

Swann had begun, out of politeness, to finger the 
bronzes, and did not liketo stop. 

"Come along; you can caress them later. Now it's you 
who are going to be caressed, caressed aurally. You'll like 
that, I think. Here's the young gentleman who will take 
charge of that." 

After the pianist had played, Swann was even morę 
affabletowards him than towardsany of theother guests, for 
thefollowing reason: 

The year before, at an evening party, he had heard a 
piece of musie played on the piano and violin. Atfirst hehad 
appreciated only the materiał quality of the sounds which 
those instruments secreted. A nd it had been a sourceof keen 
pleasure when, below the delicate linę of the violin-part, 
slender but robust, compact and commanding, he had 
suddenly become aware of the mass of the piano-part 
beginning to emerge in a sort of liquid rippling of sound, 
multiform but indivisible, smooth yet restless, like the deep 
bluetumultof thesea, silvered and charmed into a minor key 
by the moonlight. But then at a certain moment, without 
being ableto distinguish any elear outline, or to give a name 
to what was pleasing him, suddenly enraptured, he had tried 
to grasp the phrase or harmony— he did not know which— 
that had just been played and that had opened and expanded 
his soul, as the fragrance of certain roses, wafted upon the 
moist air of evening, has the power of dilating one's nostrils. 
Perhaps it was owing to his ignorance of musie that he had 
received so confused an impression, one of those that are 
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nonęthe less theonly purely musical impressions, limited in 
their extent, entirely original, and irreducible to any other 
kind. An impression of this order, vanishing in an instant, is, 
so to speak, sine materia. D oubtless the notes which we hear 
at such moments tend, according to their pitch and volume, 
to spread out before our eyes over surfaces of varying 
dimensions, to tracę arabesques, to give us the sensation of 
breadth or tenuity, stability or caprice. But the notes 
themselves have vanished before these sensations have 
developed sufficiently to escape submersion under those 
which the succeeding or even simultaneous notes have 
already begun to awaken in us. And this impression would 
continueto envelop in its liquidity, its ceaseless overlapping, 
the motifs which from time to time emerge, barely 
discernible, to plunge again and disappear and drown, 
recognised only by theparticular kind of pleasure which they 
instil, impossible to describe, to recollect, to name, 
ineffable— did not our memory, like a labourer who toils at 
the laying down of firm foundations beneath the tumult of 
the waves, by fashioning for us facsimiles of those fugitive 
phrases, enable us to compare and to contrast them with 
those that fol Iow. A nd so, scarcely had the exquisite sensation 
which Swann had experienced died away, before his memory 
had furnished him with an immediatetranscript, sketchy, it is 
true, and provisional, which he had been able to glance at 
while the piece continued, so that, when the same impression 
suddenly returned, it was no longer impossible to grasp. He 
could picture to himself its extent, its symmetrical 
arrangement, itsnotation, its expressive value; hehad before 
him something that was no longer pure musie, but rather 
design, architecture, thought, and which allowed the actual 
musie to be recalled. T his time he had distinguished quite 
clearly a phrase which emerged for a few moments above the 
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waves of sound. It had at once suggested to him a world of 
inexpressible delights, of whose existence, before hearing it, 
he had never dreamed, into which he felt that nothing else 
could initiate him; and hehad been filled with lovefor it, as 
with a new and strange desire. 

W ith a slow and rhythmical movement it led him first 
this way, then that, towards a State of happiness that was 
noble, unintelligible, and yet precise. And then suddenly, 
having reached a certain point from which he was preparing 
to fol Iow it, after a momentary pause, abruptly it changed 
direction, and in a fresh movement, morę rapid, fragile, 
melancholy, incessant, sweet, it borę him off with it towards 
new vistas. Then it vanished. He hoped, with a passionate 
longing, that he might find it again, a third time. And 
reappear it did, though without speaking to him moreclearly, 
bringing him, indeed, a pleasure less profound. But when he 
returned home he felt the need of it: he was like a man into 
whose Iife a woman he has seen for a moment passing by has 
brought the image of a new beauty which deepens his own 
sensibility, although he does not even know her name or 
whether hewill everseeheragain. 

I ndeed this passion for a phrase of musie seemed, for a 
time, to open up before Swann the possibility of a sort of 
ręjuvenation. H ehad so long ceased to direct his lifetowards 
any ideał goal, confining himself to the pursuit of ephemeral 
satisfactions, that he had come to believe, without ever 
admitting it to himself in so many words, that he would 
remain in that condition for the rest of his days. M ore than 
this, sińce his mind no longer entertained any lofty ideas, he 
had ceased to believein (although hecould not haveexpressly 
denied) their reality. Thus he had grown into the habit of 
taking refuge in trivial considerations, which enabled him to 
disregard matters of fundamental importance. Just as he 
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never stopped to ask himself whether hewould not havedone 
better by not going into society, but on theother hand knew 
forcertain that if hehad accepted an invitation hemust put in 
an appearance, and that afterwards, if hedid not actually cali, 
he must at least leave cards upon his hostess, so in his 
conversation hetook careneverto expresswith any warmth a 
personal opinion about anything, but instead would supply 
facts and details which were valid enough in themselves and 
excused him from showing his real capacities. Hewould be 
extremely precise about the recipe for a dish, the dates of a 
painter's birth and death, and the titles of his works. 
Sometimes, in spite of himself, hewould let himself go so far 
as to express an opinion on a work of art, or on someone's 
interpretation of life, but then he would cloak his words in a 
tonę of irony, as though he did not altogether associate 
himself with what he was saying. But now, like a confirmed 
invalid in whom, all of a sudden, a change of air and 
surroundings, or a new courseof treatment, or sometimes an 
organie change in himself, spontaneous and unaccountable, 
seems to have brought about such an improvement in his 
health that he begins to envisage the possibility, hitherto 
beyond all hope, of starting to lead belatedly a wholly 
different life, Swann found in himself, in the memory of the 
phrasethat he had heard, in certain other sonatas which he 
had madę people play to him to see whether he might not 
perhaps discover his phrase therein, the presence of one of 
thoseinvisiblerealities in which hehad ceased to believeand 
to which, as though the musie had had upon the morał 
barrenness from which he was suffering a sort of re-creative 
influence, he was conscious once again of the desire and 
almost the strength to consecrate his life. But, never having 
managed to find out whose work it was that he had heard 
played that evening, he had been unable to procure a copy 
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and had finally forgotten the quest. He had indeed, in the 
course of that week, encountered several of the people who 
had been at the party with him, and had questioned them; 
but most of them had either arrived after or left before the 
piece was played; some had indeed been thereat thetime but 
had goneinto another room to talk, and thosewho had stayed 
to listen had no clearer impression than the rest. As for his 
hosts, they knew that it was a recent work which the 
musicians whom they had engaged fortheevening had asked 
to be allowed to play; but, as these last had gone away on 
tour, Swann could learn nothing further. H e had, of course, a 
number of musical friends, but, vividly as hecould recall the 
exquisite and inexpressible pleasure which the little phrase 
had given him, and could seein his mind'seyetheformsthat 
it had traced, he was quite incapableof humming it to them. 
And so, at last, heceased tothinkof it. 

But that night, at M me Verdurin's, scarcely had the 
young pianist begun to play than suddenly, after a high notę 
sustained through two whole bars, Swann sensed its 
approach, stealing forth from beneath that long-drawn 
sonority, stretched like a curtain of sound to veil the mystery 
of its incubation, and recognised, secret, murmuring, 
detached, theairy and perfumed phrase that he had loved. 
And it was so peculiarly itself, it had so individual, so 
irreplaceable a charm, that Swann felt as though he had met, 
in a friend's drawing-room, a woman whom he had seen and 
admired in the Street and had despaired of ever seeing again. 
Finally the phrase receded, diligently guiding its successors 
through theramificationsof itsfragrance, leaving on Swann's 
features the reflection of its smile. But now, at last, he could 
askthenameof his fair unknown (and wastold that it was the 
andante of Vinteuil's sonata for piano and violin); he held it 
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safe, could have it again to himself, at home, as often as he 
wished, could study itslanguageand acquireitssecret. 

And so, when the pianist had finished, Swann crossed 
the room and thanked him with a vivacity which delighted 
M meVerdurin. 

"Isn't he a charmer?” sheasked Swann, "doesn't hej ust 
understand his sonata, the little wretch? You never dreamed, 
did you, that a piano could bemadeto expressall that? U pon 
my word, you'd think it was everything but the piano! I'm 
caught out every time I hear it; I think l'm listening to an 
orchestra. T hough it's better, really, than an orchestra, morę 
complete.” 

The young pianist bowed as he answered, smiling and 
underlining each of his words as though he were making an 
epigram: "You aremostgenerousto me.” 

And while M me Verdurin was saying to her husband, 
"Run and fetch him a glass of orangeade; he's eamed it," 
Swann began to tell Odette how he had fal len in love with 
that little phrase. W hen their hostess, who was some way off, 
called out, "Weil! It looks to me as though someone was 
saying nicethings to you, Odette!" she replied, “Yes, very 
nice," and hefound her simplicity delightful. T hen heasked 
for information aboutthis Vinteuil: whatelsehehad done, at 
what period in his lifehehad composed thesonata, and what 
meaning the little phrase could have had for him—that was 
what Swann wanted most to know. 

But nonę of these people who professed to admire this 
musician (when Swann had said that the sonata was really 
beautiful M me Verdurin had exclaimed, "Of course it's 
beautiful! But you don't dareto confess that you don't know 
VinteuiI's sonata; you have no right not to know it!”—and 
the painter had added, “A h, yes, it's a very fine bit of work, 
isn't it? Not, of course, if you want something 'obvious,' 
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something 'popular,' but, I mean to say, it makes a very great 
impression on us artists"), noneof them seemed ever to have 
asked himself these questions, for nonę of them was able to 
answerthem. 

Even to one or two particular remarks madę by Swann 
about his favourite phrase: "D'you know, that's a funny 
thing; I had never noticed it. I may as well tell you that I 
don't much care about peering at things through a 
microscope, and pricking myself on pin-points of difference. 
N o, we don't waste time splitting hairs in this house,” M me 
Verdurin replied, whileDr Cottard gazed at her with open- 
mouthed admiration and studiouszeal assheskipped lightly 
from one stepping-stone to another of her stock of ready- 
made phrases. Both he, however, and M me Cottard, with a 
kind of common sense which is shared by many people of 
humble origin, werecareful not to express an opinion, or to 
pretend to admire a piece of musie which they confessed to 
each other, once they were back at home, that they no morę 
understood than they could understand the art of "M aster" 
Biche. Inasmuch as the public cannot recognisethe charm, 
thebeauty, even theoutlinesof naturęsave in thestereotyped 
impressions of an art which they have gradually assimilated, 
whilean original artiststarts by rejecting thosestereotypes, so 
M . and M me Cottard, typical, in this respect, of the public, 
were incapable of finding, either in Vinteuil's sonata or in 
Biche's portraits, what constituted for them harmony in 
musie or beauty in painting. It appeared to them, when the 
pianist played his sonata, as though he were striking at 
random from the piano a medley of notes which borę no 
relation to the musical forms to which they themselves were 
accustomed, and that the painter simply flung the colours at 
random on his canvases. W hen, in one of these, they were 
able to distinguish a human form, they always found it 
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coarsened and vulgarised (that is to say lacking in the 
elegance of the school of painting through whose spectacles 
they were in the habit of seeing even the real, living people 
who passed them in the Street) and devoid of truth, asthough 
M . Biche had not known how the human shoulder was 
constructed, or that a woman's hair was not ordinarily 
purple. 

However, when the "faithful" were scattered out of 
earshot, the doctor felt that the opportunity was too good to 
be missed, and so (while M me Verdurin was adding a finał 
word of commendation of Vinteuil's sonata), likea would-be 
swimmer whojumps into thewater so as to learn, but chooses 
a moment when there are not too many people looking on: 
"Yes, indeed; he's what they cali a musician di primo 
carte//o\" heexclaimed with sudden determination. 

Swann discovered no morę than that the recent 
appearanceof Vinteuil'ssonata had caused a great stir among 
the most advanced school of musicians, but that it was still 
unknown to the generał public. 

"I know someonecalled VinteuiI," said Swann, thinking 
of the old piano-teacher at Combray who had taught my 
grand mother'ssisters. 

"Perhapshe'stheman," cried M meVerdurin. 

“Oh, no, if you'd ever set eyes on him you wouldn't 
entertain the idea." 

“Then to entertain the idea is to settle it?" the doctor 
suggested. 

"But it may well be some relation," Swann went on. 
“T hat would be bad enough; but, after all, there's no reason 
why a genius shouldn't have a cousin who's a silly old fool. 
And if that should be so, I swear there's no known or 
unknown form of torturę I wouldn't undergo to get the old 
fool to introduce me to the man who composed the sonata; 
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starting with the torturę of the old fool's company, which 
would beghastly." 

T he painter understood that Vinteuil was seriously iII at 
themoment, and that D r Potain despaired of hislife. 

"W hat!” cried MmeVerdurin, "Do people still cali in 
Potain?" 

"Ah! M me Verdurin," Cottard simpered, "you forget 
that you are speaking of one of my colleagues— I should say 
oneof my masters." 

The painter had heard it said that VinteuiI was 
threatened with the loss of his reason. And he insisted that 
signs of this could be detected in certain passages in the 
sonata. T his remark did not strikeSwann as ridiculous; but it 
disturbed him, for, sińce a work of pure musie contains nonę 
of the logical sequences whose deformation, in spoken or 
written language, is a proof of insanity, so insanity diagnosed 
in a sonata seemed to him as mysterious a thing as the 
insanity of a dog or a horse, although instances may be 
observed of these. 

"Don't speak to me about your masters; you know ten 
times as much as he does!” M me Verdurin answered Dr 
Cottard, in the tonę of a woman who has the courage of her 
convictions and is quite ready to stand up to anyone who 
disagreeswith her. "At leastyou don't kill your patients!” 

"But, Madame, he is in the Academy," replied the 
doctor with heavy irony. "If a patient prefers to die at the 
handsof oneof the princesof science... It'smuch smarterto 
beabletosay, 'Yes, I havePotain.'" 

“Oh, indeed! Smarter, is it?" said M me Verdurin. "So 
there are fashions, nowadays, in illness, are there? I didn't 
know that ... Oh, you do make me laugh!" she screamed 
suddenly, burying her face in her hands. "And here was I, 
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poor thing, talking quite seriously and never realising that 
you werepulling my leg." 

As for M . Verdurin, finding it rather a strain to raise a 
laugh for so little, he was content with puffing out a cloud of 
smokefrom his pipę, reflecting sadly that hecould no longer 
catch up with his wifein thefield of amiability. 

"D'you know, we like your friend very much," said 
M me Verdurin when Odette was bidding her good night. 
"H e's so unaffected, quite charming. If they're all like that, 
thefriends you want to introduceto us, by all means bring 
them." 

M . Verdurin remarked that Swann had failed, all the 
same, to appreciatethepianisfsaunt. 

"I dare say he felt a little out of his depth, poor man," 
suggested M me Verdurin. "You cant expect him to have 
caught the tonę of the house already, like Cottard, who has 
been one of our little elan now for years. The first time 
doesn'tcount; ifsjustfor breakingtheice. Odette, ifsagreed 
that he's to join us tomorrow at the Chatelet. Perhaps you 
mightcall for him?” 

"No, hedoesn't want that." 

“Oh, very well; just as you like. Provided hedoesn't fail 
us at the last moment." 

Greatly to M me Verdurin's surprise, he never failed 
them. H ewould goto meetthem no matterwhere, sometimes 
at restaurants on the outskirts of Paris which were little 
frequented as yet, sińce the season had not yet begun, morę 
often atthetheatre, of which M meVerdurin was particularly 
fond. One evening at her house he heard her remark how 
useful it would be to have a special pass for first nights and 
gala performances, and what a nuisance it had been not 
having one on the day of Gambetta's funeral. Swann, who 
never spokeof his brilliant connexions, but only of those not 
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highly thought of in the Faubourg Saint-Germain whom he 
would have considered it snobbish to conceal, and among 
whom he had come to include his connexions in the official 
world, broke in: 'Tli seeto that. Y ou shall have it in timefor 
the Danicheff revival. I happen to be lunching with the 
Prefect of Policetomorrow attheElysee." 

"W hat'sthat?T heElysee?” DrCottard roared inavoice 
of thunder. 

"Yes, at M. Grevy's,” replied Swann, a little 
embarrassed at the effect which his announcement had 
produced. 

"Are you often taken like that?” the painter asked 
Cottard with mock-seriousness. 

Asa rule, oncean explanation had been given, Cottard 
would say: "Ah, good, good; that's all right, then," after 
which he would show not the least tracę of emotion. But this 
time Swann's last words, instead of the usual calming effect, 
had that of raising to fever-pitch his astonishment at the 
discovery that a man with whom he himself was actually 
sitting at table, a man who had no official position, no 
honours or distinction of any sort, was on visiting terms with 
theH ead of State. 

"W hat's that you say? M. Grevy? You know M. 
Grevy?” he demanded of Swann, in the stupid and 
increduluous tonę of a constable on duty at the pałace who, 
when a stranger asks to see the President of the Republic, 
realising at once "the sort of man he is dealing with,” as the 
newspapers say, assures the poor lunatic that he will be 
admitted at once, and directs him tothereception ward of the 
police i nfirmary. 

"I know him slightly; wehavesomefriends in common” 
(Swann dared not add that one of thesefriends was the Prince 
of W aleś). "Besides, heisvery freewith his invitations, and I 
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assureyou his luncheon-parties arenottheleast bit amusing. 
T hey'revery simpleaffairs, too, you know—never morethan 
eight at table,” he went on, trying desperately to cut out 
everything that seemed to show off his relations with the 
President in a lighttoo dazzlingforthedoctor'seyes. 

W hereupon Cottard, at once conforming in his mind to 
the literał interpretation of what Swann was saying, decided 
that invitations from M . G revy were very little sought after, 
were sent out, in fact, into the highways and byways. And 
from that moment he was no longer surprised to hear that 
Swann, or anyone else, was "always at the Elysee”; he even 
felt a little sorry for a man who had to go to luncheon-parties 
which hehimself admitted were a borę. 

"Ah, good, good; that's quite all right, then," hesaid, in 
the tonę of a suspicious customs official who, after hearing 
yourexplanations, stampsyour passport and letsyou proceed 
on your journey without troubling to examineyour luggage. 

“I can well believeyou don't find them amusing, those 
luncheons. I ndeed, it's very good of you to go to them," said 
M me Verdurin, who regarded the President of the Republic 
asa boreto be especial ly dreaded, sińce he had at hisdisposal 
means of seduction, and even of compulsion, which, if 
employed to captivateher" faithful," might easily make them 
default. "It seems he's as deaf as a post and eats with his 
fingers." 

"Upon my word! Then it can't be much fun for you, 
going there.” A notę of pity sounded in the doctor's voice; 
and then struck by the number—only eight at table—"A re 
these luncheons what you would describe as 'intimate'?” he 
inquired briskly, not so much out of idle curiosity as from 
linguisticzeal. 

But so great was the prestige of the President of the 
Republic in the eyes of D r Cottard that neither the modesty 
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of Swann northemalevolenceof M meVerdurin could wholly 
efface it, and he never sat down to dinner with theVerdurins 
without asking anxiously, "D'you think we shall see M . 
Swann here this evening? He's a personal friend of M. 
Grevy's. I suppose that means he's what you'd cali a 
'gentleman'?” H eeven went to the length of offering Swann a 
card of invitation totheDental Exhibition. 

"T his will let you in, and anyoneyou take with you,” he 
explained, "but dogs are not admitted. I'm just waming you, 
you understand, because some friends of minę went there 
oncewithout knowing, and bitterly regretted it.” 

As for M . Verdurin, he did not fail to observe the 
distressing effect upon his wife of the discovery that Swann 
had influential friends of whom hehad neverspoken. 

I f no arrangement had been madę to go out, it was at the 
Verdurins' that Swann would find the “little nucleus” 
assembled, but he never appeared there except in the 
evenings, and rarely accepted their invitations to dinner, in 
spite of O dette's entreaties. 

“I could dine with you alone somewhere, if you'd 
rather,” shesuggested. 

"But whataboutM meVerdurin?” 

"Oh, that's quitesimple. I need only say that my dress 
wasn't ready, or that my cab came late. T here's always some 
excuse.” 

"How sweet of you." 

But Swann told himself that if he could makeOdettefeel 
(by consenting to meet her only after dinner) that there were 
other pleasures which he preferred to that of her company, 
then the desire that shefelt for his would beall thelonger in 
reaching the point of satiety. Besides, as he infinitely 
preferred to Odette's style of beauty that of a young 
seamstress, asfresh and plump as a rosę, with whom hewas 
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smitten, he preferred to spend the first part of the evening 
with her, knowing that he was surę to see Odette later on. It 
was for the same reason that he never allowed O dette to cali 
for him at his house, to take him on to the Verdurins'. T he 
little seamstress would wait for him at a Street corner which 
Remi, his coachman, knew; she would jump in beside him, 
and remain in his arms until the carriage drew up at the 
Verdurins'. He would enter the drawing-room; and there, 
whileM meVerdurin, pointingto the roses which hehad sent 
her that morning, said: 'Tm furious with you," and sent him 
to the place kept for him beside Odette, the pianist would 
play to them— for their two selves—the little phrase by 
VinteuiI which was, so to speak, the national anthem of their 
love. He would begin with the sustained tremolos of the 
violin part which for several bars were heard alone, filling the 
wholeforeground; until suddenly they seemed to draw aside, 
and—as in those interiors by Pieter de Hooch which are 
deepened by the narrow frameof a half-opened door, in the 
far distance, of adifferent colour, velvety with theradianceof 
some intervening light—the little phrase appeared, dancing, 
pastorał, interpolated, episodic, belonging to another world. 
It rippled past, simpleand immortal, scattering on every side 
the bounties of its grace, with the same ineffable smile; but 
Swann thought that he could now discern in it some 
disenchantment. It seemed to beawarehow vain, how hollow 
was the happiness to which it showed the way. In its airy 
grace there was the sense of something over and done with, 
like the mood of philosophic detachment which follows an 
outburst of vain regret. But all this mattered little to him; he 
contemplated the little phrase less in itsown light—in what it 
might express to a musician who knew nothing of the 
existenceof him and Odettewhen hehad composed it, and to 
all those who would hear it in centuries to come—than as a 
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pledge, a token of his love, which madę even the Verdurins 
and their young pianist think of Odette at the same time as 
himself—which bound her to him by a lasting tie; so much so 
that (whimsically entreated by O dette) he had abandoned the 
idea of getting some professional to play over to him the 
whole sonata, of which he still knew no morę than this one 
passage. "W hy do you want the rest?” she had asked him. 
"Our little bit; that's all we need." Indeed, agonised by the 
reflection, as it floated by, so near and yet so infinitely 
remote, that while it was addressed to them it did not know 
them, healmost regretted that it had a meaning of itsown, an 
intrinsic and unalterable beauty, extraneous to themselves, 
just as in thejewels given to us, or even in the letters written 
to us by a woman welove, wefind fault with thewater of the 
stone, or with the words of the message, because they are not 
fashioned exclusively from the essence of a transient liaison 
and a particular person. 

Often it would happen that he had stayed so long with 
the young seamstress beforegoing to the Verdurins' that, as 
soon as the little phrase had been rendered by the pianist, 
Swann realised that it was al most time for O dette to go home. 
H e used to take her back as far as the door of her little house 
in theRueLa Perouse, behind theArcdeTriomphe. And it 
was perhaps on this account, and so as not to demand the 
monopoly of her favours, that he sacrificed the pleasure (not 
so essential to his well-being) of seeing her earlier in the 
evening, of arriving with her attheVerdurins', to theexercise 
of thisother privilege which sheaccorded him of their leaving 
together; a privilege he valued all the morę because it gave 
him thefeeling that no oneelse would see her, no one would 
thrust himself between them, no onecould prevent him from 
remaining with her in spirit, after he had left her for the 
night. 
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And so, night after night, she would return home in 
Swann'scarriage. Once, after she had gotdown, and whilehe 
stood at the gate murmuring "Till tomorrow, then," she 
turned impulsively from him, plucked a last lingering 
chrysanthemum from the little garden in front of the house, 
and gave it to him before he left. H e held it pressed to his lips 
during the drive home, and when in due course the flower 
withered, heputitaway carefully in adrawerof hisdesk. 

But he never went into her house. T wice only, in the 
daytime, had he done so, to take part in the ceremony—of 
such vital importance in her life— of "afternoon tea." The 
loneliness and emptiness of those short streets (consisting 
almost entirely of low-roofed houses, self-contained but not 
detached, their monotony interrupted here and there by the 
dark intrusion of some sinister workshop, at once an 
historical witnessto and asordid survival from thedays when 
the district was still one of ill repute), the snów which still 
clung to the garden-beds and the branches of the trees, the 
unkemptness of the season, the proximity of naturę, had all 
combined to add an element of mystery to the warmth, the 
flowers, theluxury which hehad found inside. 

From the ground floor, somewhat raised above Street 
level, leaving on the left O dette's bedroom, which looked out 
totheback over another little Street running parał lei with her 
own, hehad climbed astaircasethat wentstraight up between 
dark painted walIs hung with Oriental draperies, strings of 
T urkish beads, and a hugejapanese lantern suspended by a 
silken cord (which last, however, so that her visitors should 
not bedeprived of the Iatest comforts of W estern civiIisation, 
was lighted by a gas-jet inside), to the two drawing-rooms, 
large and smali. These were entered through a narrow 
vestibule, the wali of which, chequered with thelozengesof a 
wooden trellis such as you see on garden wal Is, only gilded, 
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was lined frorm end to end by a long rectangular box in which 
bloomed, as in a hothouse, a row of largechrysanthemums, at 
that timestill uncoimimon though by no meansso largeasthe 
imamimoth specimens which horticulturists have sińce 
succeeded in producing. Swann wasirritated, asarule, by the 
sight of these flowers, which had then been fashionable in 
Paris for about a year, but it had pleased him, on this 
occasion, to seethegloom of the vestibule shot with rays of 
pink and gold and white by the fragrant petals of these 
ephemeral stars, which kindletheir cold fires in the murky 
atmosphereof winter afternoons. Odettehad received him in 
a pink silk dressing-gown, which left her neck and arms bare. 
She had madę him sit down beside her in one of the many 
mysterious little alcoves which had been contrived in the 
various recesses of the room, sheltered by enormous palms 
growing out of pots of C hinese porcelain, or by screens upon 
which were fastened photographs and fans and bows of 
ribbon. She had said at once, "Y ou're not comfortable there; 
wait a minutę, l'll arrangethings foryou," and with a little 
simpering laugh which implied thatsomespecial invention of 
her own was being brought into play, she had installed 
behind his head and beneath his feet great cushions of 
Japanese silk which shepummelled and buffeted as though to 
prove that she was prodigal of these riches, regardlessof their 
value. But when her footman came into the room bringing, 
one after another, the innumerable lamps which (contained, 
mostly, in porcelain vases) burned singly or in pairs upon the 
different pieces of furniture as upon so many altars, 
rekindling in thetwilight, already almost nocturnal, of this 
winter afternoon the glow of a sunset morę lasting, morę 
roseate, morę human—filling, perhaps, with romantic 
wonder thethoughts of somesolitary lover wandering in the 
Street below and brought to a standstill beforethe mystery of 
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the human presence which those lighted Windows at once 
revealed and screened from sight—she had kept a Sharp eye 
on the servant, to see that he set them down in their 
appointed places. She felt that if he were to put even one of 
them where it ought not to be the generał effect of her 
drawing-room would be destroyed, and her portrait, which 
rested upon a sloping easel draped with plush, inadequately 
lit. A nd so she followed the man's clumsy movements with 
feverish impatience, scolding him severely when he passed 
too close to a pair of jardinieres, which she madę a point of 
always cleaning herself for fear that they might be damaged, 
and went across to examine now to make surę he had not 
chipped them. Shefound something "quaint" in theshapeof 
each of her Chinese ornaments, and also in her orchids, the 
cattleyas especially— these being, with chrysanthemums, her 
favouriteflowers, becausethey had thesuprememerit of not 
looking likeflowers, but of being madę, apparently, of silk or 
satin. “T his one looks just as though it had been cut out of 
the lining of my cloak," she said to Swarm, pointing to an 
orchid, with a shade of respect in her voice for so "chic" a 
flower, for this elegant, unexpected sister whom naturę had 
bestowed upon her, so far removed from her in the scalę of 
existence, and yet so delicate, so refined, so much morę 
worthy than many real women of admission to her drawing- 
room. As she drew his attention, now to the fiery-tongued 
dragons painted on a bowl or stitched on a screen, now to a 
fleshy cluster of orchids, now to a dromedary of inlaid 
silverwork with ruby eyes which kept company, upon her 
mantelpiece, with a toad carved in jadę, she would pretend 
now to be shrinking from the ferocity of the monsters or 
laughing at their absurdity, now blushing at the indecency of 
theflowers, now carried away by an irresistibledesireto run 
across and kiss the toad and dromedary, calling them 
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"darlings." And these affectations were in sharp contrast to 
thesincerity of someof her attitudes, notably her devotion to 
O ur L ady of L aghet, who had once, when O dette was living 
at N ice, cured her of a mortal illness, and whose medal, in 
gold, she always carried on her person, attributing to it 
unlimited powers. She poured out Swann's tea, inquired 
“Lemon or cream?" and, on his answering "Crearri, please," 
said tohim with alaugh: "A cloud!” And ashepronounced it 
excellent, "You see, I know just how you Iikeit." T histea had 
indeed seemed to Swann, just as it seemed to her, something 
precious, and love has such a need to find some justification 
for itself, some guarantee of duration, in pleasures which 
without it would have no existence and must cease with its 
passing, that when he left her at seven o'clock to go and dress 
for theevening, all theway homein his brougham, unableto 
repress the happiness with which the afternoon's adventure 
had filled him, he kept repeating to himself: "How nice it 
would beto have a littlewoman likethat in whose houseone 
could always be certain of finding, what one never can be 
certain of finding, a really good cup of tea." An hour or so 
later he received a notefrom O dette, and at once recognised 
that large handwriting in which an affectation of British 
stiffness imposed an apparent discipline upon ill-formed 
characters, suggestive, perhaps, to less biased eyesthan his, 
of an untidiness of mind, a fragmentary education, a want of 
sincerity and will-power. Swann had left his cigarette-caseat 
her house. “If only," shewrote, “you had also forgotten your 
heart! I should neverhaveletyou havethat back." 

M ore important, perhaps, was a second visit which he 
paid her a little later. On hisway to the house, as always when 
heknew thatthey were to meet, heformed a picture of her in 
his mind; and the necessity, if he was to find any beauty in 
her face, of concentrating on thefresh and rosy cheekbones to 
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the exclusion of the rest of her cheeks which were so often 
drawn and sal Iow, and soimetimes mottled with little red 
spots, distressed him as proving that the ideał is unattainable 
and happiness mediocre. He was bringing her an engraving 
which she had asked to see. She was not very well, and 
received him in a dressing-gown of mauve crepe de Chine, 
drawingitsrichly embroidered materiał overher bosom likea 
cloak. Standing there beside him, her loosened hair flowing 
down her cheeks, bending one knee in a slightly balletic pose 
in order to be able to lean without effort over the picture at 
which shewasgazing, her head on oneside, with thosegreat 
eyes of hers which seemed sotired and sullen when there was 
nothing to animateher, shestruck Swann by her resemblance 
to the figurę of Zipporah, Jethro's daughter, which is to be 
seen in one of the Sistine frescoes. H e had always found a 
peculiar fascination in tracing in the paintings of the old 
masters not merely the generał characteristics of the people 
whom heencountered in hisdaily life, but rather what seems 
least susceptible of generalisation, the individual features of 
men and women whom he knew: as, for instance, in a bust of 
the Doge Loredan by Antonio Rizzo, the prominent 
cheekbones, the slanting eyebrows, in short, a speaking 
likeness to his own coachman Remi; in the colouring of a 
Ghirlandaio, the nose of M . de Palancy; in a portrait by 
Tintoretto, the invasion of the cheek by an outcrop of 
whisker, the broken nose, the penetrating stare, the swollen 
eyelids of D r du Boulbon. Perhaps, having always regretted, 
in his heart, that he had confined his attention to the social 
sideof life, had talked, always, rather than acted, heimagined 
asortof indulgencebestowed upon him by thosegreat artists 
in the fact that they also had regarded with pleasureand had 
introduced into their works such types of physiognomy as 
give those works the strongest possible certificate of reality 
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and truth to life, a modem, almost a topical savour; perhaps, 
also, hehad sofarsuccumbed totheprevailingfrivolity of the 
world of fashion that he felt the need to find in an old 
masterpiecesomesuch anticipatory and rejuvenating allusion 
to personalities of today. Perhaps, on theother hand, he had 
retained enough of the artiStic temperament to be ableto find 
a genuine satisfaction in watching these individual 
characteristics take on a morę generał significance when he 
saw them, uprooted and disembodied, in the resemblance 
between an historie portrait and a modern original whom it 
was not intended to represent. H owever that might be—and 
perhapsbecausetheabundanceof impressions which hehad 
been receiving for some time past, even though they had 
cometo him rather through thechannel of his appreciation of 
musie, had enriched his appetitefor painting as well— it was 
with an unusual intensity of pleasure, a pleasure destined to 
havea lastingeffect upon him, that Swann remarked Odette's 
resemblance to the Zipporah of that A lessandro de M ariano 
to whom people morę willingly give his popular surname, 
Botticelli, now that it suggests not so much theactual work of 
the M aster as that false and banał conception of it which has 
of late obtained common currency. He no longer based his 
estimateof the merit of Odette'sfaceon thedoubtful quality 
of her cheeks and the purely fleshy softness which he 
supposed would greet his lips there should heever hazard a 
kiss, but regarded it rather as a skein of beautiful, delicate 
lines which his eyes unravelled, following their curves and 
convolutions, relating the rhythm of theneck to theeffusion 
of thehair and thedroop of theeyelids, as though in a portrait 
of her in which her type was madeclearly intelligible. 

He stood gazing at her; traces of the old fresco were 
apparent in her face and her body, and these he tried 
incessantly to recapture thereafter, both when he was with 
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Odette and when he was only thinking of her in her absence; 
and, although his admiration for the Florentine masterpiece 
was doubtless based upon his discovery that it had been 
reproduced in her, the similarity enhanced her beauty also, 
and madę her moreprecious. Swann reproached himself with 
his failure, hitherto, to estimate at her true worth a creature 
whorri the great Sandro would have adored, and was gratified 
that his pleasure in seeing Odette should have found a 
justification in his own aes- thetic culture. Hetold himself 
that in associating the thought of O dette with his dreams of 
ideał happiness he had not resigned himself to a stopgap as 
inadequate as he had hitherto supposed, sińce she satisfied 
his most refined predilections in matters of art. H efailed to 
observe that this quality would not naturally avail to bring 
Odetteinto thecategory of women whom hefound desirabie, 
sińce, as it happened, his desires had always run counter to 
his aesthetic taste. The words "Florentine painting” were 
invaluable to Swann. They enabled him, like a title, to 
introduce the image of Odette into a world of dreams and 
fancies which, until then, she had been debarred from 
entering, and wheresheassumed a new and noblerform. And 
whereas the mere sight of her in the flesh, by perpetually 
reviving his misgivings as to the quality of her face, her body, 
the whole of her beauty, cooled the ardour of his love, those 
misgivings were swept away and that love confirmed now 
that he could re-erect his estimate of her on the surę 
foundationsof aesthetic principle; whilethekiss, thephysical 
possession which would have seemed natural and but 
moderately attractive had they been granted him by a 
creature of somewhat blemished flesh and sluggish blood, 
coming, as they now came, to crown his adoration of a 
masterpiece in a gallery, must, it seemed, prove 
supernatu rally delicious. 
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And when he was tempted to regret that, for months 
past, he had done nothing but see Odette, he would assure 
himself that he was not unreasonable in giving up much of 
his timeto an inestimably precious work of art, cast for once 
in a new, a different, an especially delectable metal, in an 
unmatched exemplar which he would contemplate at one 
moment with the humble, spiritual, disin- terested mind of 
an artist, at another with the pride, the selfishness, the 
sensual thrill of acollector. 

H eplaced on hisstudy table, asif it werea photograph of 
Odette, a reproduction of Jethro's daughter. He would gazę 
in admiration at the largeeyes, thedelicatefeatures in which 
the imperfection of the skin might be surmised, the 
marvellous locks of hairthatfell along thetired cheeks; and, 
adapting to the idea of a living woman what hehad until then 
feltto bebeautiful on aestheticgrounds, heconverted it into a 
series of physical merits which he was gratified to find 
assembled in the person of one whom he might ultimately 
possess. T hevaguefeeling of sympathy which attractsoneto 
aworkof art, now that heknew theoriginal in flesh and blood 
of Jethro's daughter, became a desire which morę than 
compensated, thenceforward, for the desire which Odette's 
physical charmshad atfirstfailed to inspirein him. W hen he 
had satfor a long timegazing at the Botticelli, he would think 
of his own living Botticelli, who seemed even lovelier still, 
and as hedrew towards him the photograph of Zipporah he 
would imaginethat hewas holding Odetteagainst his heart. 

It was not only Odette's lassitude, however, that hemust 
take pains to circumvent; it was also, not infrequently, his 
own. Feeling that, sińce Odette had had every facility for 
seeing him, sheseemed no longer to havevery much to say to 
him, he was afraid lest the manner—at once trivial, 
monotonous, and seemingly unalterable— which she now 
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adopted when they weretogether should ultimately destroy 
in him that romantic hope, which alone had aroused and 
sustained his love, that a day might come when she would 
declare her passion. And so, in an attempt to revitalise 
Odette's too fixed and unvarying attitude towards him, of 
which hewas afraid of growing weary, he would writeto her, 
suddenly, a letter fuli of feigned disappointment and 
simulated anger, which hesent off so that it should reach her 
before dinner. H e knew that she would be alarmed, and that 
she would reply, and he hoped that, when the fear of losing 
him clutched at her heart, it would forcefrom her words such 
ashehad never yetheard herutter; and indeed, itwas bythis 
device that he had won from her the most affectionate letters 
she had so far written him. O ne of them, which she had sent 
round to him at midday from the M aison Doree (it was the 
day of the Paris-M urcie Fete given for the victims of the 
recent floods in M urcia) began: "My dear, my hand trembles 
so that I can scarcely write,” and had been put in the same 
drawer as the withered chrysanthemum. Or else, if she had 
not had time to write to him, when he arrived at the 
Verdurins' she would come running up to him with an Tve 
something to say to you!” and he would gazecuriously at the 
revelation in her face and speech of what she had hitherto 
kept concealed from him of her heart. 

Even before he reached the Verdurins' door, when he 
caught sight of the great lamp-lit spaces of thedrawing-room 
Windows, whose shutters were never closed, he would begin 
to melt at thethought of thecharming creature he would see 
asheentered theroom, basking in thatgolden light. H ereand 
therethefigures of theguests stood out in silhouette, slender 
and black, between lamp and window, like those little 
pictures which one sees at regular intervals round a 
translucent lampshade, theother panels of which aresimply 
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naked light. Hewouldtry to di Stingu i sh Odette's silhouette. 
And then, when hewasonceinside, without his being aware 
of it, his eyes would sparkle suddenly with such radiant 
happiness that M . Verdurin said to the painter: "H m. Seems 
to bewarming up." And indeed her presencegavethehouse 
what nonę of the other houses that he visited seemed to 
possess: a sort of nervous system, a sensory network which 
ramified intoeach of itsroomsand sentaconstantstimulusto 
hisheart. 

Thusthesimpleand regular manifestationsof thissocial 
organism, the "little elan," automatically provided Swann 
with a daily rendezvous with Odette, and enabled him to 
feign indifference to the prospect of seeing her, or even a 
desirenot toseeher; in doing which heincurred novery great 
risk sińce, even though he had written to her during the day, 
he would of necessity see her in the evening and accompany 
her home. 

But oneevening, when, depressed by thethoughtof that 
inevitable dark drive together, he had taken his young 
seamstress all the way to the Bois, so as to delay as long as 
possiblethe moment of his appearance at the Verdurins', he 
arrived at the house so late that Odette, supposingthat hedid 
not intend to come, had already left. Seeing the room bare of 
her, Swann felt a sudden stab at the heart; hetrembled at the 
thought of being deprived of a pleasure whose intensity he 
was ablefor thefirst timeto gauge, having always, hitherto, 
had that certainty of finding it whenever hewished which (as 
in thecaseof all our pleasures) reduced if it did not altogether 
blind him to itsdimensions. 

"Did you notice the face he pul led when hesaw that she 
wasn't here?” M . Verdurin asked his wife. "I think we may 
say that he's hooked.” 
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"T hefacehepulled?" exploded DrCottard who, having 
left the house for a moment to visit a patient, had just 
returned to fetch his wife and did not know whom they were 
discussing. 

"D'you mean to say you didn't meet him on the 
doorstep— the lovel iest of Swanns?” 

"N o. M . Swann has been here?” 

"Just for a moment. W e had a glimpse of a Swann 
tremendously agitated. I n a State of nerves. Y ou see, O dette 
had left." 

“Y ou mean to say that she is 'on a friendly footing' with 
him, that she has 'given thego-ahead'?” inquired the doctor, 
cautiously trying outthemeaning of thesephrases. 

"W hy, of course not, there's absolutely nothing in it; in 
fact, between you and me, I think she's making a great 
mistake, and behaving likeasilly littlefool, which is what she 
is, in fact." 

“Come, come, come!" said M . Verdurin, "H ow on earth 
do you know that there's nothing in it? W e haven't been 
thereto see, havewenow?” 

"She would have told me,” answered MmeVerdurin 
with dignity. “I may say that shetells meeverything. As she 
has no one else at present, I told her that she ought to sleep 
with him. She makes out that she can't, that she did in fact 
haveacrush on him atfirst, but he'salwaysshy with her, and 
that makes her shy with him. Besides, she doesn't care for 
him in that way, she says; it's an ideał love, she's afraid of 
rubbing the bloom off— but how should I know? A nd yet it's 
just what she needs." 

“I beg to differ from you," M . Verdurin courteously 
interrupted. “I don't enti rei y care for the gentleman. I feel he 
putson airs." 
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M me Verdurin's whole body stiffened, and her eyes 
stared blankly asthough shehad suddenly been turned into a 
statuę; a device which enabled her to appear not to have 
caught thesound of that unutterable phrase which seemed to 
imply that it was possiblefor peopleto "put on airs” in their 
house, in other words consider themselves "superior" to 
them. 

“Anyhow, if there's nothing in it, I don't suppose it's 
because our friend believes she's i /irtuous," M . Verdurin 
went on sarcastically. "And yet, you never know; heseemsto 
think she's intelligent. I don't know whether you heard the 
way helectured hertheothereveningaboutVinteuiI'ssonata. 
I'm devoted to Odette, but really—to expound theories of 
aestheticsto her—theman must be a prizeidiot." 

“Look here, I won't haveyou saying nasty things about 
Odette," brokein M meVerdurin in her "littlegirl" manner. 
“She's sweet." 

"But that doesn't prevent her from being sweet. W e're 
not saying anything nasty about her, only that she isn't 
exactly the embodiment of virtue or intellect. After all," he 
turned to the painter, "does it matter so very much whether 
she's virtuousor not?Shemight beagreatdeal lesscharming 
if shewere." 

On the landing Swann had run into the Verdurins' 
butler, who had been somewhereelse a moment earlier when 
he arrived, and who had been asked by Odette to tell Swann 
in case he still turned up (but that was at least an hour ago) 
that she would probably stop for a cup of chocolate at 
Prevost's on her way home. Swann set off at once for 
Prevost's, but every few yards his carriage was held up by 
others, or by people Crossing the Street, loathsome obstacles 
that he would gladly havecrushed beneath hiswheels, wereit 
not that a policeman fumbling with a note-book would delay 
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himeven longerthan theactual passageof thepedestrian. He 
counted theminutesfeverishly, adding afew secondsto each 
so as to be quite certain that he had not given himself short 
measureand so, possibly, exaggerated whatever chancethere 
might actually beof his arriving at Prevost's in time, and of 
finding her still there. And then, in a moment of 
illumination, likea man in afever who awakesfrom sleep and 
is conscious of the absurdity of the dream-shapes among 
which his mind has been wandering without any elear 
distinction between himself and them, Swann suddenly 
perceived how foreign to his naturę were the thoughts which 
had been revolving in his mind ever sińce he had heard at the 
Verdurins' that Odette had left, how novel the heartache 
from which he was suffering, but of which he was only now 
conscious, as though he had just woken up. W hat! all this 
agitation simply because he would not see Odette till 
tomorrow, exactly what he had been hoping, not an hour 
before, as hedrovetowards M meVerdurin's. Hewasobliged 
to acknowledgethat now, as hesat in that same carriage and 
drove to Prevost's, he was no longer the same man, was no 
longer alone even—that a new person was there beside him, 
adhering to him, amalgamated with him, a person whom he 
might, perhaps, beunableto shakeoff, whom he might have 
to treat with circumspection, likea master or an illness. And 
yet, from the moment he had begun to feel that another, a 
fresh personality was thus conjoined with his own, life had 
seemed somehow moreinteresting. 

He gave scarcely a thought to the likelihood that this 
possible meeting at Prevost's (the tension of waiting for 
which so ravished and stripped baretheintervening moments 
that he could find nothing, not one idea, not one memory in 
his mind behind which histroubled spirit might takeshelter 
and repose) would after all, should it take place, be much the 
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same as all their meetings, of no great significance. As on 
every other evening, once he was in Odette's company, 
casting furtive glances at her changeable face and instantly 
withdrawing his eyes lest she should read in them the first 
signs of desire and no longer believe in his indifference, he 
would ceaseto beableeven to think of her, so busy would he 
be in the search for pretexts which would enable him not to 
leave her immediately and to ensure, without betraying his 
concern, that he would find her again next evening at the 
Verdurins'; pretexts, that is to say, which would enable him 
to prolong for the ti me bei ng, and to renew for one day morę, 
the disappointment and the torturę engendered by the vain 
presence of this woman whom he pursued yet never dared 
embrace. 

She was not at Prevost's; he must search for her, then, in 
every restaurant alongtheboulevards. T osavetime, whilehe 
went in onedirection, hesent in theother hiscoachman Remi 
(Rizzo's Doge Loredan) for whom he presently—after a 
fruitless search—found himself waiting at the spot wherethe 
carriage was to meet him. It did not appear, and Swann 
tantalised himself with alternate pictures of the approaching 
moment, as one in which Remi would say to him: "T hat lady 
is there," or as one in which Remi would say to him: "T hat 
lady was not in any of the cafes." And so he saw the 
remainder of theevening stretching out in front of him, single 
and yet alternative, preceded either by the meeting with 
Odette which would put an end to his agony, or by the 
abandonment of all hope of finding her that evening, the 
acceptanceof thenecessity of returning homewithout having 
seen her. 

The coachman retumed; but, as he drew up opposite 
him, Swann asked, not "Did you find the lady?" but 
"Remind me, tomorrow, to order in somemorefirewood. I 'm 
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surę we must be running short." Perhaps he had persuaded 
himself that, if Remi had at last found Odette in somecafe 
where she was waiting for him, then the baleful alternative 
was already obliterated by the realisation, begun already in 
his mind, of the happy one, and that there was no need for 
him to hasten towards the attainment of a joy already 
captured and held in asafeplace, which would not escapehis 
grasp again. But it was also from the force of inertia; there 
was in his soul that want of adaptability that afflicts the 
bodies of certain people who, when the moment comes to 
avoid a collision, to snatch their clothes out of reach of a 
flame, or to perform any other such necessary movement, 
take their time, begin by remaining for a moment in their 
original position, as though seeking to find in it a fulcrum, a 
springboard, a source of momentum. And no doubt, if the 
coachman had interrupted him with "T hat lady is there," he 
would haveanswered, "Oh, yes, of course, theerrand I sent 
you on, well, I wouldn't havethought it," and would have 
continued to discuss his supply of firewood, so as to hide 
from his sen/ant the emotion hehad felt, and to give himself 
time to break away from the thraldom of his anxieties and 
devote himself to happiness. 

T he coachman came back, however, with the report that 
hecould not find her anywhere, and added theadvice, as an 
old and privileged sen/ant: "I think, sir, that all we can do 
now isto go home.” 

But the air of indifference which Swann could so lightly 
assume when Remi uttered his finał, unalterable response, 
fell from him likea cast-off cloak when hesaw Remi attempt 
to makehim abandon hopeand retirefrom thequest. 

"Certainly not!” he exclaimed. "W e must find the lady. 
It's most important. She would beextremely put out— it's a 
business matter—and vexed with meif shedidn'tseeme." 
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"But I don't see how the lady can be vexed,” answered 
Remi, "sińce it was she who left without waiting for you, sir, 
and said she was goi ng to Prevost's, and then wasn't there.” 

M eanwhilethe restaurants wereclosing and their lights 
began to go out. U nder the treesof the boulevards there were 
still afew people stroi I i ng to andfro, barely distinguishablein 
the gathering darkness. From time to time the shadowy 
figurę of a woman gliding up to Swann, murmuring a few 
words in his ear, asking him to take her home, would make 
him start. Anxiously heclutched at all thesedim forms, as 
though, among the phantoms of the dead, in the realms of 
darkness, hehad been searching for a lost E urydice. 

Among all the modes by which love is brought into 
being, among all the agents which disseminate that blessed 
bane, there are few so efficacious as this gust of feverish 
agitation that sweeps over us from ti me to ti me. F or then the 
die is cast, the person whose company we enjoy at that 
moment is the person we shall henceforward love. It is not 
even necessary for that person to have attracted us, up till 
then, morę than or even as much as others. All that was 
needed was that our predilection should become exclusive. 
And that condition is fulfilled when— in this moment of 
deprivation— thequest for the pleasures weenjoyed in hisor 
her company is suddenly replaced by an anxious, torturing 
need, whose object is the person alone, an absurd, irrational 
need which the laws of this world make it impossible to 
satisfy and difficultto assuage—theinsensate, agonising need 
to possessexclusively. 

Swann madę Remi drivehimto such restaurants as were 
still open; it was only the hypothesis of a happy outcomethat 
he had envisaged with calm; now he no longer concealed his 
agitation, the price heset upon their meeting, and promised 
in case of success to reward his coachman, as though, by 
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inspiring in him a will to succeed which would reinforce his 
own, he could bring it to pass, by a miracle, that Odette— 
assuming that she had long sińce gone home to bed— might 
yet befound seated in somerestauranton theboulevards. He 
pursued the search as far as the M aison Doree, burst twice 
into Tortoni's and, still without seeing her, had just emerged 
from the Cafe A nglais and wasstriding, wild-eyed, towards 
his carriage, which was waiting for him at the corner of the 
Boulevard des Italiens, when he collided with a person 
coming in the opposite direction: it was Odette. She 
explained, later, that there had been no room at Prevost's, 
that she had gone, instead, to sup attheM aison Doree, in an 
alcove where he must have failed to see her, and that she was 
goi ng back to her carri age. 

She had so Iittle expected to see him that shestarted back 
in alarm. A sfor him, hehad ransacked thestreetsof Paris not 
because hesupposed it possiblethat heshould find her, but 
because it was too painful for him to abandon the attempt. 
But this happiness which his reason had never ceased to 
regard as unattainable, that evening at least, now seemed 
doubly real; for, sińce he himself had contributed nothing to 
it by anticipating probabilities, it remained external to 
himself; there was no need for him tothink it into existence— 
it was from itself that there emanated, it was itself that 
projected towards him, that truth whose radiance dispelled 
like a bad dream the loneliness he had so dreaded, that truth 
on which his happy musings now dwelt unthinkingly. So will 
a traveller, arriving in glorious weather at the M editerranean 
shore, no longer certain of the existence of the lands he has 
leftbehind, lethiseyes bedazzled by the radiance stream i ng 
towards him from the luminous and unfading azure of the 
sea. 
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H eclimbed after her into thecarriagewhich shehad kept 
waiting, and ordered hisown to fol Iow. 

She was holding in her hand a bunch of cattleyas, and 
Swann could see, beneath the film of lace that covered her 
head, morę of the same flowers fastened to a swansdown 
plume. Shewasdressed, beneath her cloak, in aflowinggown 
of black velvet, caught up on onesideto reveal a largetriangle 
of white silk skirt, and with a yoke, also of white silk, in the 
cleft of the low-necked bodice, in which werefastened a few 
morę cattleyas. She had scarcely recovered from the shock 
which thesight of Swann had given her, when someobstacle 
madę the horse start to one side. T hey were thrown forward 
in their seats; she uttered a ery, and fell back quivering and 
breathless. 

"It's all right," he assured her, "don't be frightened." 
And heslipped his arm round her shoulder, supporting her 
body against his own. T hen he went on: "W hatever you do, 
don't utter aword; just makeasign, yesor no, oryou'll beout 
of breath again. You won't mind if I straighten theflowerson 
your bodice? Thejolt has disarranged them. I'm afraid of 
their dropping out, so I 'd just liketofasten them a littlemore 
securely.” 

She was not used to being madeso much fussof by men, 
and shesmiled assheanswered: "No, not at all; I don't mind 
in theleast." 

But he, daunted a littleby her answer, and also, perhaps, 
to bear out the pretencethat he had been sincerein adopting 
the stratagem, or even because he was already beginning to 
believe that he had been, exclaimed, "No, no, you mustn't 
speak. You'll get out of breath again. You can easily answer 
in signs; I shall understand. Really and truły now, you don't 
mind my doing this? Look, there's a little— I think it must be 
pollen, spilt over your dress. Do you mind if I brush it off 
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with my hand?T hat's not too hard? I 'm not hurting you, am 
I? Perhaps I 'm tickling you a bit? I don't want to touch the 
velvet in case I crease it. But you see, I really had to fasten the 
flowers; they would have fal len out if I hadn't. Likethat, 
now; if I just tuck them a little further down . . . Seriously, 

I'm not annoying you, am I ? A nd if I just sniff them to see 
whether they've really got no scent? I don't believe I ever 
smeltany before. M ay I ?T ell thetruth, now." 

Still smiling, sheshrugged her shouldersever so slightly, 
as who should say, "Y ou're quite mad; you know very well 
thatl like it." 

H e ran hisother hand upwards along O dette's cheek; she 
gazed at him fixedly, with that languishing and solemn air 
which marks the women of the Florentine master in whose 
faces hehad found a resemblance with hers; swimming atthe 
brink of the eyelids, her brilliant eyes, wide and slender like 
thei rs, seemed on the verge of wel I i ng out I i ke two great tears. 
She bent her neck, as all their necks may be seen to bend, in 
thepagan scenesaswell as in thereligious pictures. And in an 
attitude that was doubtless habitual to her, one which she 
knew to be appropriateto such moments and was careful not 
to forget to assume, she seemed to need all her strength to 
hołd her face back, as though some invisible force were 
drawing it towards Swann's. And it was Swann who, before 
she allowed it, as though in spite of herself, to fali upon his 
lips, held it back for a moment longer, at a little distance, 
between his hands. H ehad wanted to leavetimefor his mind 
to catch up with him, to recognisethedream which it had so 
long cherished and to assist at its realisation, like a reiative 
invited asaspectator when a prize is given to achild of whom 
shehasbeen especially fond. Perhaps, too, hewasfixing upon 
the face of an Odette not yet possessed, nor even kissed by 
him, which hewasseeingforthelasttime, thecomprehensive 
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gazewith which, on theday of hisdeparture, atraveller hopes 
to bear away with him in memory a landscape he is leaving 
for ever. 

But he was so shy in approaching her that, after this 
evening which had begun by his arranging her cattleyas and 
had ended in her complete surrender, whether from fear of 
offending her, or from reluctanceto appear retrospectively to 
have lied, or perhaps because he lacked the audacity to 
formulate a morę urgent requirement than this (which could 
always be repeated, sińce it had not annoyed her on thefirst 
occasion), he resorted to the same pretext on the foliowing 
days. If shehad cattleyas pinned to her bodice, hewould say: 
"lt's most unfortunate; the cattleyas don't need tucking in 
this evening; they've not been disturbed as they were the 
other night. I think, though, that this one isn't quitestraight. 
M ay I seeif they have moręscent than theothers?” O relse, if 
she had nonę: "Oh! no cattleyas this evening; then there's no 
chanceof my indulging in my little rearrangements." So that 
forsometimetherewasnochangein the procedurę which he 
had followed on that first evening, starting with fumblings 
with fingers and lips at Odette's bosom, and it was thus that 
his caresses still began. And long afterwards, when the 
rearrangement (or, rather, the ritual pretence of a 
rearrangement) of her cattleyas had quite fal len into 
desuetude, the metaphor "Do a cattleya," transmuted into a 
simpleverb which they would employ withoutthinking when 
they wished to refer to the act of physical possession (in 
which, paradoxically, the possessor possesses nothing), 
survived to commemorate in their vocabulary the long- 
forgotten custom from which it sprang. And perhaps this 
particular manner of saying "to make love” did not mean 
exactly the same thing as its synonyms. However jaded we 
may be about women, however much we may regard the 
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possession of the most divergent types as a repetitive and 
predictable experience, it nonę the less becomes a fresh and 
stimulating pleasure if the women concerned are—or are 
thought by us to be—so difficult as to oblige us to make it 
spring from some unrehearsed incident in our relations with 
them, as had originally been for Swann the arrangement of 
the cattleyas. He tremblingly hoped, that evening (but 
Odette, hetold himself, if shewasdeceived by his stratagem, 
could not guess his intention), that it was the possession of 
this woman that would emerge for him from their large 
mauvepetals; and the pleasure which hehad already felt and 
which Odettetolerated, hethought, perhapsonly becauseshe 
had not recognised it, seemed to him for that reason—as it 
might have seemed to thefirst man when heenjoyed it amid 
the flowers of the earthly paradise— a pleasure which had 
never before existed, which he was striving now to create, a 
pleasure—as the special name he gave it was to certify— 
entirely individual and new. 

Now, every evening, when he had taken her home, he 
had to go in with her; and often she would comeout again in 
her dressing-gown and escort him to his carriage, and would 
kiss him in front of his coachman, saying: "W hat do I care 
what other peoplethink?” And on evenings when hedid not 
go to the Verdurins' (which happened occasionally now that 
he had opportunities of seeing Odette elsewhere), when— 
morę and morę rarely—he went into society, she would ask 
him to cometo her on his way home, however late he might 
be. It was spring, and the nights were elear and frosty. 
Corning away from a party, he would climb into his victoria, 
spread a rug over his knees, tell thefriends who were leaving 
at the same time and who wanted him to join them, that he 
couldn't, that he wasn't going in their direction; and the 
coachman would set off at a fast trot without further orders, 
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knowing where he had to go. His friends would be left 
wondering, and indeed Swann was no longer the same man. 
No one ever received a letter frorri him now demanding an 
introduction to a woman. H e had ceased to pay any attention 
to women, and kept away frorri the places in which they were 
ordinarily to be met. In a restaurant, or in the country, his 
attitudewastheoppositeof the one by which, only yesterday, 
his friends would have recognised him, and which had 
seemed inevitably and permanently his. T o such an extent 
does passion manifest itself in us as a temporary and distinct 
character which not only takes the place of our normal 
character but obliterates the invariable signs by which it has 
hitherto been discernible! W hat was invariable now was that 
wherever Swann might be, heneverfailed to go on afterwards 
toOdette. Theinterval of spaceseparating herfrom him was 
one which he must traverse as i nevitably as though it were the 
irresistibleand rapid slopeof life itself. T ruth to tell, as often 
as not, when he had stayed late at a party, he would have 
preferred to return home at once, without going so far out of 
his way, and to postponetheir meeting until themorrow; but 
the very fact of his putting himself to such inconvenience at 
an abnormal hour in order to visit her, while he guessed that 
his friends, as heleftthem, weresayingtooneanother: ''He's 
tied hand and foot; there must certainly be a woman 
somewherewho insistson his going to her atall hours," madę 
him feel that hewas leading thelifeof theclassof men whose 
existence is coloured by a love-affair, and in whom the 
perpetual sacrifice they make of their comfort and of their 
practical interests engenders a sort of inner charm. Then, 
though he may not consciously have taken this into 
consideration, thecertainty that shewas waiting for him, that 
she was not elsewhere with others, that he would see her 
before he went home, drew the Sting from that anguish, 
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forgotten but latent and ever ready to be reawakened, which 
he had felt on the evening when Odette had left the 
Verdurins' before his arrival, an anguish the present 
assuagement of which was so agreeable that it might almost 
be called happiness. Perhaps it was to that hour of anguish 
that he owed the importance which Odette had sińce 
assumed in his life, Other peopleasa rulemean so littleto us 
that, when we have invested one of them with the power to 
cause us so much suffering or happiness, that person seems at 
once to belong to a different universe, is surrounded with 
poetry, makes of one's life a sort of stirring arena in which he 
or she will be moreor less closeto one. Swann could not ask 
himself with equanimity what Odette would mean to him in 
theyears that wereto come. Sometimes, ashelooked upfrom 
his victoria on thosefineand frosty nights and saw thebright 
moonbeams fali between his eyes and the deserted Street, he 
would think of that other face, gleaming and faintly roseate 
likethe moon's, which had, oneday, risen on thehorizon of 
his mind, and sińce then had shed upon the world the 
mysterious light in which hesaw it bathed. If hearrived after 
the hour at which Odette sent her servants to bed, before 
ringing the beli at the gate of her little garden he would go 
round first into the other Street, over which, on the ground- 
floor, among the Windows (all exactly alike, but darkened) of 
the adjoining houses, shone the solitary lighted window of 
her room. H e would rap on the pane, and she would hear the 
signal, and answer, before going to meet him at the front 
door. He would find, lying open on the piano, some of her 
favourite musie, the 1 /a/se des Roses, the Pauvre Fou of 
T agliafico (which, according to the instructions embodied in 
her will, was to be played at her funeral); but he would ask 
her, instead, to give him the little phrase from Vinteuil's 
sonata. It was true that Odette played vilely, but often the 
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most memorable impression of a piece of musie is one that 
has arisen out of ajumbleof wrong notes struck by unskilful 
fingers upon a tuneless piano, T he little phrase continued to 
beassociated in Swann's mind with his lovefor Odette. He 
was well aware that his love was something that did not 
correspond to anything outside itself, verifiable by others 
besideshim; herealised thatOdette'squalitieswerenotsuch 
as to justify his setting so high a valueon the hours hespent 
in her company. And often, when the cold government of 
reason stood unchallenged in his mind, hewould readily have 
ceased to sacrifice so many of his intellectual and social 
interests to this imaginary pleasure. But the little phrase, as 
soon as it struck his ear, had the power to liberate in him the 
space that was needed to contain it; the proportions of 
Swann'ssoul werealtered; a margin was leftfor an enjoyment 
that corresponded no morę than his love for Odette to any 
external object and yet was not, like his enjoyment of that 
love, purely individual, but assumed for him a sort of reality 
superior to that of concrete things, This thirst for an 
unknown delight was awakened in him by the little phrase, 
but without bringing him any precisegratification to assuage 
it. W ith the result that those parts of Swann's soul in which 
the little phrase had obliterated all concern for materiał 
interests, those human considerations which affect all men 
alike, were left vacant by it, blank pages on which he was at 
li berty to inscribethe nameof Odette. M oreover, in sofar as 
Odette's affection might seem a little abrupt and 
disappointing, the little phrase would cometo supplement it, 
to blend with it its own mysterious essence. W atching 
Swann'sfacewhilehelistened to the phrase, one would have 
said that hewas inhaling an anaesthetic which allowed him to 
breathe morę freely. A nd the pleasure which the musie gave 
him, which was shortly to create in him a real need, was in 
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fact akin at such moments to the pleasure which he would 
have derived from experimenting with perfumes, from 
entering into contact with a world for which we men werenot 
madę, which appears to us formless because our eyes cannot 
perceive it, meaningless because it eludesour understanding, 
to which wemay attain by way of onesenseonly. T herewas a 
deep repose, a mysterious refreshment for Swann— whose 
eyes, although delicate interpreters of painting, whose mind, 
although an acuteobserver of manners, must bear for ever the 
indelible imprint of the barrenness of his life— in feeling 
himself transformed into a creature estranged from 
humanity, blinded, deprived of his logical faculty, almost a 
fantastic unicorn, a chimaera-like creature conscious of the 
world through his hearing alone. A nd sińce he sought in the 
little phrasefor a meaning to which his intelligencecould not 
descend, with what a strange frenzy of intoxication did he 
strip bare his innermost soul of the whole armour of reason 
and makeit pass unattended through thedark filter of sound! 
H ebegan to realisehow much that was painful, perhapseven 
how much secret and unappeased sorrow underlay the 
sweetness of the phrase; and yet to him it brought no 
suffering. W hat matter though the phrase repeated that love 
is frail and fleeting, when his love was so strong! H e played 
with the melancholy which the musie diffused, he felt it 
stealing over him, but likea caress which only deepened and 
sweetened his sense of his own happiness. He would make 
Odette play it over to him again and again, ten, twenty times 
on end, insisting that, as she did so, she must never stop 
kissing him. Every kiss provokes another. Ah, in those 
earliest days of love how naturally the kisses spring into life! 
So closely, in their profusion, do they crowd together that 
lovers would find it as hard to count the kisses exchanged in 
an hour as to count the flowers in a meadow in M ay. T hen 
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shewould pretend to stop, saying: "How do you expect meto 
play when you keep on holding me? I can't do everything at 
once. M ake up your mind what you want: am I to play the 
phraseor play with you?”, and hewould get angry, and she 
would burst out laughing, a laugh that was soon transformed 
and descended upon him in a shower of kisses. Or else she 
would look at him sulkily, and hewould seeonceagain a face 
worthy to figurę in Botticelli's "Life of M oses”; he would 
place it there, giving to Odette's neck the necessary 
inclination; and when hehad finished her portrait in tempera, 
in the fifteenth century, on the wali of the Sistine, the idea 
that she was nonę the less in the room with him still, by the 
piano, at that very moment, ready to be kissed and enjoyed, 
the idea of her materiał existence, would sweep over him with 
so violent an intoxication that, with eyes starting from his 
head and jawstensed asthough to devour her, hewould fling 
himself upon this Botticelli maiden and kiss and bite her 
cheeks. A nd then, once he had left her, not without returning 
to kiss her again because he had forgotten to take away with 
him the memory of some detail of her fragrance or of her 
features, as he drove home in his victoria he blessed Odette 
for allowing him thesedaily visits which could not, hefelt, 
bring any great joy to her, but which, by keeping him 
immunefrom thefever of jealousy—by removing from him 
any possibility of afresh outbreak of the heart-sickness which 
had afflicted him on the evening when he had failed to find 
her at the Verdurins'—would help him to arrive, without any 
recurrence of those crises of which the first had been so 
painful that it must also be the last, at theend of this strange 
period of hislife, of thesehours, enchanted almost, likethose 
in which hedrovethrough Parisby moonlight. And, noticing 
ashedrovehomethatthemoon had now changed itsposition 
relatively to his own and was almost touching the horizon, 
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feeling that his love, too, was obedient to these immutable 
natural laws, he asked himself whether this period upon 
which he had entered would last much longer, whether 
presently his mind's eye would ceaseto behold that beloved 
facesaveasoccupying adistant and diminished position, and 
on the verge of ceasing to shed on him the radiance of its 
charm. For Swann was once morefinding in things, sińce he 
had fal len in love, the charm that hehad found when, in his 
adolescence, he had fancied himself an artist; with this 
difference, thatthecharm that lay in them now wasconferred 
by Odettealone. H efelt the inspirations of hisyouth, which 
had been dissipated by a frivolous life, stirring again in him, 
but they all borę now thereflection, thestamp of a particular 
being; and during the long hours which he now found a 
subtle pleasure in spending at home, alone with his 
convalescent soul, he became gradually himself again, but 
himself in thraldom to another. 

H e went to her only in the evenings, and knew nothing 
of how she spent her time during the day, any morę than of 
her past; so little, indeed, that hehad noteven thetiny, initial 
due which, by allowing usto imaginewhat wędo not know, 
stimulates a desire for knowledge. And so he never asked 
himself what she might be doing, or what her life had been. 
Only hesmiled sometimesat thethought of how, someyears 
earlier, when hedid not yet know her, people had spoken to 
him of a woman who, if he remembered rightly, must 
certainly have been O dette, as of a tart, a kept woman, oneof 
those women to whom hestill attributed (having lived but 
little in their company) the wilful, fundamentally perverse 
character with which they had so long been endowed by the 
imagination of certain novelists. H etold himself that asoften 
as not one has only to takethe opposite view to the reputation 
created by the world in order to judge a person accurately, 



334 


SWANN'SWAY 


when with such a character he contrasted that of Odette, so 
kind, so simple, so enthusiastic in the pursuit of ideals, so 
incapable, almost, of not telling thetruth that, when he had 
once begged her, so that they might dine together alone, to 
writeto M me Verdurin saying that she was unwell, the next 
day he had seen her, face to face with M me Verdurin who 
asked whether she had recovered, blushing, stammering and 
in spite of herself revealing in every featurehow painful, what 
a torturę it was to her to act a lie and, as in her answer she 
multiplied the fictitious details of her alleged indisposition, 
seeming to ask forgiveness, by her suppliant look and her 
stricken accents, fortheobviousfalsehood of her words. 

On certain days, however, though these were rare, she 
would cali upon him in the afternoon, interrupting his 
musings or the essay on Vermeer to which he had latterly 
returned. His servant would come in to say that M me de 
Crecy was in the smali drawing-room. H e would go and join 
her, and when heopened thedoor, on Odette's rosy face, as 
soon as shecaught sight of Swann, would appear—changing 
thecurveof her lips, thelook in hereyes, themoulding of her 
cheeks—an all-absorbing smile. O nce he was alone he would 
seethat smileagain, and also hersmileof theday before, and 
another with which she had greeted him sometime else, and 
the smile which had been her answer, in the carriage that 
night, when he had asked her whether she objected to his 
rearranging her cattleyas; and the life of Odette at all other 
times, sińce he knew nothing of it, appeared to him, with its 
neutral and colourless background, like those sheets of 
sketches by W atteau upon which one sees here, there, at 
every corner and at various angles, traced in three colours 
upon thebuff paper, innumerablesmiles. But once in a while, 
illuminating a chink of that existence which Swann still saw 
as a complete blank, even if his mind assured him that it was 
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not, because he was unable to visualise it, some friend who 
knew them both and, suspecting that they were in love, 
would not havedared to tell him anything about her that was 
of theleast importance, would describehow hehad glimpsed 
Odettethat very morning wal king up theRueA bbattucci, in 
acapetrimmed with skunk, a Rembrandt hat, and a bunch of 
violets in her bosom. Swann would be bowled over by this 
simple sketch because it suddenly madę him realise that 
Odette had an existencethat was not wholly subordinated to 
his own; he longed to know whom she had been seeking to 
impress by this costume in which he had never seen her, and 
he madę up his mind to ask her whereshe had been going at 
that intercepted moment, asthough, in all thecolourless life 
of his mistress—a life almost non-existent, sińce it was 
invisible to him—there had been but a single incident apart 
from all thosesmiles directed towards himself: namely, her 
walking abroad beneath a Rembrandt hat, with a bunch of 
violetsin her bosom. 

Except when he asked her for VinteuiI's little phrase 
instead of the Va/se des Roses, Swann madę no effort to 
induceherto play thethingsthat he himself preferred, or, in 
literaturę any morę than in musie, to correct the manifold 
errors of her taste. He fully realised that she was not 
intelligent. When shesaid how much she would likehim to 
tell her about the great poets, she had imagined that she 
would immediately get to know whole pages of romantic and 
heroicverse, in the style of theVicomtedeBorelli, only even 
moremoving. A sfor Vermeer of Delft, she asked whether he 
had been madę to suffer by a woman, if it was a woman who 
had inspired him, and once Swann had told her that no one 
knew, she had lostall interest in that painter. She would often 
say: "Poetry, you know—well, of course, there'd be nothing 
like it if it was all true, if the poets believed everything they 
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say. But as often as not you'll find there's no one so 
calculating asthosefellows. I know something about it: I had 
a friend, once, who was in love with a poet of sorts. In his 
verses he never spoke of anything but love and the sky and 
the stars. O h! she was properly taken in! H e did her out of 
morethan three hundred thousand francs." 

If, then, Swann tried to show her what artistic beauty 
consisted in, how oneoughtto appreciate poetry or painting, 
after a minutęortwo shewould ceaseto listen, saying: “Yes. 

.. I never thought it would belikethat." A nd hefelt that her 
disappointment was so great that he preferred to lie to her, 
assuring her that what he had said was nothing, that he had 
only touched thesurface, that he had no timeto go into it all 
properly, that there was morę i n itthan that. T hen shewould 
interrupt sharply: "M ore in it? W hat?... Do tell me!", but 
he did not tell her, knowing how feeble it would appear to 
her, how different from what she had expected, less 
sensational and less touching, and fearing lest, disiIlusioned 
with art, she might at the same time be disillusioned with 
love. 

With the result that she found Swann interior, 
intellectually, to what she had supposed. “You're always so 
reserved; I can't makeyou out." She was morę impressed by 
his indifferenceto money, by his kindnessto everyone, by his 
courtesy and tact. And indeed it happens, often enough, to 
greater men than Swann, to a scientist or an artist, when he is 
not misunderstood by the peopleamong whom he lives, that 
the feeling on their part which proves that they have been 
convinced of the superiority of his intellect is not their 
admiration for his ideas—for these are beyond them—but 
their respectfor his kindness. Swann 's position in sod ety also 
inspired Odette with respect, but she had no desire that he 
should attempt to secure invitations for herself. Perhaps she 



SWANN IN LOVE 


337 


felt that such attempts would be bound to fail; perhaps she 
even feared that, merely by speaking of her to his friends, he 
might provoke disclosures of an unwelcome kind. At all 
events she had madę him promise never to mention her 
name. H er reason for not wishing to go into society was, she 
had told him, a quarrel she had once had with a friend who 
had avenged herself subsequently by speaking ill of her. "But 
surely," Swann objected, "not everyone knew your friend." 
“Yes, butdon'tyou see, it spreads like wildfire; peopleareso 
horrid." Swann found this story frankly incomprehensible; 
on the other hand, he knew that such generał isations as 
"Peopleareso horrid," and "A word of scandal spreads like 
wildfire," weregenerally accepted astrue; theremust becases 
to which they were applicable. Could Odette's be one of 
these? H e teased himself with the question, though not for 
long, for hetoo was subject to that mental torpor that had so 
weighed upon hisfather, whenever hewasfaced byadifficult 
problem. In any event, that world of society which so 
frightened Odettedid not, perhaps, inspire her with any great 
longings, sińce it was too far removed from the world she 
knew for her to beableto form any elear conception of it. At 
the same time, while in certain aspects she had retained a 
genuinesimplicity (shehad, for instance, kept up afriendship 
with a littledressmaker, now retired from business, up whose 
steep and dark and fetid staircasesheclambered almost every 
day), shestill thirsted to be in thefashion, though her idea of 
it was not altogether the same as that of society people. F or 
the latter, it emanates from a comparatively smali number of 
individuals, who project it to a considerable distance—morę 
and morę faintly the further one is from their intimate 
centre—within the circle of their friends and the friends of 
their friends, whose names form a sort of tabulated index. 
Society people know this index by heart; they are gifted in 
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such matters with an erudition from which they have 
extracted a sort of taste, of tact, so automatic in its operation 
that Swann, for example, without needing to draw upon his 
knowledgeof the world, if he read in a newspaper the names 
of the people who had been at a dinner-party, could tell at 
once its exact degree of smartness, just as a man of letters, 
simply by reading asentence, can estimateexactly theliterary 
merit of its author. B ut O dette was one of those persons (an 
extremely numerous category, whatever the fashionable 
world may think, and to befound in every class of society) 
who do not sharethese notions, but imagine smartness to be 
something quite other, which assumes different aspects 
according to thecircleto which they themselves belong, but 
hasthespecial characteristic—common aliketothefashion of 
which O dette dreamed and to that before which M me 
Cottard bowed—of being directly accessibleto all. T heother 
kind, the smartness of society people, is, it must beadmitted, 
accessible also; but there is a time- lag. O dette would say of 
someone: "H eonly goesto smart places.” 

And if Swann asked her what she meant by that, she 
would answer with atouch of contempt: "Smart places! W hy, 
good heavens, just fancy, at your age, having to betold what 
the smart places are! W ell, on Sunday mornings there's the 
Avenue de l'l mperatrice, and round the lakę at five o'clock, 
and on Thursdays, the Eden Theatre, and the Races on 
F ridays; then there are the bal Is.. 

"W hat bal Is?" 

"W hy, si lly, the bal Is people give in Paris; the smart 
ones, I mean. For instance, Herbinger, you know who I 
mean, thefellow who's in oneof thejobbers' offices. Yes, of 
courseyou must know him, he's oneof the best-known men 
in Paris, that great big fair-haired boy who's such a toff— 
always has a flower in his buttonhole, a parting at the back, 
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light-coloured overcoats. H egoes about with that old frump, 
takes her to all thefirst-nights. W dl, hegavea bali theother 
night, and all thesmart peoplein Paris were there. I should 
have loved to go! But you had to show your invitation at the 
door, and I couldn't get oneanywhere. Still, I'm just as glad, 
now, that I didn't go; I should havebeen killed inthecrush, 
and seen nothing. It's really just to beableto say you'vebeen 
to Herbinger's bali. You know what a braggart I am! 
However, you may be quite certain that half the peoplewho 
tell you they were there are lying . . . But l'm surprised you 
weren'tthere, a regular 'swell' likeyou." 

Swann madę no attempt, however, to modify this 
conception of fashionable life; feeling that his own came no 
nearer to thetruth, was just asfatuous and trivial, hesaw no 
point in imparting itto hismistress, with the result that, after 
afew months, sheceased to take any interest in thepeopleto 
whose houses he went, except as a means of obtaining tickets 
for the paddock at race-meetings or first-nights at thetheatre. 
Shehoped that hewould continueto cultivatesuch profitable 
acquaintances, but in other respects she was inclined to 
regard them as anything butsmart, ever sińce she had passed 
the M arquise de Villeparisis in the Street, wearing a black 
woollen dressand abonnetwith strings. 

"But she looks like an usherette, like an old concierge, 
darling! A marquise, her! Goodness knows l'm not a 
marquise, but you'd have to pay me a lot of money before 
you'd get meto go round Paris rigged out likethat!" 

N or could she understand Swann's continuing to live in 
his house on the Q uai d'Orleans, which, though she dared 
not tell him so, sheconsidered unworthy of him. 

It wastruethat sheclaimed to befond of "antiques," and 
used to assume a rapturous and knowing air when she 
confessed how she loved to spend the whole day 
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"rummaging” in curio shops, hunting for "bric-a-brac” and 
"period" things. A Ithough it was a point of honour to which 
she obstinately clung, as though obeying some old family 
precept, that she should never answer questions or "account 
for" how shespent herdays, shespoketo Swann onceabout a 
friend to whose house she had been invited, and had found 
that everything in it was "of the period." Swann could not get 
her to tell him what the period was. But after thinking the 
matter over shereplied that it was "mediaeval"; by which she 
meant that the wal Is were panel led. Some ti me later she spoke 
to him again of her friend, and added, in the hesitant tonę and 
with the knowing air one adopts in referring to a person one 
has met at dinner the night before and of whom one had 
never heard until then, but whom one's hosts seemed to 
regard as someone so celebrated and important that one 
hopesthat one's listener will know who is meant and be duły 
impressed: "Herdining-room ... is. .. eighteenth century!" 
She herself had thought it hideous, all bare, as though the 
house were stiII unfinished; women looked frightful in it, and 
itwould never becomethefashion. Shementioned it again, a 
third time, when sheshowed Swann acard with thenameand 
address of the man who had designed the dining-room, and 
whom she wanted to send for when she had enough money, 
to see whether he couldn't do one for her too; not one like 
that, of course, but one of the sort she used to dream of and 
which unfortunately her little house wasn't large enough to 
contain, with tali sideboards, Renaissance furniture and 
fireplaces likethe chateau at Blois. It was on thisoccasion that 
she blurted out to Swann what she really thought of his abode 
on the Q uai d'0 rleans; he having ventured thecriticism that 
her friend had indulged, not in the Louis XVI style, for 
although that was not, of course, done, stiII it might be madę 
charming, but in the“shamantique." 
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"You wouldn't have her Iive like you among a lot of 
broken-down chairs and threadbarecarpets!” she exclaimed, 
the innate respectabiIity of the bourgeois housewife getting 
thebetterof theacquired dilettantism of thecocotte. 

People who enjoyed picking up antiques, who liked 
poetry, despised sordid calculations of profit and loss, and 
nourished ideals of honour and love, she placed in a class by 
themselves, superior to the rest of humanity. T here was no 
need actually to havethosetastes, as long as one proclaiimed 
them; when a man had told her at dinner that he loved to 
wander about and get his hands covered with dust in old 
furnitureshops, that hewould never be really appreciated in 
this commerdał age sińce he was not interested in its 
concerns, and that he belonged to another generation 
altogether, she would come home saying: "W hy, he's an 
adorablecreature, so sensitive, I had no idea,” and she would 
conceivefor him an immediatebond of friendship. Buton the 
other hand, men who, like Swann, had thesetastes but did 
not speak of them, left her cold. Shewasobliged, of course, to 
admit that Swann was not interested in money, but she would 
add sulkily: "lt'snotthesamething, you see, with him,” and, 
as a matter of fact, what appealed to her imagination was not 
thepracticeof disinterestedness, but itsvocabulary. 

Feeling that, often, he could not give her in reality the 
pleasures of which she dreamed, he tried at least to ensure 
that she should be happy in his company, tried not to 
counteract those vulgar ideas, that bad taste which she 
displayed on every possible occasion, and which in fact he 
loved, as he could not help loving everything that camefrom 
her, which enchanted him even, for werethey not so many 
characteristic features by virtue of which the essence of this 
woman revealed itself to him? And so, when she was in a 
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happy mood becauseshewasgoing to seethe Reine Topaze , 3 
or when her ecpression grew serious, worried, petulant 
becauseshewas afraid of missing theflower-show, or merely 
of not being in timefortea, with muffinsand toast, attheRue 
Royaletea-rooms, whereshebelieved that regular attendance 
was indispensable in order to set the seal upon a woman's 
certificate of elegance, Swann, enraptured as we all are at 
times by the naturalness of a chi Id or the verisi miI itude of a 
portrait which appears to be on the point of speaking, would 
feel so distinctly thesoul of his mistress rising to thesurface 
of her face that hecould not refrain from touching itwith his 
lips. "Ah, so littleOdette wants us to take her to theflower- 
show, does she? She wants to be admired, does she? Very 
well, we'II take her there, wecan but obey.” As Swann was a 
little short-sighted, he had to resign himself to wearing 
spectacles at home when working, whileto face the world he 
adopted a monocle as being less disfiguring. T he first time 
that she saw it in his eye, she could not contain her joy: "I 
really do think—for a man, that isto say— it's tremendously 
smart! How niceyou look with it! Every inch a gentleman. 
All you want now is a title!" she concluded with a tinge of 
regret. H e liked O dette to say thesethings, just as if he had 
been in lovewith a Breton girl, he would haveenjoyed seeing 
her in her coif and hearing her say that shebelieved in ghosts. 
Alwaysuntil then, asiscommon among men whosetastefor 
the arts develops independently of their sensuality, a weird 
disparity had existed between the satisfactions which he 
would accord to both simultaneously; yielding to the 
seductions of morę and morę rarefied works of art in the 
company of morę and morę vulgar women, taking a little 


3 La ReineTopaze: a light opera by Victor M assepresented atthe 
TheatreLyriguein 1856. 



SWANN IN LOVE 


343 


servant-girl to a screened box at the theatre for the 
performance of a decadent piece he particularly wanted to 
see, or to an exhibition of I mpressionist painting, convinced, 
moreover, that a cultivated society woman would have 
understood them no better, but would not have managed to 
remain so prettily silent. But, now that he was in love with 
Odette, all this was changed; to share her sympathies, to 
stri ve to be one with her in spirit, wasataskso attracti ve that 
he tried to find enjoyment in the things that she liked, and 
did find a pleasure, not only in imitating her habits but in 
adopting her opinions, which was all thedeeper because, as 
those habits and opinions had no roots in his own 
intelligence, they reminded him only of his love, for the sake 
of which hehad preferred them to his own. If hewent again 
to SergePanine, if he looked out for opportunities of going to 
see O livier M etra conduct, 4 it was for the pleasure of being 
initiated into every one of Odette's ideas and fancies, of 
feeling that he had an equal share in all her tastes. This 
charm, which her favourite plays and pictures and places 
possessed, of drawing him closer to her, struck him as being 
morę mysterious than the intrinsic charm of morę beautiful 
things and places with which she had no connection. Besides, 
having allowed the intellectual beliefs of his youth to 
languish, and his man-of-the-world scepticism having 
permeated them without his being awareof it, hefelt (or at 
least he had felt for so long that he had fal len into the habit of 
saying) that theobjects we admire have no absolute value in 
themselves, that the whole thing is a matter of period and 


4 Serge Panine, play by G eorges O hnet (1848-1918), adapted from a 
novel of the same name, which had agreat successin 1881 i n spite of 
i ts med i ocre I i terary q ual i ti es. 

Olivier M etra: composer of such popular worksas L a Va/sedesRoses 
and afamouslancersguadrille, and conductorattheOpera-Comigue. 
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class, is no morethan a series of fashions, the most vulgar of 
which are worth just as much as those which are regarded as 
the most refined. A nd as he considered that the importance 
Odette attached to receiving an invitation to a private view 
was not in itself any morę ridiculous than the pleasure he 
himself had at one time felt in lunching with the Prince of 
W aleś, so he did not think that the admiration she professed 
for M onte-C ario or for the R ighi was any morę unreasonable 
than his own liking for Holland (which she imagined to be 
ugly) and for Versailles(which bored hertotears). And so he 
denied himself the pleasure of visiting those places, delighted 
to tell himself that it was for her sake, that he wished only to 
feel,toenjoy thingswith her. 

Like everything else that formed part of Odette's 
environment, and was no morę, in a sense, than the means 
whereby hemight seeand talk to her moreoften, heenjoyed 
the society of the Verdurins. T here, sińce at the heart of all 
their entertainments, dinners, musical evenings, games, 
suppers in fancy dress, excursions to the country, theatre 
outings, even the infrequent "gala evenings” when they 
entertained the"bores," there was the presenceof Odette, the 
sight of Odette, conversation with Odette, an inestimable 
boon which theVerdurins bestowed on Swann by inviting 
him to their house, hewas happier in the Iittle" nucleus” than 
anywhereelse, and tried to find somegenuinemerit in each of 
its members, imagining that this would lead him to frequent 
their society from choicefor the rest of his life. N ot daring to 
tell himself, lestheshould doubt thetruth of thesuggestion, 
that he would always love Odette, at least in supposing that 
he would go on visiting theVerdurins (a proposition which, a 
priori, raised fewer fundamental objections on the part of his 
intelligence) hesaw himself in the futurę continuing to meet 
Odette every evening; that did not, perhaps, come guite to 
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the same thing as loving her for ever, but for the moment, 
whileheloved her, to feel thathewould not eventually cease 
to see her was all that he asked. "What a charming 
atmosphere!” hesaid to himself. "How entirely genuineisthe 
life these people lead! How much morę intelligent, morę 
artistic, they are than the people one knows! And M me 
Verdurin, in spite of a few trifling exaggerations which are 
rather absurd, what a sincere love of painting and musie she 
has, what a passion for works of art, what anxiety to give 
pleasure to artists! H er ideas about some of the people one 
knows are not quite right, but then their ideas about artistic 
circles are still morę wrong! Possibly I make no great 
intellectual demands in conversation, but I 'm perfectly happy 
talking to Cottard, although he does trot out those idiotic 
puns. And as for the painter, if he is rather disagreeably 
pretentious when he tries to shock, still he has one of the 
finest brainsthat l'veevercomeacross. Besides, what ismost 
important, onefeels quitefreethere, one does what one Iikes 
withouteonstraintorfuss. W hataflow of good humourthere 
isevery day in that drawing-room! N o question about it, with 
a few rare exceptions I never want to go anywhere else again. 

11 wi 11 become morę and morę of a habit, and I shal I spend the 
restof my lifethere." 

And as the qualities which hesupposed to beintrinsicto 
the Verdurins were no morę than thesuperficial ref lection of 
pleasures which he had enjoyed in their society through his 
love for Odette, those qualities became morę serious, morę 
profound, morę vital, when those pleasures were too. Since 
M meVerdurin often gaveSwann what alonecould constitute 
his happiness—sińce, on an evening when he felt anxious 
because Odette had talked rather morę to one of the party 
than to another, and, irritated by this, would not take the 
initiative of asking her whether she was coming home with 
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him, M me Verdurin brought peace and joy to his troubled 
spiritby saying spontaneously: "Odette, you'll seeM . Swann 
home, won't you?”; and sińce, when the summer holidays 
were impending and he had asked himself uneasily whether 
Odettemight not leaveParis without him, whether hewould 
still beableto see her every day, M meVerdurin had invited 
them both to spend the summer with her in the country— 
Swann, unconsciously allowing gratitude and self-interest to 
infiltrate his intelligence and to influence his ideas, went so 
far as to proclaim that M me Verdurin was "a great soul." 
Should one of his old fellow-students from the Ecole du 
Louvrespeak to him of somedelightful oreminent peoplehe 
had come across, Td a hundred times rather have the 
Verdurins” hewould reply. And, with a solemnity of diction 
that was new in him: "T hey aremagnanimouscreatures, and 
magnanimity is, after all, theonething that matters, the one 
thing that gives us distinction here on earth. Y ou see, there 
are only two classes of people, the magnanimous, and the 
rest; and I havereached an agewhen onehastotakesides, to 
decideonce and for all whom oneisgoingto like and dislike, 
to stick to the people one likes, and, to make up for thetime 
one has wasted with the others, never to leave them again as 
long asonelives. A nd so," he went on, with theslightthrill of 
emotion which a man feels when, even without being fully 
aware of it, he says something not because it is true but 
because he enjoys saying it, and listens to his own voice 
uttering the words as though they came from someone else, 
"the die is now cast. I have elected to love nonę but 
magnanimous souls, and to live only in an atmosphere of 
magnanimity. You ask me whether M meVerdurin is really 
intelligent. I can assureyou that she hasgiven meproofsof a 
nobility of heart, of a loftiness of soul, to which no onecould 
possibly attain without a corresponding loftiness of mind. 
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W ithout question, she has a profound understanding of art. 
But it is not, perhaps, in that that she is most admirable; 
every little action, ingeniously, exquisitely kind, which she 
has performed for my sake, every thoughtful attention, every 
little gesture, quitedomestic and yet quite sublime, revealsa 
morę profound comprehension of existence than all your 
text-books of philosophy." 

H emight havereminded himself thattherewerevarious 
old friends of his family who were just as simple as the 
Verdurins, companions of hisyouth who werejust as fond of 
art, that he knew other "great-hearted” people, and that 
nevertheless, sińce he had opted in favour of simplicity, the 
arts, and magnanimity, he had entirely ceased to seethem. 
But these people did not know Odette, and, if they had 
known her, would never havethought of introducing her to 
him. 

And so, in thewholeof theVerdurin circle, there was 
probably not asingleoneof the"faithful" who loved them, or 
bel ieved that heloved them, asdearly as did Swann. And yet, 
when M . Verdurin had said that hedid nottaketo Swann, he 
had not only expressed his own sentiments, he had divined 
those of his wife. Doubtless Swann had too exclusive an 
affection for O dette, of which he had neglected to make M me 
Verdurin hisregular confidante; doubtless the very discretion 
with which heavailed himself of the Verdurins' hospitality, 
often refraining from coming to dine with them for a reason 
which they never suspected and in place of which they saw 
only an anxiety on his part not to haveto declinean invitation 
to the house of some "borę” or other, and doubtless, too, 
despiteall the precautions which hehad taken to keep itfrom 
them, the gradual discovery which they were making of his 
brilliant position in society— doubtless all thiscontributed to 
their growing irritation with Swann. But the real, the 
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fundamental reason was quite different. T he fact was that 
they had very quickly sensed in him a locked door, a reserved, 
impenetrable chamber in which hestill professed silently to 
himself that the Princesse de Sagan was not grotesque and 
that Cottard's jokes were not amusing, in a word, for all that 
he never deviated from his affability or revolted against their 
dogmas, an impermeability to those dogmas, a resistanceto 
complete conversion, the like of which they had never come 
across in anyone before. They would haveforgiven him for 
associating with "bores" (to whom, as it happened, in his 
heart of hearts he infinitely preferred the Verdurins and all 
the little "nucleus”) had heconsented to set a good example 
by openly renouncing those "bores” in the presence of the 
"faithful." But that was an abjuration which they realised 
they were powerlessto extort from him. 

How different he was from a"newcomer” whom Odette 
had asked them to invite, although she herself had met him 
only a few times, and on whom they were building great 
hopes—theComtedeForcheville! (Ittumed out that hewas 
Saniette's brother-in-law, a discovery which filled all the 
faithful with amazement: the manners of the old 
palaeographer wereso humblethatthey had always supposed 
him to be socially inferior to themselves, and had never 
expected to learn that he came from a rich and reiatively 
aristocratic background.) Of course, ForcheviIle was a 
colossal snob, which Swann was not; of course he would 
never dream of placing, as Swann now did, the Verdurin 
circle above all others. But he lacked that natural refinement 
which prevented Swann from associating himself with the 
moręobviously falseaccusationsthat M meVerdurin IevelIed 
at people he knew. As for the vulgar and pretentious tirades 
in which the painter sometimes indulged, the commercial 
traveller's pleasantries which Cottard used to hazard, and for 
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which Swann, who liked both men sincerely, could easily find 
excuses without having either the heart or the hypocrisy to 
applaud them, ForcheviIle by contrast was of an intellectual 
calibreto bedumbfounded, awestruck by thefirst (without in 
theleast understanding them) and to revel in thesecond. A nd 
as it happened, the very first dinner at the Verdurins' at 
which ForcheviIle was present threw a glaring light upon all 
these differences, brought out his qualities and precipitated 
Swann'sfall from grace. 

There was at this dinner, besides the usual party, a 
professor from the Sorbonne, one Brichot, who had met M . 
and M meVerdurin at a watering-placesomewhere and who, 
if his university duties and scholarly labours had not left him 
with very littletimetospare, would gladly havecometothem 
moreoften. Forhehad the sort of curiosity and superstitious 
worship of life which, combined with a certain scepticism 
with regard to the object of their studies, earns for some 
intelligent men of whatever profession, doctors who do not 
bel i eve in medicine, schoolmasters who do not believe in 
L atin exercises, the reputation of having broad, brilliant and 
indeed superior minds. He affected, when at M me 
Verdurin's, to choose his illustrations from among the most 
topical subjects of the day when he spoke of philosophy or 
history, principally because he regarded those Sciences as no 
morethan a preparation for life, and imagined that he was 
seeing put into practice by the "little elan" what hitherto he 
had known only from books, and perhaps also because, 
having had instilled into him as a boy, and having 
unconsciously preserved, a reverencefor certain subjects, he 
thoughtthat hewas casting asidethescholar's gown when he 
ventured to treat those subjects with a conversational licence 
which in fact seemed daring to him only because the folds of 
thegown still clung. 
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Early in the course of the dinner, when M . de 
Forcheville, seated on the right of M me Verdurin who in the 
"newcomer's” honour had taken great pains with her toilet, 
observed to her: 'Q uiteoriginal, that whitedress," thedoctor, 
who had never taken his eyes off him so curious was he to 
learn the naturę and attributes of what he called a “de,” and 
who was on the look-out for an opportunity of attracting his 
attention and coming into closer contact with him, caught in 
its flight the adjective " blanchś' and, his eyes still glued to 
his piąte, snapped out, “ Blanche? B\anche of Castile?” then, 
without moving his head, shot a furtive glance to right and 
left of him, smiling uncertainly. W hileSwann, by thepainful 
and futile effort which he madę to smile, showed that he 
thought the pun absurd, ForcheviIle had shown at one and 
the same ti me that hecould appreciateits subtlety and that he 
was a man of the world, by keeping within its proper limits a 
mirth thespontaneity of which had charmed M meVerdurin. 

"W hat do you make of a scientist like that?” she asked 
Forcheville. "You can't talk seriously to him for two minutes 
on end. Is that the sort of thing you tell them at your 
hospital?" she went on, turning to the doctor. "T hey must 
havesomepretty lively timesthere, if that's thecase. I can see 
thatl shall havetogettaken in asapatient!" 

"I think I heard the Doctor speak of that old termagant, 
Blancheof Castile, if I may so express myself. A m I not right, 
Madame?" Brichot appealed to M me Verdurin, who, 
swooningwith merriment, her eyestightly closed, had buried 
her face in her hands, from behind which muffled screams 
could beheard. 

"Good gradous, Madame, I would not dream of 
shocking the reverent-minded, if there are any such around 
this table, sub rosa ... I recognise, moreover, that our 
ineffable and Athenian—oh, how infinitely Athenian— 
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republic is capable of honouring, in the person of that 
obscurantist old she-Capet, thefirst of our strong-arm chiefs 
of police. Y es, indeed, my dear host, yes indeed, yes indeed!" 
he repeated in his ringing voice, which sounded a separate 
notefor each syllable, in reply to a protest from M .Verdurin. 
“T he Chronique de Saint-Denis, and the authenticity of its 
information is beyond question, leaves us no room for doubt 
on that point. N o onecould bemorefitly chosen as patron by 
asecularised proletariat than that mother of a saint, to whom, 
incidentally, shegavea pretty rough time, accordingto Suger 
and other St Bernards of the sort; for with her everyone got 
hauled overthecoals." 

"W ho is that gentleman?" Forcheville asked M me 
V erduri n." H e seems fi rst- ratę." 

"W hat! Do you mean to say you don't know thefamous 
Brichot? W hy, he'scelebrated all over Europę.” 

"Oh, that's Brechot, is it?" exclaimed Forcheville, who 
had not quite caught the name. "Y ou must tell me all about 
him," he went on, fastening a pair of goggle eyes on the 
celebrity. "It's always interesting to dine with prominent 
people. But, I say, you ask one to very select parties here. N o 
duli eveningsin thishouse, I 'm surę.” 

"W ell, you know what it is really,” said M me Verdurin 
modestly, “they feel at ease here. They can talk about 
whatever they like, and the conversation goes off like 
fireworks. Now Brichot, this evening, is nothing. I've seen 
him, don't you know, when he's been in my house, simply 
dazzling; you'd want to go on your knees to him. W ell, 
anywhere else he's not the same man, he's not in the least 
witty, you have to drag the words out of him, he's even 
boring.” 

"That's strange,” remarked ForcheviIle with fitting 
astonishment. 
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A sort of wit like Brichofs would have been regarded as 
out-and-outstupidity by thepeopleamong whom Swann had 
spent his early life, for all that it is quitecompatible with real 
intelligence. And theintelligenceof theProfessor's vigorous 
and well-nourished brain might easily have been envied by 
many of the people in society who seemed witty enough to 
Swann. But these last had so thoroughly inculcated into him 
their likes and dislikes, at least in everything that pertained to 
social life, includingthatadjunctto social lifewhich belongs, 
strictly speaking, to the domain of intelligence, narmely, 
conversation, that Swann could not but find Brichofs 
pleasantries pedantic, vulgar and nauseating. He was 
shocked, too, being accustomed to good manners, by the 
rude, almost barrack-room tonę the pugnacious academic 
adopted no matter to whom he was speaking. Finally, 
perhaps, hehad lostsomeof his tolerance that evening when 
he saw the cordiality displayed by M me Verdurin towards 
this ForcheviIle fellow whom it had been Odette's 
unaccountable idea to bring to the house. Somewhat 
embarrassed vis-a-vis Swann, she asked him on her arrival: 
"W hat do you think of my guest?” 

And he, suddenly realising for the first time that 
Forcheville, whom he had known for years, could actually 
attract a woman and was quite a good-looking man, replied: 
"U nspeakable!” It did not occur to him to be jealous of 
Odette, but hedid notfeel quiteso happy as usual, and when 
Brichot, having begun to tell them the story of Blanche of 
Castile's mother who, according to him, "had been with 
H enry Plantagenet for years beforethey were married,” tried 
to prompt Swann to beg him to continue the story by 
interjecting "Isn't that so, M . Swann?” in themartial accents 
people use in order to put themselves on a level with a 
country bumpkin or to put the fear of God into a trooper, 
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Swann cut his story short, to the intensefury of their hostess, 
by begging to be excused for taking so little interest in 
Blanche of Castile, ashehad something that hewished to ask 
the painter. T he latter, it appeared, had been that afternoon 
to an exhibition of the work of another artist, also a friend of 
M meVerdurin, who had recently died, and Swann wished to 
find out from him (for he valued his discrimination) whether 
there had really been anything morę in these last works than 
the virtuosity which had struck people so forcibly in his 
earlier exhibitions. 

"From that point of view it was remarkable, but it did 
not seem to me to be a form of art which you could cali 
'elevated,'" said Swann with asmile. 

"Elevated ... to the purple," interrupted Cottard, 
raising his arms with mock solemnity. T he wholetable burst 
out laughing. 

“W hat did I tell you?" said M me Verdurin to 
ForcheviIle. “It's simply impossibleto beseriouswith him. 
W hen you least expect it, out he comes with some piece of 
foolery." 

But she observed that Swann alone had not unbent. For 
onething hewas nonetoo pleased with Cottard for having 
secured a laugh at his expense in front of F orcheville. But the 
painter, instead of replying in a way that might have 
interested Swann, as he would probably have done had they 
been alone together, preferred to win theeasy admiration of 
the rest with a witty dissertation on the talent of thedeceased 
master. 

"I went up to oneof them," hebegan, "justtoseehow it 
was done. I stuck my nose into it. W ell, it's just not true! 
Impossibleto say whether it was done with glue, with rubies, 
with soap, with sunshine, with leaven, with cack!" 
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"And one makes twelve!” shouted the doctor, but just 
too late, for noonesaw the point of his interruption. 

"It looks as though it was done with nothing at all," 
resumed the painter. "No morę chance of discovering the 
trick than there is in the 'N ight W atch' or the 'Female 
Regents,' and technically it's even better than Rembrandt or 
H ais. I t'salI there— but really, I swear it." 

T hen, just as singers who have reached the highest notę 
in their compass continue in a head voice, piano, he 
proceeded to murmur, laughing the while, as if, after all, 
there had been something irresistibly absurd in the sheer 
beauty of the painting: “It smells good, it makes your head 
whirl; it takes your breath away; you feel ticklish all over— 
and not the faintest clue to how it's done. The man's a 
sorcerer; the thing's a conjuring-trick, a miracle," bursting 
intooutright laughter, "it'salmostdishonest!" And stopping, 
solemnly raising his head, pitching his voice on a basso 
profundo notewhich hestruggled to bring into harmony, he 
concluded, "And it'ssosincere!” 

Exceptat the moment when hehad called it "better than 
the 'N ight W atch,'" a blasphemy which had called forth an 
instant protest from M me Verdurin, who regarded the 
"N ight W atch" as the supreme masterpiece of the universe 
(conjointly with the "Ninth" and the "Winged Victory"), 
and attheword "cack” which had madę Forchevillethrow a 
sweeping glance round the table to see whether it was "all 
right," before he allowed his lips to curve in a prudish and 
conciliatory smile, all theguests (saveSwann) had kept their 
fascinated and adoringeyesfixed upon thepainter. 

“I do so love him when he gets carried away like that!" 
cried M meVerdurin the moment hehad finished, enraptured 
that the table-talk should haveproved so entertaining on the 
very nightthat Forcheville wasdining with them forthefirst 
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time. "Hallo, you!” sheturned to her husband, "W hafsthe 
matter with you, sitting theregaping likea great animal?You 
know hetalks well. Anybody would think it wasthefirst time 
hehad ever listened to you,” sheadded to thepainter. "If you 
had only seen him while you were speaking; he was just 
drinking it all in. And tomorrow he'll tell useverything you 
said, withoutmissingoutaword.” 

“No, really, l'm not joking!” protested the painter, 
enchanted by the successof his speech. "You all look asif you 
thought I was pulling your legs, that it's all eyewash. I 'II take 
you to see the show, and then you can say whether I 've been 
exaggerating; I 'II bet you anythingyou like, you'll comeaway 
even moreenthusiasticthan I am!” 

"But we don't suppose for a moment that you're 
exaggerating. W e only want you to go on with your dinner, 
and my husband too. G ive M . Biche some morę sole, can’t 
you see his has got cold? We're not in any hurry; you're 
dashing round as if the house was on fire. W ait a little; don't 
servethesalad justyet." 

M meCottard, who was a modest woman and spoke but 
seldom, was not however lacking in self-assurance when a 
happy inspiration put the right word in her mouth. Shefelt 
that it would be well received, and this gave her confidence, 
but what she did with it was with the object not so much of 
shining herself as of helping her husband on in his career. 
And so she did not allow the word “salad," which M me 
Verdurin had just uttered, to passunchallenged. 

"It's not a Japanese salad, is it?” she said in a loud 
undertone, turningtowardsOdette. 

And then, in her joy and confusion at the aptness and 
daring of making so discreet and yet so unmistakable an 
allusion to the new and brilliantly successful play by D umas, 
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shebrokeinto achamning, girlish laugh, not very loud, butso 
irresistiblethat it wassometimebeforeshecould control it. 

"W ho is that lady? She seems devilish clever,” said 
F orchevi Ile. 

"No, it is not. But we'II make one for you if you'll all 
cometodinneron Friday." 

“You will think me dreadfully provincial," said M me 
Cottard to Swann, “but I haven't yet seen this famous 
Franci Ilon that everybody's talking about. The Doctor has 
been (I remember now, hetold me he had thegreat pleasure 
of spendingtheevening with you) and I mustconfessl didn't 
think it very sensible for him to spend money on seats in 
order to see it again with me. Of course an evening at the 
T heatre-F ranęais is never really wasted; the acting's so good 
there always; but we have some very nice friends” (M me 
Cottard rarely uttered a proper name, but restricted herself to 
"somefriends ofours” or "oneof my friends," as beingmore 
“distinguished,” speaking in an affected tonę and with the 
self-importanceof a person who need give names only when 
she chooses) "who often have a box, and are kind enough to 
take us to all the new pieces that are worth going to, and so 
I 'm certain to see FranciIIon sooner or later, and then I shall 
know what to think. But I do feel such a fool about it, I must 
confess, for wherever I go I naturally find everybody talking 
about that wretched J apanesesalad. I n fact one's beginning to 
get just a littletired of hearing about it," she went on, seeing 
that Swann seemed less interested than she had hoped in so 
burning a topie. "I must admit, though, that it provides an 
excuse for some quite amusing notions. I've got a friend, 
now, who is most original, though she'sa very pretty woman, 
very popular in society, very sought-after, and shetells me 
that she got her cook to make one of these J apanese salads, 
putting in everything that young M . D umassaysyou'reto in 
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the play. T hen she asked a few friends to come and taste it. I 
was not among thefavoured few, l'm sorry to say. But she 
told us all about it at her next 'at home'; it seems it was quite 
horrible, she madę us all laugh till wecried. But of course it's 
all in the telling," M me Cottard added, seeing that Swann 
still looked grave. 

And imagining that it was perhaps because he had not 
liked Francillorr. "Weil, I daresay I shall be disappointed 
with it, afterall. I don'tsupposeit'sasgood as the piece M me 
deCrecy worships, SergePanine. T here's a play, if you like; 
really deep, makes you think! But just fancy giving a recipe 
for a sal ad on the stage of theT heatre-F ranęais! N ow, Serge 
Paninś. Butthen, it'slikeeverythingthatcomesfromthepen 
of G eorgesO hnet, it'salwaysso well written. I wonder if you 
know the Mattre des Forges, which I like even better than 
Serge Panine" 

"Forgiveme," said Swann with politeirony, "but I must 
confess that my want of admiration is almost equally divided 
between thosemasterpieces.” 

"Really, and what don't you like about them?Areyou 
surę you aren't prejudiced? Perhaps you think he's a littletoo 
sad. W ell, well, what I always say is, oneshould never argue 
about playsor novels. Everyonehashisown way of looking at 
things, and what you find detestable may bejust what I like 
best." 

She was interrupted by F orcheviIle addressing Swann. 
W hile M me Cottard was discussing Francillon, Forcheville 
had been expressing to M me Verdurin his admiration for 
what hecalled the painter's "littlespeech": “Yourfriend has 
such aflow of language, such a memory!" hesaid to her when 
thepainter had cometo astandstill. Tveseldom comeacross 
anything like it. FI e'd make a first-rate preacher. By Jove, I 
wish I was like that. W hat with him and M . Brechot you've 
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got a couple of real characters, though as regards the gift of 
the gab, l'm not so surę that this one doesn't knock a few 
spotsoff theProfessor. Itcomes moręnaturally with him, it's 
lessstudied. Although now and then hedoes usesome words 
that are a bit realistic, but that's quite the thing nowadays. 
Anyhow, it's not often l've seen a man hołd the floor as 
cleverly as that—'hołd the spittoon' as weused to say in the 
regiment, where, by theway, wehad a man herather reminds 
me of. You could take anything you liked—I don't know 
what—this glass, say, and he'd rattle on about it for hours; 
no, not this glass, that's a silly thing to say, but something 
likethebattleof W aterloo, or anything of that sort, he'd spin 
you such ayarn you simply wouldn't believeit. W hy, Swann 
was in the same regiment; hemust haveknown him." 

"Doyou seemuch of M . Swann?” asked M meVerdurin. 

"Oh dear, no!” heanswered, and then, thinkingthat if he 
madę himself pleasant to Swann he might find favour with 
Odette, hedecided to take this opportunity of flattering him 
by speaking of his fashionable friends, but to do so as a man 
of the world himself, in atoneof good-natured criticism, and 
not as though he were congratulating Swann upon some 
unexpected success. "Isn't that so, Swann? I never see 
anything of you, do I?—But then, whereon earth isoneto see 
him? T he fellow spends all his time ensconced with the L a 
Tremoilles, the Laumes and all that lot!” The imputation 
would have been false at any time, and was all the morę so 
now that for at least a year Swann scarcely went anywhere 
except to the Verdurins'. But the mere name of a person 
whom the Verdurins did not know was greeted by them with 
a disapproving silence. M . Verdurin, dreading the painful 
impression which the names of these "bores," especially 
when flung at her in this tactless fashion in front of all the 
"faithful," were bound to make on his wife, cast a covert 
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glance at her, instinct with anxious solicitude. H e saw then 
that in her determination not to take cognisance of, not to 
havebeen affected by thenews which had just been imparted 
to her, not merely to remain dumb, but to have been deaf as 
well, as we pretend to be when a friend who has offended us 
attempts to slip into his conversation soime excuse which we 
imight appear to be accepting if we heard it without 
protesting, orwhen soimeoneuttersthenameof an enemy the 
very mention of whom in our presence is forbidden, M me 
Verdurin, so that her silence should havetheappearance not 
of consent but of the unconscious silence of inanimate 
objects, had suddenly emptied her face of all life, of all 
mobility; her domed forehead was no morethan an exquisite 
piece of sculpture in the round, which the name of those L a 
T remoilles with whom Swann was always "ensconced” had 
failed to penetrate; her nose, just perceptibly wrinkled in a 
frown, exposed to view two dark cavities that seemed 
modelled from life. You would havesaid that her half-opened 
lips were just about to speak. She was no morę than a wax 
cast, a plaster mask, a maquettefor a monument, a bust for 
the Pałace of Industry, in front of which the public would 
most certainly gather and marvel to see how the sculptor, in 
expressing the unchallengeable dignity of the Verdurins as 
opposed to that of the La Tremoilles or Laumes, whose 
equals (if not indeed their betters) they were, and the equals 
and betters of all other"bores” upon thefaceof theearth, had 
contrived to impart an almost papai majesty to the whiteness 
and rigidity of the stone. But the marble at last came to life 
and let it be understood that it didn't do to be at all 
squeamish if one went to that house, sińce the wife was 
always drunk and thehusband so uneducated that he called a 
corridor a" collidor”! 
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"Y ou'd need to pay me a lot of money before I 'd let any 
of that lot set foot inside my house," M me Verdurin 
concluded, gazing imperiously down on Swann. 

She could scarcely have expected him to capitulate so 
completely as to echotheholy simplicity of thepianisfsaunt, 
who at once exclaimed: "To think of that, now! W hat 
surprises me is that they can get any body to go near them. 
I'm surel should beafraid; one can't betoo careful. H ow can 
people be so common as to go running after them?” But he 
might at least have replied, like ForcheviIle: "Gad, she's a 
duchess; therearestill plenty of people who areimpressed by 
that sort of thing,” which would at least havepermitted M me 
Verdurin the retort, "And a lot of good may it do them!" 
Instead of which, Swann merely smiled, in a manner which 
intimated that he could not, of course, take such an 
outrageous statement seriously, M . Verdurin, who was still 
casting furtive glances at his wife, saw with regret and 
understood only too well that she was now inflamed with the 
passion of a Grand lnquisitor who has failed to stamp out 
heresy; and so, in the hope of bringing Swann round to a 
recantation (for thecourageof one's opinions is always a form 
of calculating cowardice in the eyes of the other side), 
chałlenged him: "T ell us frankly, now, what you think of 
them yourself. W e shan't repeat it to them, you may be 
surę." 

To which Swann answered: "W hy, l'm not in the least 
afraid of the Duchess (if it's the La Tremoilles you're 
speakingof). I can assureyou thateveryonelikesgoingto her 
house. I wouldn't go so far as to say that she's at all 
'profound' "(he pronounced "profound" as if it was a 
ridiculous word, for his speech kept the traces of certain 
mental habits which the recent change in his life, a 
ręjuvenation illustrated by his passion for musie, had inclined 
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him temporarily to discard, so that at times hewould actually 
State his views with considerable warmth) "but l'm quite 
sincerewhen I say that she's intelligent, while her husband is 
positively a man of letters. T hey'recharnning people.” 

Whereupon M me Verdurin, realising that this one 
infidel would prevent her "little nucleus” from achieving 
complete unanimity, was unable to restrain herself, in her 
fury at the obstinacy of this wretch who could not see what 
anguish his words were causing her, from screaming at him 
from the depths of her tortured heart: "You may think so if 
you wish, butatleastyou needn'tsay soto us." 

"It all depends on what you cali intelligence." 
Forcheville felt that it was his turn to be brilliant. "Come 
now, Swann, tell us what you mean by intelligence." 

“T here," cried Odette, "that's the sort of big subject I 'm 
always asking him to talk to meabout, and henever will." 

“O h, but..protested Swann. 

“O h, but nonsense!" said O dette. 

"A water-butt?” asked the doctor. 

"In your opinion," pursued Forcheville, “does 
intelligence mean thegift of thegab—you know, glib society 
talk?" 

"Finish your sweet, so that they can take your piąte 
away,” said M meVerdurin sourly to Saniette, whowaslostin 
thought and had stopped eating. And then, perhaps a little 
ashamed of her rudeness, "It doesn't matter, you can take 
your timeabout it. I only reminded you becauseof theothers, 
you know; it keepstheservants back." 

“Thereis," began Brichot, hammering out each syllable, 
“a rather curious definition of intelligence by that gentle old 
anarchistFenelon.. 

"Just listen to this!" M me Verdurin rallied Forcheville 
and the doctor." FI e's going to give us F enelon's defi nition of 



362 


SWANN'SWAY 


intelligence. M ost interesting. It's not often you get a chance 
of hearingthat!” 

But Brichot was keeping Fenelon's definition until 
Swann had given his. Swann remained silent, and, by this 
fresh act of recreancy, spoiled the brilliant dialectical contest 
which M me Verdurin was rejoicing at being ableto offer to 
F orchevi Ile. 

"You see, it's just the same as with me!" said Odette 
peevishly. 'Tm not at all sorry to seethat l'm not theonly 
onehedoesn'tfind quiteup to his level." 

“Are these de La Tremouailles whom M me Verdurin 
has shown us to be so undesirabie," inquired Brichot, 
articulating vigorously, "descended from the couple whom 
that worthy old snob M medeSevignesaid shewas delighted 
to know because it was so good for her peasants? T rue, the 
M arquise had another reason, which in her case probably 
came first, for she was a thorough journalist at heart, and 
always on the look-out for 'copy.' A nd in the journal which 
sheused to send regularly to her daughter, it was M medeL a 
T remouaille, kept well-informed through all her grand 
connections, whosupplied theforeign politics." 

"No, no, I don't think they're the same family," 
hazarded M meVerdurin. 

Saniette, who ever sińce he had surrendered his 
untouched piąte to the butler had been plunged oncemorein 
silent meditation, emerged finally to tell them, with a nervous 
laugh, the story of a dinner he had once had with the D uc de 
LaT remoille, from which ittranspired that the Dukedid not 
know that George Sand was the pseudonym of a woman. 
Swann, who was fond of Saniette, felt bound to supply him 
with afew facts i 11ustrative of the D uke'scultureproving that 
such ignorance on his part was li terał ly impossible; but 
suddenly hestopped short, realising that Saniette needed no 
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proof, but knew already that the story was untrue for the 
simple reason that he had just invented it. T he worthy man 
suffered acutely from the Verdurins' always finding him so 
boring; and as he was conscious of having been morę than 
ordinarily duli thisevening, hehad madeup his mind that he 
would succeed in being amusing at least once beforetheend 
of dinner. H e capitulated so quickly, looked so wretched at 
thesight of his castle in ruins, and replied in so craven a tonę 
to Swann, appealing to him not to persist in a refutation 
which was now superfluous—"Ali right; all right; anyhow, 
even if l'm mistaken it's not a crime, I hope”—that Swann 
longed to be able to console him by insisting that the story 
was indubitably trueand exquisitely funny. T he doctor, who 
had been listening, had an idea that it was the right moment 
to interject “Se non e vero," but he was not quite certain of 
thewords, and wasafraid of gettingthem wrong. 

After dinner, Forchevi Ile went up tothedoctor. 

”Shecan't havebeen atall bad looking, MmeVerdurin; 
and besides, she'sa woman you can really talk to, which isthe 
main thing. Of courseshe's getting a bit broad in the beam. 
But M me de Crecy! There's a little woman who knows 
what's what, all right. U pon my word and soul, you can seeat 
a glance she's got her wits about her, that girl. We're 
speaking of M me de Crecy,” heexplained, as M . Verdurin 
joined them, his pipę in his mouth. "I should say that, as a 
specimen of the female form ...” 

Td rather haveit in my bed than a siąp with a wetfish," 
the words came tumbling from Cottard, who had for some 
time been waiting in vain for Forchevilleto pausefor breath 
so that he might get in this hoary old joke for which there 
might not be another cue if the conversation should take a 
differentturn and which henow produced with thatexcessive 
spontaneity and confidence that seeks to cover up the 
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coldness and the anxiety inseparable from a prepared 
recitation. ForcheviIle knew and saw the joke, and was 
thoroughly amused. Asfor M . Verdurin, hewasunsparing of 
his merriment, having recently discovered a way of 
expressing it by a convention that was different from his 
wife's but equally simpleand obvious. Scarcely had hebegun 
the movement of head and shoulders of a man shaking with 
laughterthan hewould begin atonceto cough, asthough, in 
laughing too violently, he had swallowed a mouthful of pipę- 
smoke. And by keepi ng the pi pe fi rmly in hismouth hecould 
prolong indefinitely the dumb-show of suffocation and 
hilarity. T hus he and M me Verdurin (who, at the other side 
of the room, where the painter was telling her a story, was 
shutting her eyes preparatory to flinging her face into her 
hands) resembled two masks in a theatre each representing 
Comedy in a different way, 

M , Verdurin had been wiser than he knew in not taking 
his pipę out of his mouth, for Cottard, having occasion to 
leave the room for a moment, murmured awitty euphemism 
which he had recently acquired and repeated now whenever 
he had to go to the place in question: "I must just go and see 
the Duc d'Aumale for a minutę,” so drolly that M, 
Verdurin'scough began all over again. 

"Do take your pipę out of your mouth, Can't you see 
that you'll choke if you try to bottle up your laughter like 
that,” counselled M me Verdurin as she came round with a 
tray of liqueurs. 

"W hat a delightful man your husband is; he's devilish 
witty,” declared ForcheviIle to M me Cottard, "Thank you, 
thankyou, an old soldier likemecan neversay noto a drink.” 

"M . de Forcheville thinks Odette charming,” M, 
Verdurin told his wife, 
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"Ah, asa matterof fact she'd liketo havelunch with you 
one day. W e must arrange it, but don't on any account let 
Swann hear about it. H espoils everything, don't you know. I 
don't mean to say that you're not to come to dinner too, of 
course; we hope to see you very often. N ow that the warm 
weather's coming, we're going to dineout of doors whenever 
wecan. It won't borę you, will it, a q u i et littledinner now and 
then in theBois?Splendid, splendid, itwill beso nice... 

"I say, aren't you going to do any work this evening?" 
she screamed suddenly to the young pianist, seeing an 
opportunity for displaying, before a newcomer of 
Forcheville's importance, at once her unfailing wit and her 
despotic power over the “faithful." 

"M . de ForcheviIle has been saying dreadful things 
about you,” M me C ottard told her husband as he reappeared 
in the room. And he, still following up the idea of 
Forcheville's noble birth, which had obsessed him all 
through dinner, said to him: 'Tm treating a Baronessjust 
now, Baroness Putbus. W eren't there some Putbuses in the 
C rusades? A nyhow they'vegot a lakę in Pomerania that's ten 
timesthesizeof the Place de la Concorde. I 'm treating her for 
rheumatoid arthritis; she's a charming woman. M me 
Verdurin knowshertoo, I bel ieve." 

Which enabled ForcheviIle, a moment later, finding 
himself alone again with M me Cottard, to complete his 
favourable verdict on her husband with: "H e's an interesting 
man, too; you can see that he knows a few people. G ad! they 
do getto know a lot of things, thosedoctors.” 

'Tm going to play the phrase from the sonata for M . 
Swann,” said the pianist. 

"W hat the devil's that? N ot the sonata-snake, I hope!” 
shouted M . de ForcheviIle, hopingtocreatean effect. 
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But D r Cottard, who had never heard this pun, missed 
the point ofit, and imagined that M . de F orcheviIle had madę 
a mistake. H edashed in boldly to correct him: "No, no. T he 
word isn't serpent- a- sonates, it's serpent- a- son nettem ." he 
explained in a tonę at once zealous, impatient, and 
triumphant. 5 

Forcheville explained the joke to him. The doctor 
blushed. 

"You'll admit it'snot bad, eh, Doctor?" 

“Oh! I’veknown itforages." 

T hen they were silent; beneath the restless tremolos of 
the violin part which protected it with their throbbing 
sostenuto two octaves above it—and as in a mountainous 
country, behind the seeming immobility of a vertiginous 
waterfall, onedescries, two hundred feet below, thetiny form 
of a woman walking in the valley— the little phrase had just 
appeared, distant, graceful, protected by the long, gradual 
unfurling of its transparent, incessant and sonorous curtain. 
And Swann, in his heart of hearts, tumed to it as to a 
confidant of his love, as to a friend of Odette who would 
surely tell her to pay no attention to this F orcheviIle. 

"Ah! you'vecometoo late!" M meVerdurin greeted one 
of thefaithful whoseinvitation had been only "to look in after 
dinner.” "W e'vebeen having asimply incomparableBrichot! 
You never heard such eloquence! Buthe'sgone. I sn't that so, 
M . Swann? I believeit'sthefirsttimeyou'vemet him," she 
went on, to emphasise the fact that it was to her that Swann 
owed theintroduction. "W asn't hedelicious, our Brichot?" 

Swann bowed politely. 

"N o?You weren't interested?” sheasked dryly. 


5 Serpent a sonnettesmeans rattlesnake. 
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"Oh, but I assure you, I was quite enthralled. He's 
perhaps a littletoo peremptory, a littletoo jovial for my taste. 

I should li keto see him a little less confident at times, a little 
moretolerant, butonefeelsthat heknowsagreatdeal, and on 
thewholeheseemsa very sound fellow." 

T he party brokeup very late. Cottard's first wordsto his 
wife were: Tve rarely seen M me Verdurin in such form as 
shewas tonight." 

"W hat exactly is your M me Verdurin? A bit of a 
demirep, eh?” said Forchevilletothepainter, to whom hehad 
offered a lift. 

O dette watched his departure with regret; shedared not 
refuse to let Swann take her home, but she was moody and 
irritablein thecarriage, and when heasked whether hemight 
comein, replied, "I supposeso," with an impatient shrug of 
hershoulders. 

W hen all theguests had gone, M meVerdurin said to her 
husband: "Did you noticetheway Swann laughed, such an 
idiotic laugh, when wespokeaboutM meLaT remoille?" 

She had remarked, morę than once, how Swann and 
Forcheville suppressed the particie "de” before that lady's 
name. N ever doubting that it was done on purpose, to show 
thatthey were not afraid of atitle, she had madeup her mind 
to imitatetheir arrogance, but had not quite grasped what 
grammatical form it ought to take. And so, the natural 
corruptness of her speech overcoming her implacable 
republicanism, she still said instinctively "the de La 
T remoilles," or rather (by an abbreviation sanctified by usage 
in musie hall lyrics and cartoon captions, wherethe "de” is 
elided), "the dla Tremoilles," but redeemed herself by 
saying "M adame La Tremoille— The Duchess, as Swann 
calls her," she added ironically, with a smile which proved 
that she was merely guoting and would not, herself, accept 



368 


SWANN'SWAY 


the least responsibility for a classification so puerile and 
absurd. 

"I don't mind saying that I thought him extremely 
stu pi d." 

M . Verdurin took it up: "H e's not sincere. H e's a crafty 
customer, always sitting on the fence, always trying to run 
with the hare and hunt with the hounds. W hat a difference 
between him and ForcheviIle. T here at least you have a man 
who tells you straight out what he thinks. Either you agree 
with him or you don't. N ot liketheother fellow, who's never 
definitely fish or fowl. Did you notice, by the way, that 
Odette seemed all for ForcheviIle, and I don't blame her, 
either. And besides, if Swann wants to come the man of 
fashion over us, the champion of distressed duchesses, at any 
ratę the other man has got a title— he's always Comte de 
Forcheville,” heconcluded with an air of discrimination, as 
though, familiar with every page of the history of that 
dignity, he were making a scrupulously exact estimateof its 
valuein relation to othersof the sort. 

“I may tell you," M me Verdurin went on, "that hesaw 
fit to utter some venomous and quite absurd insinuations 
against Brichot. Naturally, once he saw that Brichot was 
popular in this house, it was a way of hitting back at us, of 
spoiling our party. I know his sort, the dear, good friend of 
thefamily who runsyou down behind your back." 

"Didn't I say so?" retorted her husband. "He'ssimply a 
failure, one of those small-minded individuals who are 
envious of anything that's at all big.” 

In realitytherewasnotoneof the"faithful" who was not 
infinitely morę malidous than Swann; but they all took the 
precaution of tempering their calumnies with obvious 
pleasantries, with little sparks of emotion and cordiality; 
while the slightest reservation on Swann's part, undraped in 
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any such conventional formula as"Of course, I don't mean to 
be unkind," to which he would not have deigned to stoop, 
appeared to them a deliberate act of treachery, There are 
certain original and distinguished authors in whom the least 
outspokenness is thought shocking because they have not 
begun by flattering thetastes of the public and serving up to 
it the commonplaces to which it is accustomed; it was by the 
sameprocessthat Swann infuriated M . Verdurin. In hiscase 
as in theirs it was the novelty of his language which led his 
audienceto suspecttheblackness of hisdesigns. 

Swann was still unconscious of the disgrace that 
threatened him attheVerdurins\ and continued to regard all 
their absurdities in the most rosy light, through theadmiring 
eyes of love. 

Asa rule he met Odette only in the evenings; he was 
afraid of her growing tired of him if he visited her during the 
day as well, but, being reluctant to forfeit the place that he 
held in her thoughts, he was constantly looking out for 
opportunities of claiming her attention in ways that would 
not be displeasing to her. If, in a florist's or a jeweller's 
window, a plant or an ornament caught his eye, he would at 
once think of sending them to Odette, imagining that the 
pleasurewhich thecasual sightof them had given him would 
instinctively be felt also by her, and would increase her 
affection for him; and he would order them to be taken at 
once to the R ue L a Perouse, so as to accelerate the moment 
when, as she received an offering from him, he might feel 
himself somehow transported into her presence. He was 
particularly anxious, always, that she should receive these 
presents before she went out for the evening, so that her 
gratitude towards him might give additional tenderness to 
her welcomewhen hearrived attheVerdurins', might even— 
for all he knew— if the shopkeeper madę hastę, bring him a 
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letter from her before dinner, or herself in person upon his 
doorstep, comeon a little supplementary visit of thanks. As 
in an earlier phase, when he had tested the reactions of 
chagrin on Odette's naturę, he now sought by those of 
gratitude to elicit from her intimatę scraps of feeling which 
shehad notyet revealed to him. 

Often she was plagued with money troubles, and under 
pressurefrom a creditor would appeal to him for assistance. 
H e was pleased by this, as he was pleased by anything that 
might impressOdettewith his lovefor her, or merely with his 
influence, with theextentto which hecould beof useto her. 
If anyone had said to him at the beginning, "It's your 
position that attracts her,” or at this stage, "lt's your money 
that she's really in love with," he would probably not have 
believed the suggestion; nor, on the other hand, would he 
have been greatly distressed by the thought that people 
supposed her to beattached to him—that peoplefelt them to 
be united—by ties so binding as those of snobbishness or 
wealth. But even if he had believed it to betrue, it might not 
havecaused him any suffering to discover that Odette's love 
for him was based on a foundation morę lasting than the 
charms or the qualities which she might see in him: namely, 
self-interest, a self-interest which would postpone for ever 
the fatal day when she might be tempted to bring their 
relations to an end. F or the moment, by heaping presents on 
her, by doing her all manner of favours, hecould fali back on 
advantages extraneous to his person, or to his intellect, as a 
relief from the endless, kiIIing effort to make himself 
attractive to her. A nd the pleasure of being a lover, of living 
by lovealone, thereality of which hewassometimes inclined 
to doubt, was enhanced in his eyes, as a dilettante of 
intangible sensations, by the price he was paying for it—as 
one sees people who are doubtful whether the sight of the sea 
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and the sound of its waves are really enjoyable become 
convinced that they are—and convinced also of the rare 
quality and absolute detachment of their own taste—when 
they have agreed to pay several pounds a day for a room in an 
hotel from which that sight and that sound may beenjoyed. 

O ne day, when reflections of this sort had brought him 
back to the mermory of the ti me when someone had spoken to 
him of Odette as of a kept woman, and he was amusing 
himself once again with contrasting that strange 
personification, the kept woman—an iridescent mixture of 
unknown and demoniacal qualities embroidered, as in some 
fantasy of Gustave Moreau, with poison-dripping flowers 
interwoven with precious jewels— with the Odette on whose 
face he had seen the same expressions of pity for a sufferer, 
revolt against an act of injustice, gratitude for an act of 
kindness, which he had seen in earlier days on his own 
mother's face and on the faces of his friends, the Odette 
whoseconversation sofrequently turned on thethingsthat he 
himself knew better than anyone, his collections, his room, 
his old sen/ant, the banker who kept all his securities, it 
happened that thethought of the banker reminded him that 
he must cali on him shortly to draw some money. T he fact 
was that if, during the current month, he were to come less 
liberałly to the aid of Odette in her financial difficulties than 
in the month before, when he had given her five thousand 
francs, if he refrained from offering her a diamond necklace 
for which she longed, he would be allowing her admiration 
for his generosity, her heart-warming gratitude, to decline, 
and would even run the risk of giving her to believe that his 
love for her (as she saw its visible manifestations grow 
smaller) had itself diminished. And then, suddenly, he 
wondered whether that was not precisely what was implied 
by "keeping” a woman (as if, in fact, that notion of keeping 
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could be derived from elements not at all mysterious or 
perverse but belonging to the intimate routine of his daily 
life, such asthatthousand-franc notę, afamiliar and domestic 
object, torn in places and stuck together again, which his 
valet, after paying the household accounts and the rent, had 
locked up in a drawer in theold writing-desk whence he had 
extracted it to send it, with four others, to Odette) and 
whether it might not be possibleto apply to Odette, sińce he 
had known her (for he never suspected for a moment that she 
could ever havetaken money from anyone before him), that 
title, which hehad believed sowholly inapplicableto her, of 
"kept woman." H e could not explore the idea further, for a 
sudden access of that mental lethargy which was, with him, 
congenital, intermittent and providential, happened at that 
moment to extinguish every particie of light in his brain, as 
instantaneously as, at a later period, when electric lighting 
had been everywhere installed, it became possibleto cut off 
the supply of light from a house. His mind fumbled for a 
moment in thedarkness, hetook off hisspectacles, wiped the 
glasses, drew his hand across his eyes, and only saw light 
again when he found himself face to face with a wholly 
different idea, to wit, that he must endeavour, in thecoming 
month, to send O dettesix or seven thousand francs instead of 
fivebecauseof thesurpriseand pleasureit would cause her. 

In theevening, when hedid notstay at homeuntil it was 
timeto meetOdetteattheVerdurins', or rather atoneof the 
open-air restaurants which they patronised in the Bois and 
especially at Saint-Cloud, he would go todinein oneof those 
fashionable houses in which at one time he had been a 
constant guest. H e did not wish to lose touch with people 
who, for all that he knew, might some day be of use to 
Odette, and thanks to whom hewas often, in themeantime, 
ableto procurefor her some privilegeor pleasure. Besides, his 
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long inurement to luxury and high society had given him a 
need as well as a contempt for them, with the result that by 
the time he had come to regard the humblest lodgings as 
precisely on a par with the most princely mansions, hissenses 
wereso thoroughly accustomed to thelatter that hecould not 
enter the former without a feeling of acute discomfort. H e 
had the same regard—to a degree of identity which they 
would never have suspected— for the I ittlefami I ies with smali 
incomes who asked him to dances in their flats ("straight 
upstairsto thefifth floor, and thedoor on the Ieft") as for the 
Princesse de Parmę who gave the most splendid parties in 
Paris; but he did not have the feeling of being actually at a 
party when he found himself herded with the fathers of 
families in the bedroom of the lady of the house, while the 
spectacleof washstandscovered over with towels, and of beds 
converted into cloakrooms, with a massof hats and greatcoats 
sprawling overtheircounterpanes, gavehim thesamestifling 
sensation that, nowadays, peoplewho havebeen used for half 
a lifetimeto electric light derivefrom a smoking lamp or a 
candlethat needsto besnuffed. 

If hewasdining out, he would order hiscarriagefor half- 
past seven. While he changed his clothes, he would be 
thinking all thetimeabout Odette, and in this way was never 
alone, for the constant thought of O dette gave the moments 
during which he was separated from her the same peculiar 
charm asthosein which shewasat hisside. Hewould get into 
his carriage and drive off, but he knew that this thought had 
jumped in after him and had settled down on his lap, like a 
pet ani mai which he might take everywhere, and would keep 
with him atthedinner-tableunbeknown to hisfellow-guests. 
He would stroke and fondle it, warm himself with it, and, 
overcome with a sort of languor, would give way to a slight 
shuddering which contracted his throat and nostrils—a new 
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experience, this— as hefastened the bunch of columbines in 
his buttonhole. H e had for sometime been feeling depressed 
and unwell, especially sińce Odette had introduced 
ForcheviIle to the Verdurins, and he would have liked to go 
away for a while to rest in the country. But he could never 
summon up the courageto leave Paris, even for a day, while 
Odette was there. T he air was warm; it was beautiful spring 
weather. And for all that he was driving through a city of 
stoneto immure himself in a house without grass or garden, 
what was incessantly before his eyes was a park which he 
owned near Combray, where, at four in theafternoon, before 
coming to the asparagus-bed, thanks to the breeze that was 
wafted across thefields from M eseglise, one could enjoy the 
fragrant coolnessof the air beneath an arbour in the garden as 
much as by theedgeof the pond fringed with forget-me-nots 
and iris, and where, when hesat down to dinner, thetableran 
riot with the roses and the flowering currant trained and 
twined by hisgardener'sskilful hand. 

After dinner, if he had an early appointment in the Bois 
or at Saint-Cloud, he would rise from table and leave the 
house so abruptly— especially if it threatened to rain, and 
thus to scatter the "faithful" before their normal time— that 
on one occasion the Princesse des Laumes (at whose house 
dinner had been so latethat Swann had left before the coffee 
was served to join the Verdurins on the Island in the Bois) 
observed: "Really, if Swann werethirty years older and had 
bladder trouble, there might be some excuse for his running 
away likethat. I mustsay it's pretty cool of him." 

H e persuaded himself that thecharm of spring which he 
could not go down to Combray to enjoy might at least be 
found on the Ile des Cygnes or at Saint-Cloud. But as he 
could think only of Odette, hedid not even know whether he 
had smelt the fragrance of the young leaves, or if the moon 
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had been shining. H e would be greeted by the little phrase 
from thesonata, played in thegarden on therestaurant piano. 
If therewas no piano in thegarden, theVerdurinswould have 
taken immense pains to have one brought down either from 
one of the rooms or from the dining-room. N ot that Swann 
was now restored to favour; far from it. But the idea of 
arranging an ingenious form of entertainment for someone, 
even for someone they disliked, would stimulate them, 
during the time spent in its preparation, to a momentary 
senseof cordiality and affection. F rom time to time he would 
remind himself that another finespring evening wasdrawing 
to aclose, and would force himself to noticethetrees and the 
sky. But the State of agitation into which Odette's presence 
never failed to throw him, added to a feverish ailment which 
had persisted for some time now, robbed him of that calm 
and well-being which are the indispensable background to 
theimpressions wederivefrom naturę. 

Oneevening, when Swann had consented to dinewith 
the Verdurins, and had mentioned during dinner that he had 
to attend next day the annual banquet of an old comrades' 
association, Odettehad exclaimed acrossthetable, in front of 
Forcheville, who was now oneof the "faithful," in front of the 
pai nter, i n front of C ottard: 

"Y es, I know you have your banquet tomorrow; I shan't 
seeyou, then, till I get home; don't betoo late." 

A nd although Swann had never yet taken serious offence 
at Odette's friendship for one or other of the "faithful," he 
felt an exquisitepleasureon hearing herthusavow in front of 
them all, with that calm immodesty, the fact that they saw 
each other regularly every evening, his privileged position in 
her houseand the preferencefor him which it implied. It was 
truethat Swann had often reflected thatOdettewasin noway 
a remarkable woman, and there was nothing especially 
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flattering in seeing the supremacy he wielded over someone 
so inferior to himself proclaimed to all the "faithful"; but 
sincehehad observed thatto many other men besideshimself 
Odette seemed a fascinating and desirable woman, the 
attraction which her body held forthem had aroused in him a 
painful longing to secure the absolute mastery of even the 
tiniest particles of her heart. A nd he had begun to attach an 
incalculable valueto those moments spent in her house in the 
evenings, when he held her upon his knee, madę her tell him 
what she thought about this or that, and counted over the 
only possessions on earth to which he still clung. And so, 
drawing her aside after this dinner, hetook careto thank her 
effusively, seeking to indicate to her by the extent of his 
gratitude the corresponding intensity of the pleasures which 
it was in her power to bestow on him, the supreme pleasure 
being to guarantee him immunity, for so long as his love 
should last and he remain vulnerable, from the assaults of 
jealousy. 

W hen hecameaway from his banquet, thenextevening, 
it was pouring with rain, and he had nothing but his victoria, 
A friend offered to take him home in a closed carriage, and as 
Odette, by thefact of her having invited him to come, had 
given him an assurancethat shewasexpecting no oneelse, he 
could have gone home to bed with a quiet mind and an 
untroubled heart, rather than set off thus in the rain. But 
perhaps, if she saw that he seemed not to adhere to his 
resolution to spend the late evening always, without 
exception, in her company, she might not bother to keep it 
freefor him on theoneoccasion when heparticularly desired 
it. 

It was after eleven when he reached her door, and as he 
madę his apology for having been unable to come away 
earlier, she complained that it was indeed very late, that the 
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storm had madę her feel unwell and her head ached, and 
warned him that shewould not let him stay morethan half an 
hour, that at midnight she would send him away; a little 
whilelatershefelttired and wished tosleep. 

"Nocattleya, then, tonight?” heasked, "and l'vebeenso 
looking forward to a nice littlecattleya." 

Sheseemed peevish and on edge, and replied: “No, dear, 
no cattleya tonight. Can't you seel'm notwell?” 

"It might havedoneyou good, butl won't botheryou." 

She asked him to put out the light before he went; he 
drew thecurtains round her bed and left. But, when hewas 
back in his own house, the idea suddenly struck him that 
perhaps Odette was expecting someone else that evening, 
that she had merely pretended to be tired, so that she had 
asked him to put the light out only so that heshould suppose 
that she was going to sleep, that the moment he had left the 
house she had put iton again and had opened herdoorto the 
man who was to spend the night with her. H e looked at his 
watch. It was about an hour and a half sińce he had left her. 
H ewent out, took a cab, and stopped it closeto her house, in 
a little Street running at right angles to that other Street which 
lay at the back of her house and along which he used 
sometimesto go, to tap upon her bedroom window, for her to 
let him in. H eleft hiscab; thestreets weredeserted and dark; 
he walked a few yards and came out almost opposite her 
house. Amid the glimmering blackness of the row of 
Windows in which the lights had long sińce been put out, he 
saw one, and only one, from which percolated—between the 
slats of its shutters, closed like a winę-press over its 
mysterious golden juice— the light that filled the room 
within, a light which on so many other evenings, assoon as he 
saw it from afar as hetumed into the Street, had rejoiced his 
heart with its message: "She is there— expecting you," and 
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which now tortured him, saying: ''She is there with the man 
shewasexpecting.” H emust know who; hetiptoed along the 
wali until he reached thewindow, but between theslanting 
bars of theshutters hecould see nothing, could only hear, in 
thesilenceof thenight, themurmur of conversation. 

Certainly hesuffered as hewatched that light, in whose 
golden atmosphere, behind theclosed sash, stirred theunseen 
and detested pair, as he listened to that murrnur which 
revealed the presence of the man who had crept in after his 
own departure, the perfidy of Odette, and the pleasures 
which she was at that moment enjoying with the stranger. 
And yet he was not sorry he had come; the torment which 
had forced him to leavehisown househad become less acute 
now that it had become less vague, now that Odette's other 
life, of which he had had, at that first moment, a sudden 
helplesssuspicion, wasdefinitely there, in thefull glareof the 
lamp-light, almost within his grasp, an unwitting prisoner in 
that room into which, when hechose, hewould force his way 
to seizeit unawares; or rather hewould knockon the shutters, 
as he often did when he came very late, and by that signal 
Odettewould at least learn that heknew, that hehad seen the 
light and had heard thevoices, and hehimself, who a moment 
ago had been picturing her as laughing with the other at his 
illusions, now it was he who saw them, confident in their 
error, tricked by nonę other than himself, whom they 
believed to be far away but who was there, in person, there 
with a plan, there with the knowledge that he was going, in 
another minutę, to knock on the shutter. And perhaps the 
almost pleasurable sensation he felt at that moment was 
something morę than the assuagement of a doubt, and of a 
pain: was an intel lectual pleasure. If, sińce he had fal len in 
love, things had recovered a little of the delightful interest 
that they had had for him long ago—though only in so far as 
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they were illuminated by the thought or the memory of 
Odette—now it was another of the faculties of his studious 
youth that his jealousy revived, the passion for truth, but for 
a truth which, too, was interposed between himself and his 
mistress, receiving its light from her alone, a private and 
personal truth the sole object of which (an infinitely precious 
object, and one almost disinterested in its beauty) was 
Odette's life, her actions, her environment, her plans, her 
past. At every other period in his life, the little everyday 
activities of another person had always seemed meaningless 
to Swann; if gossip about such things was repeated to him, he 
would dismiss it as insignificant, and while he listened it was 
only the lowest, the most co m mon place part of his mind that 
was engaged; these were the moments when he felt at his 
most inglorious. But in this strange phase of love the 
personality of another person becomes so enlarged, so 
deepened, that thecuriosity which he now felt stirring inside 
him with regard tothesmallest detailsof a woman'sdaily life, 
was the same thirst for knowledge with which he had once 
studied history. And all manner of actions from which 
hitherto he would have recoiled in shame, such as spying, 
tonight, outside a window, tomorrow perhaps, for all he 
knew, putting adroitly provocative questions to casual 
witnesses, bribing servants, listening at doors, seemed to him 
now to be precisely on a level with the deciphering of 
manuscripts, the weighing of evidence, the interpretation of 
old monuments—so many different methods of scientific 
investigation with a genuine intellectual value and 
legitimately employablein thesearch for truth. 

O n the point of knocking on theshutters, hefelt a pang 
of shame at the thought that Odette would now know that he 
had suspected her, that he had returned, that he had posted 
himself outside her window. She had often told him what a 
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horror she had of jealous men, of lovers who spied. W hat he 
was about to do was singularly inept, and she would detest 
him for ever after, whereas now, for the moment, for so long 
as he refrained from knocking, even in the act of infidelity, 
perhapssheloved him still. How often the prospect of futurę 
happiness is thus sacrificed to one's impatient insistence 
upon an immediate gratification! But hisdesireto know the 
truth was stronger, and seemed to him nobler. H e knew that 
the reality of certain circumstances which he would have 
given his lifeto beableto reconstruct accurately and in fuli, 
was to be read behind that window, streaked with bars of 
light, aswithin theilluminated, golden boardsof oneof those 
precious manuscripts by whose artistic wealth itself the 
scholar who consultsthem cannot remain unmoved. H efelt a 
voluptuous pleasure in learning the truth which he 
passionately sought in that unique, ephemeral and precious 
transcript, on that translucent page, so warm, so beautiful. 
And moreover, the advantage which he felt—which he so 
desperately wanted to feel—that he had over them lay 
perhaps not so much in knowing as in being able to show 
them that he knew. H e raised himself on tiptoe. H e knocked. 
They had not heard; he knocked again, louder, and the 
conversation ceased. A man's voice—he strained his ears to 
distinguish whose, among such of Odette's friends as he 
knew, it might be— asked: 

"W ho'sthere?" 

H e could not be certain of the voice. H e knocked once 
again. T he window first, then theshutters werethrown open. 
Itwastoo late, now, todraw back, and sińce she was about to 
know all, in order not to seem too miserable, too jealous and 
inquisitive, he cal led out in acheerful, casual toneof voice: 

"Pleasedon't bother; I just happened to bepassing, and 
saw the light. I wanted to know if you werefeeling better." 
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He looked up. Two old gentlemen stood facing him at 
thewindow, oneof them with a lamp in his hand; and beyond 
them he could see into the room, a room that he had never 
seen before. H aving fal len into the habit, when he carrie late 
to Odette, of identifying her window by thefact that it was 
the only one still lit up in a row of Windows otherwise all 
alike, he had been misled this time by the light, and had 
knocked at thewindow beyond hers, which belonged to the 
adjoining house. H emadewhat apology hecould and hurried 
home, glad thatthesatisfaction of hiscuriosity had preserved 
their love intact, and that, having feigned for so long a sort of 
indifferencetowardsOdette, hehad not now, by hisjealousy, 
given her the proof that he loved her too much, which, 
between a pair of lovers, for ever dispenses therecipient from 
theobligation to loveenough. 

H e never spoke to her of this misadventure, and ceased 
even to think of it himself. But now and then his thoughts in 
their wandering coursewould comeupon this memory where 
it lay unobserved, would startle it into life, thrust it forward 
into his consciousness, and leave him aching with a Sharp, 
deep-rooted pain. As though it were a bodily pain, Swann's 
mind was powerless to alleviate it; but at least, in the case of 
bodily pain, sińce it is independent of the mind, the mind can 
dwell upon it, can notę that it has diminished, that it has 
momentarily ceased. But in this case the mind, merely by 
recalling the pain, created itafresh.T o determine not to think 
of it wasto think of it still, to sufferfrom it still. And when, in 
conversation with his friends, heforgot about it, suddenly a 
word casually uttered would make him change countenance 
like a wounded man when a clumsy hand has touched his 
aching limb. W hen he cameaway from Odette he was happy, 
hefelt calm, he recalled her smiles, of gentle mockery when 
speaking of this or that other person, of tenderness for 



382 


SWANN'SWAY 


himself; herecalled thegravity of her head which sheseemed 
to havelifted from its axisto let itdroop and fali, asthough in 
spite of herself, upon his lips, as she had done on the first 
evening in the carriage, the languishing looks she had given 
him as she lay in his arims, nestling her head against her 
shoulder asthough shrinking from thecold. 

But then at once his jealousy, as though it were the 
shadow of his love, presented him with thecomplement, with 
the converse of that new smile with which she had greeted 
him that very evening—and which now, perversely, mocked 
Swann and shone with love for another— of that droop of the 
head, now sinking on to other lips, of all the marks of 
affection (now given to another) that she had shown to him. 
A nd all the voluptuous memories which he borę away from 
her house were, so to speak, but so many sketches, rough 
plans like those which a decorator submits to one, enabling 
Swann to form an idea of the various attitudes, aflameorfaint 
with passion, which she might adopt for others. W ith the 
result that he came to regret every pleasure that he tasted in 
her company, every new caress of which he had been so 
imprudent as to point out to her the delights, every fresh 
charm that hefound in her, for heknew that, a moment later, 
they would go to enrich the collection of instruments in his 
torturę-cham ber. 

A fresh tum wasgiven tothescrew when Swann recalled 
a sudden expression which he had intercepted, a few days 
earlier, and for the first time, in Odette's eyes. It was after 
dinner at the Verdurins'. W hether it was because 
Forcheville, awarethat Saniette, his brother-in-law, was not 
in favour with them, had decided to make a butt of him and 
to shine at his expense, or because he had been annoyed by 
some awkward remark which Saniette had madę to him, 
although it had passed unnoticed by the rest of the party who 



SWANN IN LOVE 


383 


knew nothing of whatever offensive allusion it might quite 
unintentionally have concealed, or possibly because he had 
been for sometinne looking for an opportunity of securing the 
expulsion from the house of a fellow-guest who knew rather 
too much about him, and whom he knew to be so sensitive 
that he himself could not help feeling embarrassed at times 
merely by his presence in the room, ForcheviIle replied to 
Saniette'stactlessutterancewith such avolley of abuse, going 
out of his way to insult him, emboldened, the louder he 
shouted, by the fear, the pain, the entreaties of his victim, 
that the poor creature, after asking M me Verdurin whether 
heshould stay and receiving no answer, had left the house in 
stammering confusion, and with tears in hiseyes. Odettehad 
watched thissceneimpassively, but when thedoor had closed 
behind Saniette, she had forced the normal expression of her 
face down, so to speak, by several pegs, in order to bring 
herself on to the same level of baseness as ForcheviIle, her 
eyes had sparkled with a malicious smile of congratulation 
upon his audacity, of ironical pity for the poor wretch who 
had been its victim, she had darted at him a look of 
complicity in the crime which so clearly implied: "That's 
finished him off, or l'm very much mistaken. Did you see 
how pathetic he looked? He was actually crying,” that 
Forcheville, when hiseyes met hers, sobering instantaneously 
from the anger, or simulated anger, with which he was still 
flushed, smiled as he explained: "H e need only have madę 
himself pleasant and he'd have been here still; a good 
dressing-down doesa man no harm, at any age.” 

One day when Swann had gone out early in the 
afternoon to pay a cali, and had failed to find the person he 
wished to see, it occurred to him to go to see O dette instead, 
at an hour when, although he never called on her then as a 
rule, he knew that she was always at home resting or writing 
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letters until tea-time, and would enjoy seeing her for a 
moment without disturbing her. T he porter told him that he 
believed Odette to be in; Swann rang the beli, thought he 
heard the sound of footsteps, but no one came to the door. 
Anxiousand irritated, hewent roundto the other little Street 
at the back of her house and stood beneath her bedroom 
window: the curtains were drawn and he could see nothing; 
he knocked loudly upon the pane, and calIed out; no one 
opened. H ecould see that the neighbours were staring at him. 
Heturned away, thinking that after all he had perhaps been 
mistaken in believing that he heard footsteps; but he 
remained so pre-occupied with thesuspicion that he could 
not think of anything else. After waiting for an hour, he 
returned. H e found her at home; she told him that she had 
been in the house when herang, but had been asleep; the beli 
had awakened her, she had guessed that it must be Swann, 
and had run to meet him, but he had already gone. She had, 
of course, heard him knocking at the window. Swann could at 
oncedetect in thisstory oneof thosefragmentsof literał truth 
which liars, when caught off guard, console themselves by 
introducing into thecomposition of thefalsehood which they 
haveto invent, thinking that itcan besafely incorporated and 
will lend the whole story an air of verisimilitude. Itwastrue 
that when Odette had just done something she did not wish 
to disdose, she would take pains to bury it deep down inside 
herself. But as soon as she found herself face to face with the 
man to whom she was obliged to lie, she became uneasy, all 
her ideas melted like wax before a flame, her inventive and 
her reasoning faculties were paralysed, she might ransack her 
brain but could find only a void; yet she must say something, 
and there lay within her reach precisely the fact which she 
had wished to conceal and which, beingthetruth, wastheone 
thing that had remained. She broke off from it a tiny 
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fragment, of no importance in itself, assuring herself that, 
after all, it was the best thing to do, sińce it was a verifiable 
detail and lessdangerous, therefore, than afictitiousone. "At 
any ratę, thafstrue,” shesaid to herself, "which issomething 
to the good. H e may make inquiries, and he'll see that it's 
true, so at least it won't be that that gives meaway.'' But she 
was wrong; it was what gave her away; she had failed to 
realise that this fragmentary detail of the truth had sharp 
edges which could not be madę to fit in, except with those 
contiguous fragments of the truth from which she had 
arbitrarily detached it, edges which, whatever the fictitious 
details in which shemightembed it, would continueto show, 
by theiroverlappinganglesand by thegapsshehad forgotten 
to fili in, that its proper place was elsewhere. 

"She admits that she heard meringandthen knock, that 
she knew it was me, and that she wanted to see me,” Swann 
thought to himself. "But that doesn't fit in with thefact that 
she didn't let mein." 

He did not, however, draw her attention to this 
inconsistency, for he thought that if left to herself Odette 
might perhaps produce some falsehood which would give 
him afaint indication of thetruth. Shewenton speaking, and 
hedid not interrupt her, but gathered up, with an eager and 
sorrowful piety, thewordsthat fell from her lips, feeling (and 
rightly feeling, sińceshewas hiding thetruth behind them as 
she spoke) that, like the sacred veil, they retained a vague 
imprint, traced a faint outline, of that infinitely precious and, 
alas, undiscoverable reality—what she had been doing that 
afternoon at three o'clock when he had called— of which he 
would never possess any morę than these falsifications, 
illegible and divine traces, and which would exist 
henceforward only in the secretive memory of this woman 
who could contemplate it in utter ignorance of its value but 
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would never yield it up to him. Of course it occurred to him 
from time to time that Odette's daily activities were not in 
themselves passionately interesting, and that such relations as 
she might have with other men did not exhale naturally, 
universally and for every rational being a spirit of morbid 
gloom capableof infecting with feverorof incitingto suicide. 
He realised at such moments that that interest, that gloom, 
existed in him alone, like a disease, and that once he was 
cured of this disease, theactionsof Odette, thekisses that she 
might havebestowed, would becomeonceagain as innocuous 
asthoseof countless other women. Buttheconsciousnessthat 
the painful curiosity which he now brought to them had its 
origin only in himself was not enough to makeSwann decide 
that it was unreasonableto regard that curiosity as important 
and to takeevery possiblestep to satisfy it. T hefact was that 
Swann had reached an age whose philosophy—encouraged, 
in hiscase, by thecurrent philosophy oftheday, aswell as by 
that of the circle in which he had spent much of his life, the 
group that surrounded the Princesse des Laumes, where it 
was agreed that intelligencewasin direct ratioto thedegreeof 
scepticism and nothing wasconsidered real and incontestable 
except the individual tastes of each person— is no longer that 
of youth, but a positive, almost a medical philosophy, the 
philosophy of men who, instead of exteriorising theobjects of 
their aspirations, endeavourto extractfrom theaccumulation 
of the years already spent a fixed residue of habits and 
passions which they can regard as characteristic and 
permanent, and with which they will deliberately arrange, 
beforeanything else, that the kind of existencethey chooseto 
adopt shall not proveinharmonious. Swann deemed itwiseto 
make allowance in his life for the suffering which hederived 
from not knowing what Odette had done, just as he madę 
allowance for the impetus which a damp climate always gave 



SWANN IN LOVE 


387 


to hiseczema; to anticipatein his budgettheexpenditureof a 
considerable surm on procuring, with regard to the daily 
occupations of Odette, information the lack of which would 
make him unhappy, just as he reserved a margin for the 
gratification of other tastes from which he knew that pleasure 
was to beexpected (at least, beforehehad fal len in love), such 
as histastefor collecting or for good cooking. 

W hen he proposed to take leave of Odette and return 
home, she begged him to stay a little longer and even 
detained him forcibly, seizing him by the arm as he was 
opening the door to go. But he paid no heed to this, for 
among the multiplicity of gestures, remarks, little incidents 
that go to make up a conversation, it is inevitable that we 
should pass (without noticing anything that attracts our 
attention) close by those that hide a truth for which our 
suspicions are blindly searching, whereas we stop to examine 
others beneath which nothing lies concealed. She kept on 
saying: "What a dreadful pity—you never come in the 
afternoon, and the one time you do come I miss you." H e 
knew very well that she was not sufficiently in love with him 
to beso keenly distressed merely at having missed his visit, 
but sińce she was good-natured, anxiousto makehim happy, 
and often grieved when she had offended him, hefound it 
quite natural that she should be sorry on this occasion for 
having deprived him of the pleasure of spending an hour in 
her company, which was so very great, if not for her, at any 
ratę for him. Ali the same, it was a matter of so little 
importancethat her air of unrelieved sorrow began at length 
to astonish him. Shereminded him, even morethan usual, of 
the faces of some of the women created by the painter of the 
“Primavera.” She had at this moment their downcast, heart- 
broken expression, which seems ready to succumb beneath 
the burden of a grief too heavy to be borne when they are 
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merely allowing the I nfant J esus to play with a pomegranate 
or watching M oses pour water into atrough. H ehad seen the 
same sorrow once before on her face, but when, he could no 
longer say. Then, suddenly, he remembered: it was when 
Odette had lied in apologising to M me Verdurin on the 
evening afterthedinnerfrom which shehad stayed away on a 
pretext of illness, but really so that she might be alone with 
Swann. Surely, even had she been the most scrupulous of 
women, she could hardly havefelt remorsefor so innocent a 
lie. But the lies which Odette ordinarily told were less 
innocent, and served to preventdiscoveries which might have 
involved her in the most terrible difficulties with one or 
another of her friends. And so when she lied, smitten with 
fear, feeling herself to be but feebly armed for her defence, 
unconfident of success, she felt like weeping from sheer 
exhaustion, as children weep sometimes when they have not 
slept. M oreover she knew that her lie was usually wounding 
to theman to whom she was tel ling it, and that she might fi nd 
herself at his mercy if she told it badly. T herefore she felt at 
oncehumbleand guilty in hispresence. And when shehad to 
tell an insignificant social lie its hazardous associations, and 
the memories which it recalled, would leave her weak with a 
sense of exhaustion and penitent with a consciousness of 
wrongdoing. 

W hatdepressing liewasshenow concoctingfor Swann's 
benefit, to give her that doleful expression, that plaintive 
voice, which seemed to falter beneath the effort she was 
forcing herself to make, and to plead for mercy? H e had an 
idea that it was not merely thetruth about what had occurred 
that afternoon that she was endeavouring to hide from him, 
but something morę immediate, something, possibly, that 
had not yet happened, that was imminent, and that would 
throw light upon thatearlier event, At that moment, heheard 
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the front-door beli ring. Odette went on tal king, but her 
words dwindled into an inarticulate moan. Her regret at not 
having seen Swann that afternoon, at not having opened the 
doortohim, had becomeaveritableery of despair. 

Hecould hear thefrontdoor beingelosed, andthesound 
of a carriage, asthough someoneweregoing away—probably 
the person whoim Swann must on no account meet— after 
being told that Odette was not at home. And then, when he 
reflected that merely by coming at an hour when he was not 
in the habit of coming he had managed to disturb so many 
arrangementsof which shedid not wish him to know, hewas 
overcome with a feeling of despondency that amounted 
almostto anguish. But sińce hewasin lovewith Odette, sińce 
he was in the habit of turning all his thoughts towards her, 
the pity with which he might have been inspired for himself 
he felt for her instead, and he murmured: "Poor darling!" 
W hen finally he left her, she took up several letters which 
were lying on thetable, and asked him to post them for her. 
He took them away with him, and having reached home 
realised that they were stiII in his pocket. Hewalked back to 
the post Office, took the letters out of his pocket, and, before 
dropping each of them into the box, scanned its address. 
They were all to tradesmen, except one which was to 
Forcheville. He kept it in his hand. "If I saw what was in 
this,” heargued, "I should know what she calIs him, how she 
talks to him, whether there really is anything between them. 
Perhaps indeed by not looking inside I 'm behaving shoddily 
towards O dette, sińce it's the only way I can rid myself of a 
suspicion which is perhaps slanderous to her, which must in 
any casecauseher suffering, and which can never possibly be 
set at rest once the letter is posted." 

H e left the post Office and went home, but he had kept 
this last letter with him. H e lit a candle and held up close to 
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its flame the envelope which he had not dared to open. At 
first hecould distinguish nothing, buttheenvelopewasthin, 
and by pressing itdown on to thestiff card which itenclosed 
he was able, through the transparent paper, to read the 
concluding words. T hey consisted of a stiffly formal ending. 
If, instead of its being he who was looking at a letter 
addressed to ForcheviIle, it had been ForcheviIle who had 
read a letter addressed to Swann, hewould havefound words 
in it of an altogether morę affectionate kind! H etook a firm 
hołd of the card which was sliding to and fro, the envelope 
being too largefor it, and then, by moving it with hisfinger 
and thumb, brought one linę after another beneath the part of 
the envelope where the paper was not doubled, through 
which aloneit was possibleto read. 

In spite of these manoeuvres he could not make it out 
clearly. N ot that it mattered, for he had seen enough to assure 
himself that the letter was about sometrifling incident which 
had no connexion with amorous relations; it was something 
to do with an uncleof Odette's. Swann had read quite plainly 
at the beginning of the linę: "I was right," but did not 
understand what Odette had been right in doing, until 
suddenly a word which he had not been able at first to 
decipher came to light and madę the whole sentence 
intelligible: "I was right to open the door; it was my uncle." 
T o open thedoor! So F orchevi Ile had been therewhen Swann 
rang the beli, and she had sent him away, hencethe sound 
that hehad heard. 

After that he read the whole letter. At the end she 
apologised for having treated ForcheviIle with so little 
ceremony, and reminded him that he had left his cigarette- 
case at her house, precisely what she had written to Swann 
after oneof his first visits. But to Swann she had added: “If 
only you had forgotten your heart! I should never have let 
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you havethat back." T o Forcheville nothing of that sort: no 
allusion that might suggest any intrigue between them. A nd, 
really, hewasobliged to admit that in alt this Forchevillehad 
been worsetreated than himself, sinceOdette was writing to 
him to assurehim that the visitor had been her uncle. From 
which it followed that he, Swann, was the man to whoim she 
attached importance and for whose sake she had sent the 
other away. And yet, if there was nothing between Odette 
and ForcheviIle, why not haveopened thedoor at once, why 
havesaid, "I was right to open the door; it was my uncle,” If 
she was doing nothing wrong at that moment, how could 
Forcheville possibly have accounted for her not opening the 
door? For some time Swann stood there, disconsolate, 
bewildered and yet happy, gazing at this envelope which 
Odette had handed to him without a qualm, so absolute was 
her trust in his honour, but through the transparent screen of 
which had been disclosed to him, together with the secret 
history of an incident which he had despaired of ever being 
able to learn, a fragment of Odette's life, like a luminous 
section cut out of the unknown. T hen hisjealousy rejoiced at 
the discovery, as though that jealousy had an independent 
existence, fiercely egotistical, gluttonous of everything that 
would feed its vi tal i ty, even at the expense of Swann himself. 
N ow it had something to feed on, and Swann could begin to 
worry every day about the visits Odette received about five 
o'clock, could seek todiscoverwhereForchevillehad been at 
thathour. For Swann'saffection for O dettestill preservedthe 
form which had been imposed on itfrom thebeginning by his 
ignorance of how she spent her days and by the mental 
lethargy which prevented him from supplementing that 
ignorance by imagination. FI e was not jealous, at first, of the 
wholeof Odette'sIife, butof thosemomentsonly in which an 
incident, which he had perhaps misinterpreted, had led him 
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to suppose that Odette might have played him false. His 
jealousy, like an octopus which throws out a first, then a 
second, and finally a third tentacle, fastened itself firmly to 
that particular moment, fiveo'clock in theafternoon, then to 
mother, then to another again. But Swann was incapable of 
inventing his sufferings. They were only the memory, the 
perpetuation of a suffering that had come to him from 
without. 

From without, however, everything brought him fresh 
suffering. H edecided to separate Odette from Forchevilleby 
taking her away for a few days to the south. But he imagined 
that she was coveted by every małe person in the hotel, and 
that she coveted them in return. And so he who in former 
days, on journeys, used always to seek out new people and 
crowded places, might now be seen morosely shunning 
human society as if it had cruelly injured him. And how 
could henot haveturned misanthrope, when in every man he 
saw a potential lover for Odette? And thus his jealousy did 
even morethan the happy, sensual feeling he had originally 
experienced for Odette had done to alter Swann's character, 
completely changing, in the eyes of the worid, even the 
outward signs by which that character had been intelligible. 

A month after the evening on which he had read 
Odette's letter to ForcheviIle, Swann went to a dinner which 
the Verdurins were giving in the Bois. As the party was 
breaking up he noticed a series of confabulations between 
M me Verdurin and several of her guests, and thought he 
heard the pianist being reminded to come next day to a party 
atChatou, to which he, Swann, had not been invited. 

The Verdurins had spoken only in whispers, and in 
vague terms, but the painter, perhaps without thinking, 
exclaimed aloud: "T here mustn't be any light, and he must 
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play the M oonlight Sonata in the dark so that things can 
become elear." 

M me Verdurin, seeing that Swann was within earshot, 
assumed an expression in which thetwo-fold desireto silence 
the speaker and to preserve an air of innocencein theeyes of 
the listener is neutralised into an intense vacuity wherein the 
motionless sign of intelligent complicity isconcealed beneath 
an ingenuous smile, an expression which, common to 
everyone who has noticed a gaffe, instantaneously reveals it, 
if not to its perpetrator, at any ratę to its victim. Odette 
seemed suddenly to bein despair, asthough shehad given up 
the struggle against the crushing difficulties of life, and 
Swann anxiously counted theminutesthat still separated him 
from the point at which, after leaving the restaurant, whilehe 
drove her horrie, he would be able to ask her for an 
explanation, makeher promiseeitherthatshewould not goto 
Chatou next day or that she would procurean invitation for 
him also, and to luli to rest in her arms the anguish that 
tormented him. At last the carriages were ordered. M me 
Verdurin said to Swann: "Good-bye, then. W eshall seeyou 
soon, I hope,” trying, by thefriendliness of her manner and 
theconstraint of her smile, to prevent him from noticing that 
she was not saying, as she would always have said hitherto: 
"T omorrow, then, at Chatou, and at my house the day after.” 

M . and M me Verdurin invited Forcheville into their 
carriage. Swann's was drawn up behind it, and hewaited for 
thei rs to start before hel pi ng O dette i nto his. 

"Odette, we'II take you,” said MmeVerdurin, ”we've 
keptalittlecornerforyou, besideM . deForcheville.” 

"Y es, M adame,” said O dette meekly. 

"W hat! I thoughtl was to take you home,” cried Swann, 
flinging discretion to the wind, for the carriage-door hung 



394 


SWANN'SWAY 


open, the seconds were running out, and he could not, in his 
present State, go homewithout her. 

"But M meVerdurin hasasked me.. 

"Come, you can quite welI go homealone; we'veleft her 
with you quiteoften enough," said M meVerdurin. 

"But I had something important to say to M me de 
Crecy." 

“Very welI, you can writeitto her instead." 

“Good-bye,” saidOdette, holding out her hand. 

H etried hard to smile, but looked utterly dejected. 

"D id you see the airs Swann is pleased to put on with 
us?” M me Verdurin asked her husband when they had 
reached home. "I was afraid he was going to eat me, simply 
because we offered to take Odette back. It's positively 
indecent! W hy doesn't he say straight out that we keep a 
bawdy-house? I can't conceive how Odette can stand such 
manners. H e literałly seemsto besaying, 'Y ou belong to me!' 

I shall tell Odetteexactly what I think about it all, and I hope 
she'll have the sen seto understand me.” 

A moment later sheadded, inarticulate with ragę: "No, 
but, don't you agree, the filthy creature . . unwittingly 
using, perhaps in obedience to the same obscure need to 
justify herself—NkeFranęoiseatCombray, when thechicken 
refused to die— the very words which the last convulsions of 
an inoffensive animal in its death throes wring from the 
peasant who isengaged in taking itslife. 

And when M meVerdurin'scarriagehad moved on and 
Swann's took its place, his coachman, catching sight of his 
face, asked whether he was unwell, or had heard some bad 
news. 

Swann dismissed him; he wanted to walk, and returned 
home on foot through the Bois, talking to himself, aloud, in 
the same slightly artificial tonę he used to adopt when 
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enumerating thecharms of the "little nucleus” and extolling 
the magnanimity of the Verdurins. But just as the 
conversation, the smiles, the kisses of Odette became as 
odious to him as he had once found them pleasing, if they 
wereaddressed to others, so the Verdurins' salon, which, not 
an hour before, had still seemed to him amusing, inspired 
with a genuine feeling for art and even with a sort of morał 
nobility, exhibited to him all its absurdities, its foolishness, 
its ignominy, now that it was another than himself whom 
Odette was going to meet there, to love there without 
restraint. 

He pictured to himself with disgust the party next 
evening at Chatou. “I magine going to Chatou! Likea lot of 
drapers after shutting up shop! U pon my word, these people 
are really sublimein their bourgeois mediocrity, they can't be 
real, they must all havecomeout of a L abichecomedy!” 

TheCottards would be there; possibly Brichot. "Could 
anything be morę grotesque than the lives of these 
nonentities, hanging on to one another like that. They'd 
imaginethey wereutterly lost, upon my soul they would, if 
they didn't all meet again tomorrow at Chatou!" A las! there 
would also be the painter, the painter who enjoyed match- 
making, who would invite F orchevilleto come with Odette to 
his studio. H e could see Odette in a dress far too smart for a 
country outing, “because she's so vulgar, and, poor little 
thing, such an absolutefool!" 

H ecould hearthejokesthat M meVerdurin would make 
after dinner, jokes which, whoever the "borę” might be at 
whom they were aimed, had always amused him because he 
could watch O dette laughing atthem, laughingwith him, her 
laughter almost a part of his. N ow hefelt that it was possibly 
at him that they would make Odette laugh. "W hat fetid 
humour!” he exclaimed, twisting his mouth into an 
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expression of disgust so violent that hecould feel themuscles 
of his throat stiffen against his collar. "How in GocTs name 
can a creature madę in his imagefind anything to laugh at in 
those nauseating witticisms? The least sensitive nose must 
tum away in horror from such stale exhalations. It's really 
impossible to believe that a human being can fail to 
understand that, in alłowing herself to smileattheexpenseof 
afellow-creaturewho has loyally held out his hand to her, she 
is sinking into a mirę from which it will be impossible, with 
thebest will in theworld, ever to rescueher. I inhabit a piane 
so infinitely far abovethesewers in which thesefilthy vermin 
sprawi and crawl and bawi their cheap obscenities, that I 
cannot possibly be spattered by the witticisms of a 
Verdurin!" he shouted, tossing up his head and proudly 
throwing back his shoulders. "G od knows I ’ve honestly tried 
to puli Odette out of that quagmire, and to teach her to 
breathe a nobler and a purer air. But human patience has its 
limits, and minę is at an end," he concluded, as though this 
sacred mission to tear Odette away from an atmosphere of 
sarcasms dated from longer than a few minutes ago, as 
though he had not undertaken it only sińce it had occurred to 
hi m that those sarcasms might perhaps bedirected at himself, 
and might havetheeffectof detaching Odettefrom him. 

He could see the pianist sitting down to play the 
M oonlight Sonata, and the grimaces of M me Verdurin in 
terrified anticipation of the wrecking of her nerves by 
Beethoven's musie. " I d i ot. Mar!" he shouted, "and a creature 
like that imagines that she loves Art!' She would say to 
Odette, after deftly insinuating a few words of praise for 
Forcheville, as she had so often donefor him: "Y ou can make 
room for M . de Forcheville, there, can't you, Odette?”. . . " 
'In thedark!'" (he remembered the painter's words) "filthy 
old procuress!” "Procuress” was the name he applied alsoto 
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the musie which would invitethem to sit in silence, to dream 
together, to gazę into each other's eyes, to feel for each other's 
hands. H efelt that there was much to besaid, after all, for a 
sternly censorious attitude towards the arts, such as Plato 
adopted, and Bossuet, and the old school of education in 
F rance. 

In a word, the lifethey led at the Verdurins', which he 
had so often described as "thetrue life," seemed to him now 
the worst of all, and their "little nucleus" the lowest of the 
Iow. "It really is," he said, "beneath the lowest rung of the 
social ladder, thenethermostcircleof Dante. Nodoubtabout 
it, the august words of the F lorentine refer to the Verdurins! 
W hen you cometo think of it, surely people 'in society' (with 
whom onemay find fault now and then but who areafter all a 
very different matter from that riff-raff) show a profound 
sagacity in refusing to know them, or even to soil thetips of 
their fingers with them. W hat a sound intuition there is in 
that' N oli me tangerś of the F au bo u rg Sai nt-G ermai n." 

FI e had long sińce emerged from the paths and avenues 
of the Bois, had almost reached his own house, and still, 
having not yet shaken off the intoxication of his misery and 
pain and theinspired insincerity which thecounterfeit tones 
and artificial sonority of his own voice raised to ever morę 
exhilarating heights, he continued to perorate aloud in the 
silence of the night: "Society people have their failings, as no 
one knows better than I; but there are certain things they 
simply wouldn't stoop to. So-and-so" (a fashionable woman 
whom he had known) "was far from being perfect, but she 
did after all haveafundamental decency, asenseof honour in 
her dealings which would havemadeher incapable, whatever 
happened, of any sort of treachery and which puts a vast gulf 
between her and an old hag Iike Verdurin. Verdurin! W hat a 
name! O h, it must be said that they're perfect specimens of 
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their disgusting kind! Thank God, it was high timethat I 
stopped condescendingto promiscuous intercoursewith such 
infamy, such dung." 

But, just as the virtues which he had still attributed to 
theVerdurins an hour or so earlier would not have sufficed, 
even if the Verdurins had actually possessed them, if they had 
not also encouraged and protected his love, to exciteSwann to 
that Stateof intoxication in which hewaxed tender over their 
magnanimity—an intoxication which, even when 
disseminated through the medium of other persons, could 
havecometo himfrom Odettealone—sotheimmorality (had 
it really existed) which henow found in theVerdurins would 
have been powerless, if they had not invited Odette with 
ForcheviIle and without him, to unleash his indignation and 
make him fulminate against their "infamy." And doubtless 
Swann's voice was morę perspicacious than Swann himself 
when it refused to utter those words fuli of disgust with the 
Verdurins and their circle, and of joy at having shaken 
himself freeof it, savein an artificial and rhetorical tonę and 
as though they had been chosen rather to appease his anger 
than to express his thoughts. The latter, in fact, while he 
abandoned himself to his invective, wereprobably, though he 
did not realise it, occupied with a wholly different matter, for 
having reached home, no sooner had heclosed thefront-door 
behind him than he suddenly struck his forehead, and 
reopening it, dashed out again exclaiming, in a voice which, 
this time, was quite natural: “I think l've found a way of 
getting invited to the dinner at Chatou tomorrow!" But it 
must have been a bad way, for Swann was not invited. Dr 
Cottard, who, having been summoned to attend a serious 
case i n the country, had notseen theVerdurinsforsomedays 
and had been prevented from appearing at Chatou, said on 
theevening after this dinner, as hesat down to table at their 
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house: "But aren't we going to see M . Swann this evening? 
H e'squitewhatyou mightcall a personal friend of.. 

"I sincerely trust we shan't!" cried M me Verdurin. 
"H eaven preserve us from him; he's too deadly for words, a 
stupid, i11-bred boor." 

On hearing these words Cottard exhibited an intense 
astonishment blended with entire submission, as though in 
the face of a scientific truth which contradicted everything 
that he had previously believed but was supported by an 
irresistible weight of evidence; and bowing his head over his 
piąte with timorous emotion, hesimply replied: "Oh—oh— 
oh—oh—oh!” traversing, in an orderly withdrawal of his 
forces into the depths of his being, along a descending scalę, 
the whole compass of his voice. After which there was no 
moretalkof Swann attheVerdurins'. 


And so that drawing-rooim which had brought Swann 
and Odette together became an obstacle in the way of their 
meeting. She no longer said to him, as in the early days of 
their love: "We shall meet, anyhow, tomorrow evening; 
there's asupper-party at theVerdurins'," but "W eshan't be 
ableto meet tomorrow evening; there's a supper-party at the 
Verdurins'." Or else the Verdurins were taking her to the 
Opera-Comique, to see Une Nuit de Cleopatre, and Swann 
could read in her eyes that terror lest heshould ask her not to 
go, which not long sińce he could not have refrained from 
greeting with a kiss as itflitted across the face of his mistress, 
but which now exasperated him. “Yet it's not really anger," 
heassured himself, "that I feel when I seehow shelongstogo 
and scratch around in that dunghill of musie. It's 
disappointment, not of course for myself but for her; l'm 
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disappointed to find that, after living for morę than six 
months in daily contact with me, she hasn't changed enough 
to be able spontaneously to reject Victor M asse—above all, 
that she hasrTt yet reached the stage of understanding that 
there are evenings when anyone with the least delicacy of 
feeling should bewilling to forgo a pleasurewhen asked to do 
so. She ought to have the sense to say 'I won't go,' if only 
from policy, sińce it is by her answer that the quality of her 
heart will bejudged onceand for all." And having persuaded 
himself that it was solely, after all, in order that he might 
arrive at a favourabIe esti matę of O dette's spi ritual worth that 
he wished her to stay at home with him that evening instead 
of goingto theOpera-Comique, headopted the same linę of 
reasoning with her, with the same degreeof insincerity as he 
had used with himself, or even a degree morę, for in her case 
he was yielding also to the desireto capture her through her 
own self-esteem. 

"I swear to you," he told her, shortly before she was to 
leavefor thetheatre, "that, in asking you not to go, I should 
hope, were I a selfish man, for nothing so much as that you 
should refuse, for I have a thousand other things to do this 
evening and I shall feel trapped myself, and rather annoyed, 
if, after all, you tell meyou'renot going. But my occupations, 
my pleasures are not everything; I must think of you too. A 
day may come when, seeing me irrevocably sundered from 
you, you will be entitled to reproach me for not having 
warned you at the decisive hour in which I felt that I was 
aboutto passjudgmenton you, oneof those Stern judgments 
which love cannot long resist. You see, your N u it de 
Cleopatre (what a title!) has no bearing on the point. W hat I 
must know is whether you are indeed one of those creatures 
in the lowest grade of mentality and even of charm, one of 
thosecontemptiblecreatures who are incapableof forgoing a 
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pleasure. And if you aresuch, how could anyoneloveyou, for 
you are not even a person, a clearly defined entity, imperfect 
but at least perfectible, You are a formless water that will 
trickle down any slope that offers itself, a fish devoid of 
memory, incapable of thought, which all its life long in its 
aquarium will continueto dash itself a hundred times a day 
against the glass wali, always mistaking it for water. D o you 
realisethat your answer will have the effect— I won't say of 
making me cease loving you immediately, of course, but of 
makingyou less attractive in my eyeswhen I realisethat you 
are not a person, that you arebeneath everything in theworld 
and incapable of raising yourself oneinch higher. Obviously, 

I should have preferred to ask you as a matter of little or no 
importance to give up your Nuit de Cleopatre (sińce you 
compel meto sully my lips with so abject a name) in thehope 
that you would go to it nonę the less. But, having decided to 
make such an issue of it, to draw such drastic consequences 
from your reply, I considered it morę honourable to give you 
duewarning." 

Meanwhile, Odette had shown signs of increasing 
emotion and uncertainty. Although the meaning of this 
speech wasbeyond her, shegrasped that it was to beincluded 
in the category of "harangues” and scenes of reproach or 
supplication, which her familiarity with the ways of men 
enabled her, without paying any heed tothewordsthat were 
uttered, to conclude that they would not make unless they 
were in love, and that sińce they were in love, it was 
unnecessary to obey them, as they would only bemorein love 
later on. And so she would have heard Swann out with the 
utmost tranquillity had she not noticed that it was growing 
late, and that if hewent on talking much longer she would, as 
shetold him with afond smile, obstinate if slightly abashed, 
"end by missingtheO verture.'' 
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O n other occasions he told her that the one thing that 
would make him ceaseto love her morethan anything else 
would be her refusal to abandon the habit of lying. "Even 
from the point of view of coquetry, pureand simple," hesaid 
to her, "can't you see how much of your attraction you throw 
away when you stoop to lying? T hink how many faults you 
might redeem by a frank admission! You really arefar less 
intelligent than I supposed!" In vain, however, did Swann 
expound to herthusall the reasonsthat shehad for not lying; 
they might havesucceeded in overthrowing a generał system 
of mendacity, but Odettehad no such system; shewassimply 
content, whenever shewished Swann to remain in ignorance 
of anything she had done, not to tell him of it. So that lying 
was for her an expedient of a specific order, and the only 
thing that could make her decide whether she should avail 
herself of it or confessthetruth was a reason that was also of a 
specific or contingent order, namely the chance of Swann's 
discovering that she had not told him thetruth. 

Physically, she was going through a bad phase; she was 
putting on weight, and the expressive, sorrowful charm, the 
surprised, wistful expression of old seemed to have vanished 
with her firstyouth, So that she had become most preciousto 
Swann as it were just at the moment when he found her 
distinctly less good-looking. He would gazę at her 
searchingly, trying to recapture the charm which he had once 
seen in her, and no longer finding it. A nd yet the knowledge 
that within this new chrysalis it was still Odette who lurked, 
still the same fleeting, sly, elusive will, was enough to keep 
Swann seeking as passionately as ever to capture her. T hen he 
would look at photographs of her taken two years before, and 
would remember how exquisite she had been. And that 
would consolehim a littlefor all the agony hesuffered on her 
account. 
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W hen theVerdurinstook her off to Saint-Germain, orto 
Chatou, orto M eulan, asoften as not, if theweather wasfine, 
they would decide to stay the night and return next day. 
M me Verdurin would endeavour to set at rest thescruples of 
thepianist, whoseaunt had remained in Paris: "She'll beonly 
too glad to be rid of you for a day. W hy on earth should she 
be anxious, when she knows you're with us? Anyhow, l'll 
takefull responsibility.” 

If this attempt failed, M . Verdurin would set off across 
country to find a telegraph Office or a messenger, after first 
finding out which of the "faithful" had someone they must 
notify. But Odette would thank him and assurehim thatshe 
had no messagefor anyone, for she had told Swann onceand 
for all that she could not possibly send messages to him, in 
front of all those people, without compromising herself. 
Someti mes she would beabsentforseveral dayson end, when 
the Verdurins took her to see the tombs at Dreux, or to 
Compiegne, on the painter's advice, to watch the sunsets in 
the forest—after which they went on to the Chateau of 
Pierrefonds. 

"To think that she could visit really historie buildings 
with me, who have spent ten years in the study of 
architecture, who am constantly bombarded by people who 
really count to take them to Beauvais or Saint-Loup-de- 
N aud, and refuseto take anyone but her; and instead of that 
she trundles off with the most abject brutes to go into 
eestasies over the excrements of L ouis-Philippe and Viollet- 
le-D uc! O ne hardly needs much knowledge of art, I should 
say, to do that; surely, even without a particularly refined 
sense of smell, one doesn't deliberately choose to spend a 
holiday in the latrines so as to be within rangę of their 
fragrantexhalations.” 
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But when shehad set off for D reux or Pierrefonds— alas, 
without alłowing him to tum up there, as though by chance, 
for that, she said, ''would create a deplorable impression"— 
he would plunge into the most intoxicating romance in the 
lover's library, therailway time-table, from which heleamed 
thewaysof joining her there in theafternoon, in theevening, 
even that very morning. The ways? Morę than that, the 
authority, the right to join her. For after alI, the time-table, 
and the trains themselves, were not meant for dogs. If the 
public was informed, by means of the printed word, that at 
eight o'clock in the morning a train leftfor Pierrefonds which 
arrived there at ten, that could only be because going to 
Pierrefonds was a lawful act, for which permission from 
Odettewould besuperfluous; an act, moreover, which might 
be performed from a motive altogether different from the 
desireto seeOdette, sińce persons who had never even heard 
of her performed itdaily, and in such numbers asjustified the 
troubleof stoki ng the engines. 

Ali things considered, she could not really prevent him 
from going to Pierrefonds if hefelt inclined to doso. A nd asit 
happened, he did feel so inclined, and had he not known 
O dette, would certainly have gone. For a long time past he 
had wanted to form a morę definite impression of Viollet-le- 
Duc's work asa restorer. And theweather being what it was, 
hefelt an overwhelming desireto go for a walk in theforest of 
Compiegne. 

It really was bad luck that she had forbidden him access 
to the one spot that tempted him today. T oday! W hy, if he 
went there in defianceof her prohibition, he would beableto 
see her that very day! But whereas, if she had met at 
Pierrefonds someone who did not matter to her, she would 
have hailed him with obvious pleasure: "W hat, you here?" 
and would have invited him to come and see her at the hotel 
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where she was staying with the Verdurins, if on the other 
hand it was himself, Swann, that she ran into, she would be 
offended, would complain that she was being followed, 
would lovehim less in consequence, might even turn away in 
anger when she caught sight of him. "So, I 'm not allowed to 
travel any morel" she would say to him on her return, 
whereas i n fact it was he who was not al lowed to travel! 

At one moment he had had the idea, in order to be able 
to visit Compiegne and Pierrefonds without letting it be 
supposed that his object was to meet Odette, of securing an 
invitation from oneof hisfriends, theM arquis de F orestelle, 
who had a country house in that neighbourhood. T he latter, 
whom he apprised of his plan without disclosing its ulterior 
purpose, was beside himself with joy and astonishment at 
Swann's consenting at last, after fifteen years, to come down 
and visit his property, and sińce hedid not (he had told him) 
wish to stay there, promising at least to spend some days 
going for walks and excursions with him. Swann imagined 
himself already down there with M . de Forestelle. Even 
beforehesaw Odette, even if hedid not succeed in seeing her 
there, whatajoy it would betosetfooton thatsoil, where not 
knowing the exact spot in which, at any moment, she was to 
be found, he would feel all around him the thrilling 
possibility of her sudden apparition: in the courtyard of the 
Chateau, now beautiful in his eyes sińce it was on heraccount 
that he had gone to visit it; in all the streets of the town, 
which struck him as romantic; down every rideof theforest, 
roseate with the deep and tender glow of sunset— 
innumerable and alternative sanctuaries, in which, in the 
uncertain u b i q u i ty of his hopes, his happy, vagabond and 
divided heart would simultaneously take refuge. "We 
mustn't on any account," he would wam M . de Forestelle, 
"run across Odette and the Verdurins. I've just heard that 
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they'reat Pierrefonds, of all places, today. Onehas plenty of 
time to see them in Paris; it would hardly be worth while 
coming down here if onecouldn't go a yard without meeting 
them.” A nd his host would fail to understand why, oncethey 
werethere, Swann would changehis planstwenty times in an 
hour, inspectthedining-roomsof all thehotels in Compiegne 
without being ableto makeup his mind to settledown in any 
of them, although they had seen no tracę anywhere of the 
Verdurins, seeming to be in search of what heclaimed to be 
most anxious to avoid, and would in fact avoid the moment 
he found it, for if he had come upon the little "group" he 
would havehastened away atoncewith studied indifference, 
satisfied that he had seen O dette and she him, especially that 
she had seen him not bothering his head about her. But no; 
she would guess at once that it was for her sake that he was 
there. And when M . de Forestellecameto fetch him, and it 
was time to start, heexcused himself: "N o, l'm afraid I cant 
go to Pierrefonds today. You see, Odette is there.” And 
Swann was happy in spite of everything to feel that if he, 
alone among mortals, had not the right to go to Pierrefonds 
that day, it was because he was in fact, for O dette, someone 
different from all other mortals, her lover, and because that 
restriction imposed for him alone on the universal right to 
freedom of movement was but one of the many forms of the 
slavery, the love that was so dear to him. D ecidedly, it was 
better not to risk a quarrel with her, to be patient, to wait for 
her return. H espent his days poring over a map of theforest 
of Compiegne as though it had been that of the "Pays du 
Tendre ,” 6 and surrounded himself with photographs of the 


6 Paysdu Tendre(or, morecorrectly, Paysde Tendrdf : thecountry of 
thesentiments, thetender emotions, mapped (the cartede Tendre) by 
M lledeScudery in her novel, C/e/Zet 1654-1670). 



SWANN IN LOVE 


407 


Chateau of Pierrefonds. W hen the day dawned on which it 
was possiblethat she might return, heopened thetime-table 
again, calculated whattrain shemust havetaken, and, should 
she have postponed her departure, what trains were still left 
for her to take. H edid not leavethehousefor fear of missing 
a telegram, did not go to bed in case, having comeby thelast 
train, shedecided to surprise him with a midnight visit. Yes! 
The front-door beli rang. There seemed some delay in 
opening thedoor, he wanted to awaken the porter, he leaned 
out of thewindow to shout to O dette if it was she, for in spite 
of the orders which hehad gonedownstairs a dozen timesto 
deliver in person, they were quite capable of telling her that 
he was not at home. It was only a servant coming in. He 
noticed theincessant rumbleof passing carriages, to which he 
had never paid any attention before. H ecould hearthem, one 
after another, a long way off, coming nearer, passing hisdoor 
without stopping, and bearing away into the distance a 
message which was not for him. He waited all night, to no 
purpose, for the Verdurins had decided to return early, and 
Odettehad been in Parissincemidday. It had notoccurred to 
her to tell him, and not knowing what to do with herself she 
had spent the evening alone at a theatre, had long sińce gone 
home to bed, and was asleep. 

As a matter of fact, she had not even given him a 
thought. And such moments as these, in which she forgot 
Swann's very existence, were morę useful to O dette, did morę 
to bind him to her, than all her coquetry. For in this way 
Swann was kept in that State of painful agitation which had 
already been powerful enough to cause his loveto blossom, 
on the night when he had failed to find O dette at the 
Verdurins' and had hunted for her all evening. And hedid 
not have (as I had at Combray in my childhood) happy days 
in which to forget the sufferings that would return with the 
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night. For his days were spent without Odette; and there 
were times when he told himself that to allow so pretty a 
woman to go out by herself in Paris was just as rash as to 
Ieaveacasefi11ed with jewels in themiddleof thestreet. T hen 
hewould raił against all the passers-by, asthough they were 
so many pickpockets. But their faces—a collective and 
formless mass—escaped the grasp of his imagination, and 
failed to feed theflameof hisjealousy. Theeffort exhausted 
Swann's brain, until, putting his hand over his eyes, hecried 
out: "Heaven help me!” as people, after lashing themselves 
into an intellectual frenzy in their endeavours to master the 
problem of the reality of the external world or the 
immortality of the souI, afford relief to their weary brains by 
an unreasoning act of faith. Butthethoughtof theabsentone 
was incessantly, indissolubly blended with all the simplest 
actionsof Swann'sdaily life— when hetook his meals, opened 
his letters, went for a walk or to bed—by the very sadness he 
felt at having to perform thoseactions without her; likethose 
initials of Philibert the Fair which, in the church of Brou, 
becauseof her grief and longing for him, M argaret of Austria 
intertwined everywherewith her own. O n somedays, instead 
of staying at home, hewould go for luncheon to a restaurant 
not far off to which he had once been attracted by the 
excellence of its cookery, but to which he now went only for 
one of those reasons, at once mystical and absurd, which 
people calI "romantic”; becausethis restaurant (which, by the 
way, still exists) borę the same name as the Street in which 
Odettelived: L a Perouse. 

Sometimes, when she had been away on a short visit 
somewhere, several days would elapse beforeshethought of 
letting him know that she had returned to Paris. And then she 
would say quite simply, without taking (as she would once 
have taken) the precaution of covering herself, just in case, 
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with a little fragment borrowed from thetruth, that she had 
at that very moment arrived by the morning train. These 
words were mendacious; at least for Odette they were 
mendacious, insubstantial, lacking (what they would have 
had if true) a basis of support in her memory of her actual 
arrival at the station; she was even prevented from forming a 
mental picture of them as she uttered them, by the 
contradictory picture of whatever quite different thing she 
had been doing at the moment when she pretended to have 
been alighting from the train. In Swann's mind, however, 
these words, meeting no opposition, settled and hardened 
until they assumed the indestructibility of a truth so 
indubitablethat, if somefriend happened to tell him that he 
had comeby the same train and had not seen Odette, Swann 
was convinced that it was the friend who had mistaken the 
day or the hour, sińce his version did not agree with the 
words uttered by O dette. T hese words would have appeared 
to him false only if he had suspected beforehand that they 
weregoing to be. For him to be believe that she was lying, an 
anticipatory suspicion was indispensable. It was also, 
however, sufficient. Given that, everything Odette said 
appeared to him suspect. If she mentioned a name, it was 
obviously that of one of her lovers, and once this supposition 
had taken shape, he would spend weeks tormenting himself. 
On oneoccasion heeven approached an inquiry agent to find 
out the address and the occupation of the unknown rival who 
would give him no peace until he could be proved to have 
goneabroad, and who (heultimately learned) was an uncleof 
O dette who had been dead for twenty years. 

Although she would not allow him as a ruleto meet her 
in public, saying that people would talk, it happened 
occasionally that, atan evening party to which heand she had 
both been invited— at Forcheville's, at the painter's, or at a 
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charity bali given in oneof theM inistries— hefound himself 
in the same room with her. H e could see her, but dared not 
stay for fear of annoying her by seeming to be spying upon 
the pleasures she enjoyed in other company, pleasures 
which—as hedrovehomein utter loneliness, and went to bed 
as miserable as I was to be some years later on the evenings 
when he came to dine with us at Combray—seemed to him 
limitlesssińcehehad notseen theend of them. And onceor 
twice he experienced on such evenings the sort of happiness 
which onewould beinclined (did it notoriginatein so violent 
a reaction from an anxiety abruptly terminated) to cali 
peaceful, sińce it consists in a pacifying of the mind. O n one 
occasion he had looked in for a moment at a party in the 
painter's studio, and was preparing to go home, leaving 
behind him Odette transformed into a brilliant stranger, 
surrounded by men to whom her glances and her gaiety, 
which were not for him, seemed to hint at some voluptuous 
pleasures to be enjoyed thereorelsewhere(possibly at the Bal 
des I ncoherents, to which hetrembled to think that shemight 
begoing on afterwards) which caused Swann morejealousy 
than the carnal act itself, sińce he found it morę difficult to 
imagine; he was already at the door when he heard himself 
called back in these words (which, by cutting off from the 
party that possibleending which had so appalled him, madę 
it seem innocent in retrospect, madę O dette's return home a 
thing no longer inconceivable and terrible, but tender and 
familiar, a thing that would stay besidehim, likea part of his 
daily life, in his carriage, and stripped Odette herself of the 
excessof brillianceand gaiety in her appearance, showed that 
it was only a disguise which she had assumed for a moment, 
for its own sake and not with a view to any mysterious 
pleasures, and of which she had already wearied)—in these 
words which Odette tossed at him as he was Crossing the 
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threshold: "Can't you wait a minutę for me? I 'm just going; 
we'II drivebacktogetherand you can takemehome." 

It wastruethat on oneoccasion Forchevillehad asked to 
be driven home at the same time, but when, on reaching 
Odette's door, he had begged to be allowed to come in too, 
she had replied, pointing to Swann: "A h! That depends on 
this gentleman. Y ou must ask him. Very well, you may come 
in just for a minutę, if you insist, but you mustn't stay long, 
because I wam you, he likes to sit and talk quietly with me, 
and he's not at all pleased if I have visitors when he's here. 
Oh, if you only knew the creature as I know him! Isn't that 
so, my love, noonereally knowsyou well exceptme?” 

And Swann was perhaps even morę touched by the 
spectacle of her addressing to him thus, in front of 
Forcheville, not only these tender wordsof predilection, but 
also certain criticisms, such as: “I feel surę you haven't 
written yet to your friends about dining with them on 
Sunday. Y ou needn't go if you don't want to, but you might 
at least be polite," or, "Now, have you left your essay on 
Vermeer hereso that you can do a little moreof it tomorrow? 
W hat a lazy-bones! I'm going to make you work, I can tell 
you,” which proved that O dette kept herself in touch with his 
social engagements and his literary work, that they had 
indeed a life in common. A nd as she spoke she gave him a 
smilethattold him shewasentirely his. 

At such moments as these, while she was making them 
some orangeade, suddenly, just as when an ill-adjusted 
reflector begins by casting huge, fantastic shadows on an 
object on the wali which then contract and merge into it, all 
the terrible and shifting ideas which he had formed about 
Odettemelted away and vanished into the charming creature 
who stood therebeforehiseyes. FI e had thesudden suspicion 
that this hour spent in Odette's house, in the lamp-light, was 
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perhaps, after all, not an artificial hour, invented for his 
special use(with theobjectof concealingthatfrightening and 
deliciousthing which was incessantly in histhoughts without 
his ever being ableto form a satisfactory impression of it, an 
hour of Odette's real life, of herlifewhen he was not there), 
with theatrical properties and pasteboard fruits, but was 
perhaps a genuine hour of O dette's life; that if he himself had 
not been there she would have pulled forward the same 
armchair for F orcheville, would havepoured out for him, not 
some unknown brew, but precisely this same orangeade; that 
the world inhabited by Odette was not that other fearful and 
supernatural world in which hespent his time placing her— 
and which existed, perhaps, only in his imagination— but the 
real world, exhaling no special atmosphere of gloom, 
comprising that table at which he might sit down presently 
and write, this drink which he was now being permitted to 
taste, all theseobjects which he contemplated with as much 
curiosity and admiration asgratitude—for if, in absorbing his 
dreams, they had delivered him from them, they themselves 
in return had been enriched by them, they showed him the 
palpable realisation of his fancies, and they impressed 
themselves upon his mind, took shape and grew solid before 
hiseyes, at the same time as they soothed histroubled heart. 
Ah, if fate had allowed him to share a single dwelling with 
Odette, sothat in her househeshould bein hisown, if, when 
asking the sen/ant what there was for lunch, it had been 
Odette's menu that he had been given in reply, if, when 
Odette wished to go for a morning walk in the Avenue du 
Bois de Boulogne, his duty as a good husband had obliged 
him, though he had no desireto go out, to accompany her, 
carrying her overcoat when she was too warm, and in the 
evening, after dinner, if she wished to stay at home in 
deshabille, if hehad been forced to stay beside her, to do what 
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sheasked; then how completely would all thetrivial detailsof 
Swann's lifewhich seemed to him now so melancholy have 
taken on, forthevery reason thatthey would atthesametime 
have formed part of Odette's life— Iike this lamp, this 
orangeade, this armchair, which had absorbed so much of his 
dreams, which materiałised so much of his longing—a sort of 
super-abundant sweetness and a mysteriousdensity! 

And yet he was inclined to suspect that the State for 
which he so longed was a calm, a peace, which would not 
havebeen a propitiousatmospherefor his love. W hen Odette 
ceased to be for him a creature always absent, regretted, 
imagined, when thefeeling that he had for her was no longer 
the same mysterious turmoil that was wrought in him by the 
phrase from the sonata, but affection and gratitude, when 
normal relations that would put an end to his melancholy 
madness were established between them—then, no doubt, 
theactionsof Odette'sdaily lifewould appearto him asbeing 
of little intrinsic interest— as he had several times already felt 
thatthey might be, on theday, for instance, when hehad read 
through its envelope her letter to ForcheviIle. Examininghis 
complaint with as much scientific detachment as if he had 
inoculated himself with it in order to study its effects, hetold 
himself that, when he was cured of it, what Odette might or 
might not do would be a matter of indifference to him. But 
the truth was that in the depths of his morbid condition he 
feared death itself no morethan such a recovery, which would 
in fact amount to the death of all that henow was. 

Afterthesequietevenings, Swann'ssuspicions would be 
temporarily lulled; he would bless the name of Odette, and 
next day, in the morning would order the finest jewels to be 
sent to her, because her kindnesses to him overnight had 
excited either his gratitude, orthedesireto seethem repeated, 
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or a paroxysm of love for her which had need of some such 
outlet. 

But at other times, his anguish would again take hołd of 
him; he would imagine that Odette was Forcheville's 
mistress, and that when they had both sat watching him from 
the depths of the Verdurins' landau in the Bois on the 
evening before the party at Chatou to which hehad not been 
invited, while he implored her in vain, with that look of 
despairon his face which even hiscoachman had noticed, to 
come home with him, and then turned away, solitary and 
crushed, she must have glanced at ForcheviIle, as she drew 
his attention to him, saying "Look how furious he is!” with 
the same expression, sparkling, malicious, sidelong and sly, 
as on theevening when F orcheviIle had driven Saniettefrom 
theVerdurins'. 

At such times Swann detested her. "But I ’vebeen afool, 
too," he would argue. 'Tm paying for other men's pleasures 
with my money. AII the same, she'd better takecare, and not 
push her luck, because I might very well stop giving her 
anything at all. At any ratę, we'd better knock off 
supplementary favoursfor thetimebeing. To think that only 
yesterday, when shesaid she would liketo goto Bayreuth for 
the season, I was such an ass as to offer to take one of those 
nice little castles the King of Bavaria has in the 
neighbourhood for thetwo of us. H owever, she didn't seem 
particularly keen; she hasn't said yes or no yet. Let's hope 
she'll refuse. Good God! T hink of listening to W agner for a 
whole fortnight with a woman who takes about as much 
interest in musie as a tone-deaf newt— that would be fun!" 
And his hatred, like his love, needing to manifest itself in 
action, hetook pleasure in urging hiseviI imaginings further 
and further, because, thanks to the perfidies of which he 
accused Odette, hedetested herstill morę, and would beable, 
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if it turned out—as he tried to convince himself— that she 
was indeed guilty of them, to take the opportunity of 
punishing her, and of venting his mounting ragę on her. 
T hus he went so far as to supposethat he was about to receive 
a letter from her in which she would ask him for money to 
take the castle near Bayreuth, but with the warning that he 
was not to comethere himself, as she had promised to invite 
Forchevilleand theVerdurins. H ow hewould haveloved it if 
she had had the audacity to do this! H ow he would have 
enjoyed refusing, drawing up the vindictive reply, theterms 
of which he amused himself by selecting and declaiming 
aloud, asthough hehad actually received such a letter! 

T he very next day, hedid. She wrote that the Verdurins 
and their friends had expressed a desire to attend these 
performances of W agner, and that, if hewould beso good as 
to send her the money, she would at last havethe pleasure, 
after going so often to their house, of entertaining the 
Verdurins in hers. Of him she said not a word; it was to be 
taken for granted that their presence would be a barto his. 

T hen he had the pleasure of sending round to her that 
annihilating answer, every word of which he had carefully 
rehearsed overnight without venturing to hope that it could 
ever be used. A las! he felt only too certain that with the 
money she had, or could easily procure, she would beableall 
the same to take a house at Bayreuth, sińce she wished to do 
so, she who was incapable of distinguishing between Bach 
and Clapisson. Let hertakeit, then: at least shewould haveto 
live in it morefrugally. N o chance (as there would have been 
if hehad replied by sending her several thousand-franc notes) 
of organising each evening in somecastlethoseexquisitelittle 
suppers after which she might perhaps indulge the whim 
(which, it was possible, had never yet seized her) of fal li ng 
into the arms of ForcheviIle. At any ratę it would not be he, 
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Swann, who paid for this loathsome expedition! Ah! if he 
could only manageto prevent it, if shecould sprain her ankle 
before setting out, if the driver of the carriage which was to 
take her to the station would consent (at no matter what 
price) to smuggle her to soime place where she could be kept 
for a time in seclusion—that perfidious woman, her eyes 
glittering with a smile of complicity for Forcheville, that 
Odettehad becomefor Swann in the last forty-eight hours! 

Butshewasnever that for very long. After afew daysthe 
shining, crafty eyes lost their brightness and their duplicity, 
the picture of a hateful Odette saying to ForcheviIle "Look 
how furious he is!" began to fade and dissolve. Then 
gradually the face of the other Odette would reappear and 
rise before him, softly radiant—that Odette who also tumed 
with a smile to Forcheville, but with a smile in which there 
was nothing but tenderness for Swann, when she said: "You 
mustn't stay long, becausethis gentleman doesn't much like 
my having visitors when he's here. O h! if you only knew the 
creature as I know him!”—that same smile with which she 
used to thank Swann for some instanceof his courtesy which 
sheprized so highly, for some advicefor which shehad asked 
him in oneof thosemoments of crisiswhen she would tum to 
him alone. 

And thinking of this other Odette, he would ask himself 
what could haveinduced him to writethat outrageous letter, 
of which, probably, until then she would never have 
supposed him capable, a letter which must havebrought him 
down from the high, from the supreme place which by his 
generosity, by his loyalty, he had won for himself in her 
esteem. FI e would become less dear to her, sińce it was for 
those qualities, which shefound neither in ForcheviIle nor in 
any other, that she loved him. It was for them that Odette so 
often showed him a reciprocal warmth which counted for less 
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than nothing in his momentsof jealousy, because it was not a 
sign of reciprocal desire, was indeed a proof rather of 
affection than of love, but the importanceof which he began 
once morę to feel in proportion asthespontaneous reiaxation 
of hissuspicions, often accelerated by thedistraction brought 
to him by reading about art or by theconversation of afriend, 
rendered hispassion lessexactingof reciprocities. 

N ow that, after this swing of the pendulum, Odette had 
naturally returned to the place from which Swann's jealousy 
had momentarily driven her, to the angle from which he 
found her charming, he pictured her to himself as fuli of 
tenderness, with a look of consent in her eyes, and so 
beautiful that hecould not ref rai n from proffering her his lips 
as though she had actually been in the room for him to kiss; 
and hefelt as strong a senseof gratitudetowards her for that 
bewitching, kindly glanceas if it had been real, as if it had not 
been merely his imagination that had portrayed it in order to 
satisfy his desire. 

W hat distress he must have caused her! Certainly he 
could find valid reasons for his resentment, but they would 
not have been sufficient to make him feel that resentment if 
he had not loved her so passionately. H ad he not nourished 
equally serious grievances against other women, to whom he 
would nonę the less willingly render a service today, feeling 
no anger towards them because he no longer loved them? If 
theday evercamewhen hefound himself in the same State of 
indifferencewith regard to Odette, he would then understand 
that it was his jealousy alone which had led him to find 
something heinous, unpardonable, in this desire of hers 
(which was after all so natural, springing from a childlike 
ingenuousness and also from a certain delicacy in her naturę) 
to be able in her tum, sińce the opportunity had arisen, to 
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repay the Verdurins for their hospitality, and to play the 
hostess i n a houseof her own. 

H e returned to this other point of view, which was the 
opposite of the one based on his love and jealousy and to 
which heresorted at times by a sort of intellectual equity and 
in order to make allowance for the various probabilities, and 
tried tojudgeOdetteasthough hehad not been in lovewith 
her, asthough shewere likeany other woman, asthough her 
life (as soon as he was no longer present) had not been 
different, woven secretly behind his back, hatched against 
him. 

W hy should he think that she would enjoy out there 
with ForcheviIle or with other men intoxicating pleasures 
which she had never experienced with him, and which his 
jealousy alonehad fabricated outof nothing? At Bayreuth, as 
in Paris, if it should happen that Forchevillethought of him 
atall, it would only be as of someonewho counted foragreat 
deal in Odette's life, someonefor whom he was obliged to 
makeway when they met at her house, I f F orcheviIle and she 
gloated at the idea of being there together in spite of him, it 
was he who would have engineered it by striving in vain to 
prevent her from going, whereas if he had approved of her 
plan, which for that matter was quite defensible, she would 
have had the appearance of being there on his advice, she 
would havefelt that she had been sent there, housed there by 
him, would havebeen beholden to him for the pleasure which 
shederived from entertaining those people who had so often 
entertained her. 

And if—instead of letting her go off on bad terms with 
him, without having seen him again—heweretosend her this 
money, if he wereto encourage her to undertakethisjourney 
and go out of his way to make it agreeablefor her, she would 
comerunningto him, happy and grateful, and he would have 
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thejoy of seeing her which he had not known for nearly a 
week and which nothing elsecould replace. For onceSwann 
could picture her to himself without revulsion, could seeonce 
again thefriendliness in her smile, oncethedesireto tear her 
away from every rival was no longer imposed by hisjealousy 
upon his love, that love became once again, morę than 
anything, a taste for the sensations which Odette's person 
gave him, for the pleasure hetook in admiring as a spectacle, 
or in examining as a phenomenon, the dawn of one of her 
glances, theformation of oneof her smiles, theemission of a 
particular vocal cadence. And this pleasure, different from 
every other, had in the end created in him a need of her, 
which she alone by her presence or by her letters could 
assuage, almost as disinterested, almost as artistic, as 
perverse, as another need which characterised this new period 
in Swann's life, when the sereness, the depression of the 
preceding years had been followed by a sort of spiritual 
overflowing, without his knowing to what he owed this 
unlooked-for enrichment of his inner life, any morę than a 
person in delicate health who from a certain moment grows 
stronger, puts on flesh, and seemsfor atimeto be on theroad 
to a complete recovery. T his other need, which developed 
independently of the visible, materiał world, was the need to 
listen to musie and improvehis knowledgeof it. 

And so, through the Chemical action of hismalady, after 
he had created jealousy out of his love, he began again to 
manufacturetenderness and pity forOdette. She had become 
once morę the old Odette, charming and kind. H ewasfull of 
remorse for having treated her harshly. He wished her to 
cometo him, and, beforeshecame, hewished to havealready 
procured for her some pleasure, so as to watch her gratitude 
takingshapein herfaceand moulding her smile. 



420 


SWANN'SWAY 


And consequently Odette, certain of seeing him cometo 
her after a few days, as tender and submissive as before, to 
plead with her for a reconciliation, became inured, was no 
longer afraid of displeasing him or even of making him angry, 
and refused him, whenever itsuited her, thefavours by which 
heset most storę. 

Perhapsshedid not realisehow sincerehehad been with 
her during their quarrel, when he had told her that he would 
not send her any money and would doeverything hecould to 
hurt her. Perhaps shedid not realise, either, how sincere he 
was, if not with her, at any ratę with himself, on other 
occasions when, for the sake of the futurę of their 
relationship, to show Odette that he was capable of doing 
without her, that a rupture was still possible between them, 
hedecided to waitsometime before goi ng to seeher again. 

Sometimes it would be after several days during which 
she had caused him no fresh anxiety; and sińce he knew that 
he was likely to derive no very great pleasure from his 
impending visits, but morę probably some annoyance which 
would put an end to his present State of calm, he would write 
to her sayingthat hewasvery busy, and would not beableto 
seeher on any of the days that he had suggested. M eanwhile, 
a letter from her, Crossing his, asked him to postpone one of 
those very meetings. Hewondered why; his suspicions, his 
anguish, again took hołd of him. H ecould no longer abide, in 
the new State of agitation into which he found himself 
plunged, by the arrangements which he had madę in his 
preceding State of comparativecalm; he would hurry round to 
her, and would insist upon seeing her on each of thefol łowi ng 
days. And even if she had not written first, if she merely 
acknowledged his letter, agreeing to his request for a brief 
separation, it wasenough to make him unableto rest without 
seeing her. For, contrary to his calculations, Odette's 
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acquiescencehad entirely changed hisattitude. Likeeveryone 
who possesses something precious, in order to know what 
would happen if he ceased for a moment to possess it, he had 
detached the precious object from his mind, leaving, as he 
thought, everything else in the same State as when it was 
there. But the absence of one part from a whole is not only 
that, it is not simply a partial lack, it is a derangement of all 
theother parts, a new State which it was impossibleto foresee 
in theold. 

But at other times—when Odette was on the point of 
going away for a holiday—it was after some trifling quarrel 
for which he had chosen the pretext that he resolved not to 
writeto her and not to seeher until her return, thus giving the 
appearance (and expecting the reward) of a serious rupture, 
which she would perhaps regard as finał, to a separation the 
greater part of which was the inevitable consequence of her 
proposed journey, which he was merely allowing to start a 
littlesooner than it must. At once he could imagine Odette 
puzzled, anxious, distressed at having received neither visit 
nor letter from him, and this picture of her, by calming his 
jealousy, madeiteasy for him to break himself of the habit of 
seeing her. At moments, no doubt, in thefurthest recesses of 
his mind where his determination had thrust it away thanks 
to the long interval of the three weeks' separation which he 
had accepted, itwaswith pleasurethat heconsidered the idea 
that he would seeOdetteagain on her return; but itwas also 
with so little impatiencethat hebegan to wonder whether he 
would not readily consent to thedoubling of the period of so 
easy an abstinence. It had lasted, so far, but three days, a 
much shorter time than he had often spent without seeing 
Odette, and without having, as on this occasion, 
premeditated it. And yet, suddenly, some minor vexation or 
physical ailment—by inciting him to regard the present 
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moment as an exceptional one, outsidetherules, onein which 
common wisdom would allow him to take advantage of the 
soothing effects of a pleasure and, until there was some 
purpose in a resumption of effort, to give his will a rest— 
suspended the operation of the latter, which ceased to exert 
its inhibitive control; or, without that even, the thought of 
something he had forgotten to ask Odette, such as whether 
she had decided in what colour she would have her carriage 
repainted, or, with regard to some investment, whether they 
were ordinary or preference shares that she wished him to 
buy (for it was all very well to show her that he could live 
without seeing her, but if, after that, the carriage had to be 
painted over again, or if the shares produced no dividend, a 
lot of good it would have done him)—and suddenly, like a 
stretched piece of elastic which is let go, or the air in a 
pneumatic machinę which is ripped open, the idea of seeing 
her again sprang back from thedistant depths in which it lay 
dormant into the field of the present and of immediate 
possibilities. 

It sprang back thus without meeting any further 
resistance, so irresistible, in fact, that Swann had found it far 
less painful to watch thefortnight hewas to spend separated 
from Odette creeping by day after day than to wait the ten 
minutes it took his coachman to bring round the carriage 
which was to take him to her, minutes which he spent in 
transports of impatience and joy, in which he recaptured a 
thousand times over, to lavish on it all the wealth of his 
affection, that ideaof meeting her again which, by so abrupt a 
reversal, at a moment when he supposed it so remote, was 
once morę present and on the very surface of his 
consciousness. T he fact was that his idea no longer found as 
an obstaclein its coursethedesireto resist it without further 
delay, a desire which had ceased to haveany place in Swann's 
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mind sińce, having proved to himself—or so at least he 
believed—that he was so easily capable of resisting it, he no 
longer saw any danger in postponing a plan of separation 
which he was now certain of being ableto put into operation 
whenever he wished. Furthermore, this idea of seeing her 
again caime back to him adorned with a novelty, a 
seductiveness, armed with avirulence, which long habit had 
dulled but which had been retempered during this privation, 
not of threedays but of a fortnight (for a period of abstinence 
may be calculated, by anticipation, as having lasted already 
until the finał datę assigned to it), and had converted what 
had been until then a pleasurein storę which could easily be 
sacrificed into an unlooked-for happiness which he was 
powerless to resist. Finally, the idea returned to him 
embellished by his ignorance of what Odette might have 
thought, might perhaps have done, on finding that he had 
given no sign of life, with the result that what he was going 
now to find was the entrancing revelation of an almost 
unknown Odette. 

But she, just as she had supposed that his refusal to send 
her money was only a sham, saw nothing but a pretext in the 
questions hewas now coming to ask her, abouttherepainting 
of her carriage or the purchase of shares. For she could not 
reconstruct the several phases of these crises through which 
he was passing, and the notion she had formed of them 
omitted any attempt to understand their mechanism, but 
looked only to what she knew beforehand, their necessary, 
never-failing and always identical termination. An 
incomplete notion (though possibly all the morę profound in 
consequence), if oneweretojudgeitfrom the point of view of 
Swann, who would doubtless have considered himself 
misunderstood by Odette, just as a drug-addict or a 
consumptive, each persuaded that he has been held back, one 
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by some outside event at the moment when he was about to 
shake himself free of his inveterate habit, the other by an 
accidental indisposition at the moment when hewas about to 
be finally cured, feels himself to be misunderstood by the 
doctor who does not attach the same importance to these 
alleged contingencies, mere disguises, according to him, 
assumed, so as to makethemselvesfelt oncemore, by thevice 
of the one and themorbid State of the other, which in reality 
have never ceased to weigh heavily and incurably upon the 
patients whilethey were nursing their dreams of reformation 
or health. A nd, as a matter of fact, Swann's love had reached 
the stageat which theboldestof physiciansor (in thecaseof 
certain affections) of surgeons ask themselves whether to 
deprivea patient of his viceor to rid him of his malady isstill 
reasonableor indeed possible. 

Certainly, oftheextent of this love Swann had nodirect 
awareness. W hen he sought to measure it, it happened 
sometimes that he found it diminished, shrunk almost to 
nothing; for instance, the lack of enthusiasm, amounting 
almost to distaste, which, in the days before he was in love 
with O dette, he had felt for her expressivefeatures, her faded 
complexion, returned on certain days, "Really, l'm making 
distinct headway," he would tell himself next day. "Looking 
at things quite honestly, I cant say I got much pleasure last 
night from being in bed with her. It's an odd thing, but I 
actually thought her ugly," And certainly hewassincere, but 
his loveextended a long way beyond the provinceof physical 
desire. Odette's person, indeed, no longer held any great 
place in it, W hen hiseyesfell upon thephotograph of O dette 
on histable, or when shecameto seehim, hehad difficulty in 
identifying her face, either in theflesh or on the paste-board, 
with the painful and continuous anxiety which dwelt in his 
mind. He would say to himself, almost with astonishment, 
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"lt's she!” as though suddenly we were to be shown in a 
detached, externalised form oneof ourown maladies, and we 
found it borę no resemblance to what we are suffering. 
"She”—hetried to ask himself what that meant; for it is a 
point of resemblance between love and death, far morę 
striking than those which are usually pointed out, that they 
makeusprobedeeper, in thefearthat its reality may eludeus, 
into the mystery of personality. And this malady which 
Swann's love had become had so proliferated, was so closely 
interwoven with all his habits, with all his actions, with his 
thoughts, his health, his sleep, his life, even with what he 
hoped for after his death, was so utterly inseparable from 
him, that it would have been impossible to eradicate it 
without almost entirely destroying him; as surgeons say, his 
lovewas no longeroperable. 

By this love Swann had been so far detached from all 
other interests that when by chance he reappeared in society, 
reminding himself that his social relations, like a beautifully 
wrought setting (although she would not have been able to 
form any very exact estimate of its worth), might restore 
something of his own prestige in Odette's eyes (as indeed 
they might have done had they not been cheapened by his 
love itself, which for Odette depreciated everything that it 
touched by seeming to proclaim such things less precious), he 
would feel there, side by side with his distress at being in 
places and among people she did not know, the same 
detached pleasureas he would havederived from a novel or a 
painting in which weredepicted theamusementsof a leisured 
class; just as, at home, he used to enjoy the thought of the 
smooth efficiency of his household, the elegance of his 
wardrobe and of his servants' liveries, the soundness of his 
investments, with the same relish as when he read in Saint- 
Simon, who was one of his favourite authors, of the 
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mechanics of daily life at VersaiMes, what M me de 
M aintenon ate and drank, or the shrewd avarice and great 
pomp of Lulli. And to the smali extent to which this 
detachment was not absolute, thereason for this new pleasure 
which Swann was tasting was that he could take refuge for a 
moment in thosefew and distant parts of himself which had 
remained moreor less extraneousto his loveand to his pain. 

I n this respectthepersonality which my great-aunt attributed 
to him as "young Swann," as distinct from the morę 
individual personality of Charles Swann, was the one in 
which he was now happiest. Once, wishing to send the 
Princesse de Parmę somefruit for her birthday (and because 
she could often be of use indirectly to Odette, by letting her 
have seats for galas and jubilees and the like) and not being 
quite surę how to order it, he had entrusted the task to a 
cousin of his mother who, delighted to do an errand for him, 
had written to him, when sending him the account, to say 
that she had notordered all thefruitfrom the same place, but 
the grapes from Crapote, whose speciality they were, the 
strawberries from J auret, the pears from C hevet, who always 
had thebest, and so on, “every fruit inspected and examined, 
one by one, by myself." And in thesequel, by the cordiality 
with which the Princess thanked him, he had been able to 
judgeof theflavour of the strawberries and of theripeness of 
the pears. But, most of all, that "every fruit inspected and 
examined, one by one, by myself” had brought balm to his 
sufferingsby carrying his mind off to a region which herarely 
visited, although it was his by right as the heir to a rich, 
upper-middle-class family in which had been handed down 
from generation to generation the knowledge of the "right 
places" and theart of placing an order. 

Indeed, he had too long forgotten that he was “young 
Swann" not to feel, when he assumed the role again for a 
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moment, a keener pleasure than those he might have felt at 
other times but which had palled; and if the friendliness of 
the bourgeoisie, for whom he had never been anything else 
than "young Swann," was less animated than that of the 
aristocracy (though morę flattering, for all that, sińce with 
them it is always inseparablefrom respect), no letter from a 
royal personage, whatever princely entertainment it offered, 
could ever beso agreeableto Swann as a letter inviting him to 
be a witness, or merely to be present, at a wedding in the 
family of someold friends of his parents, someof whom had 
kept up with him—likemy grandfather, who, theyear before 
these events, had invited him to my mother's wedding— 
while others barely knew him by sight, but considered 
themselves in duty bound to show civiIity to the son, to the 
worthy successor, of thelateM . Swann. 

But, by virtue of his intimacy, already time-honoured, 
with so many of its members, the nobility was in a certain 
sensealso a part of his house, his domestic establishment, and 
his family. He felt, when his mind dwelt upon his brilliant 
connexions, the same external support, the same solid 
comfort as when helooked at thefineestates, the fine si lver, 
the fine table-linen which had come to him from his own 
family. And the thought that, if he were struck down by a 
sudden illness and confined to the house, the people whom 
his valet would instinctively run to fetch would betheDucde 
Chartres, the Princede Reuss, the D uc de L uxembourg and 
the Baron deCharlus, brought him the same consolation as 
ourold Franęoisederived from the knowledgethat she would 
one day be buried in her own fine sheets, marked with her 
name, not darned at all (or so exquisitely darned that it 
merely enhanced one's idea of the skill and patience of the 
seamstress), a shroud from theconstant image of which in her 
mind's eye she drew a certain satisfactory sense, if not 
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actually of wealth and prosperity, at any ratę of self-esteem. 
But most of all— sińce in every one of his actions and 
thoughts which had reference to Odette, Swann was 
constantly obsessed and influenced by the unavowed feeling 
that he was, perhaps not less dear, but less welcome to her 
than anyone, even the most tedious of the Verdurin 
"faithful"— when he betook himself to a world in which he 
was the paragon of taste, a man whom no pains were spared 
to attract, whom people were genuinely sorry not to see, he 
began once again to believe in theexistenceof a happier life, 
almost to feel an appetitefor it, as an invalid may feel who has 
been bedridden for months, on a strict diet, when he picks up 
a newspaper and reads the account of an official banquet or 
an advertisementfor acruiseround Sicily. 

If he was obliged to make excuses to his society friends 
for not visiting them, it was precisely for visiting her that he 
sought to excuse himself to Odette. Even so, he paid for his 
visits (asking himself attheend of themonth, should hehave 
overtaxed her patience and gone rather often to see her, 
whether it would be enough if he sent her four thousand 
francs), and for each onefound a pretext, a present that he 
had to bring her, a piece of information which she required, 
M . deCharlus whom he had met actually going to her house 
and who had insisted on Swann's accompanying him. And, 
failing an excuse, he would ask M . deCharlus to go round to 
her house and say to her, as though spontaneously, in the 
course of conversation, that he had just remembered 
something hehad to say to Swann, and would shepleasesend 
a messageto Swann asking him to cometo her then and there; 
but as a rule Swann waited at home in vain, and M . de 
Charlus informed him later in the evening that his ruse had 
not proved successful. W ith the result that, if she was now 
freguently away from Paris, even when she was there he 
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scarcely saw her, and she who, when she was in love with 
him, used to say 'Tm alwaysfree” and "W hat do I carewhat 
other people think?" now, whenever he wanted to see her, 
appealed to the proprieties or pleaded soime engagement. 
When he spoke of going to a charity entertainment, or a 
privateview, or a first-night at which she was to bepresent, 
she would complain that he wished to advertisetheir liaison, 
that he was treating her like a whore. T hings came to such a 
pitch that, in an effort to avoid being debarred from meeting 
her anywhere, Swann, remembering that she knew and was 
deeply attached to my great-uncle Adolphe, whosefriend he 
himself had also been, went to see him in his littlefiat in the 
Rue de Bellechasse, to ask him to use his influence with 
Odette. Since she invariably adopted a poetical tonę when she 
spoke to Swann about my uncle, saying: "Ah, yes, he's not in 
the least like you; it's such an exquisite thing, a great, a 
beautiful thing, his friendship for me. He's not the sort of 
man who would have so little consideration for me as to let 
himself be seen with me everywhere in public," this was 
embarrassing for Swann, who did not know quite to what 
rhetorical pitch he should screw himself up in speaking of 
Odette to my uncle. He began by alluding to her a priori 
excellence, her axiomatic and seraphic super-humanity, the 
inspiration of her transcendental, inexpressible virtues. "I 
should like to speak to you about her,” he went on. "You 
know what an incomparably superior woman, what an 
adorable creature, what an angel Odette is. But you know, 
also, what life is in Paris. N ot everyone knows Odette in the 
light in which you and I have been privileged to know her. 
And so there are people who think l'm behaving rather 
foolishly; shewon'teven allow meto meet her out of doors, at 
the theatre. Now you, in whom she has such enormous 
confidence, couldn'tyou say afew wordsfor meto her, just to 
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assure her that she exaggerates the harm which my greeting 
her in public mightdo her?" 

M y uncle advised Swann not to see Odette for some 
days, after which she would love him all the morę, and 
advised Odette to let Swann meet her whenever and as often 
as he pleased. A few days later Odette told Swann that she 
had just had a rude awakening, on discovering that my uncle 
was the same as other men: he had tried to take her by force. 
She calmed Swann down when he wanted to rush out to 
challenge my uncle to a duel, but he refused to shake hands 
with him when they met again. H e regretted this rupture all 
the morę because he had hoped, if he had met my uncle 
Adolphe again a few times and had contrived to talk things 
over with him in strict confidence, to be able to get him to 
throw light on certain rumours with regard to the life that 
Odette had formerly led in N ice. For my uncleAdolpheused 
to spend the winter there, and Swann thought that it might 
indeed have been there that he had first known O dette. T he 
few words which someone had let fali in his hearing about a 
man who, it appeared, had been Odette's lover, had left 
Swann dumbfounded. But the very things which, before 
knowingthem, he would haveregarded as the most terrible to 
learn and the most impossibleto believe, were, once he knew 
them, absorbed for ever into the generał mass of his gloom; 
he accepted them, he could no longer have understood their 
not existing. Only, each one of them added a new and 
indelibletouch to the picture he had formed of his mistress. 
At one point indeed he was given to understand that this 
morał laxity of which he would never havesuspected Odette 
was fairly well known, and that at Baden or N ice, when she 
used to go to spend several months in oneor the other place, 
she had enjoyed a sort of amorous notoriety. H e thought of 
getting in touch with one or two pleasure-seekers and 
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interrogatingthem; butthey wereawarethat heknew O dette, 
and besides, he was afraid of putting thethought of her into 
their heads, of settingthem oncemoreupon hertrack. Buthe, 
to whom nothing could have seemed moretedious hitherto 
than all that pertained to thecosmopolitan lifeof Baden or of 
N ice, having learned that O dette had perhaps once led a gay 
lifein those pleasure-cities, although he could neverfind out 
whether it had been solely to satisfy a need for money which, 
thanks to him, she no longer felt, or from soime capricious 
instinct which imight at any moment revive in her, now 
leaned in impotent, blind, dizzy anguish over the bottomless 
abyss in which those early years of M acM ahon's Presidency 
had been engulfed, years during which one spent the winter 
on the Promenadę des A nglais, thesummer beneath thelimes 
of Baden, and he would find in them a painful but 
magnificent profundity, such as a poet might have lent them; 
indeed he would have devoted to the reconstruction of the 
petty detailsof social lifeon theCóted'Azur in thosedays, if 
it could have helped him to understand something of 
Odette's smile and thelook in her eyes—candid and simple 
though they were—as much passion as the aesthete who 
ransacks the extant documents of fifteenth-century F lorence 
in order to penetrate further into the soul of the Primavera, 
thefair Vannaor theVenusof Botticelli. 

Often he would sit, without saying a word, gazing at her 
dreamily, and she would say: "You do look sad!” It was not 
very long sińce he had switched from the idea that she was a 
really good person, comparableto the nicest he had known, to 
that of her being a kept woman; conversely, it had happened 
to him sińce to revert from the O dette de Crecy who was 
perhaps too well known to the roisterers, the I ad i es' men, to 
this face whose expression was often so gentle and sweet, to 
this naturę so eminently human. He would ask himself: 
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"W hat does it mean, after all, if everyoneat N iceknows who 
Odette de Crecy is? Reputations of that sort, even when 
they'retrue, areałways based upon other people's ideas"; he 
would reflect that this legend— even if it was authentic— was 
something extraneous to Odette, was not an innate, 
pernicious and ineradicable part of her personality; that the 
creature who might have been led astray was a woman with 
frank eyes, a heart fuli of pity for the sufferings of others, a 
docile body which he had clasped in his arms and explored 
with his hands, a woman whom he might one day come to 
possess absolutely, if he succeeded in making himself 
indispensableto her. 

She would sit there, often tired, her face momentarily 
drained of that eager, febrile preoccupation with the 
unknown things that madę Swann suffer; she would push 
back her hair with both hands, and her forehead, her whole 
face, would seem to grow larger; then, suddenly, some 
ordinary human thought, some kindly sentiment such as are 
to befound in all individuals when, in a moment of rest or 
reclusion, they are free to express their true selves, would 
flash from her eyes like a ray of gold. And immediately the 
whole of her face would light up like a grey landscape 
swathed in clouds which are suddenly swept aside, leaving it 
transfigured by the setting sun. The life which occupied 
Odetteatsuch times, even the futurę which sheseemed to be 
dreamily contemplating, Swann could haveshared with her; 
no eviI disturbanceseemed to haveleft its residuethere. Rare 
though they became, those moments did not occur in vain. 
By the process of memory, Swann joined the fragments 
together, abolished the intervals between them, cast, as in 
molten gold, theimageof an Odette compact of kindness and 
tranquillity, for whom (as we shall see in the second part of 
this story) he was later to make sacrifices which the other 
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Odettewould never havewon from him. But how rarethose 
moments were, and how seldom henow saw her! Even in the 
caseof theirevening meetings, shewould nevertell him until 
the last minutę whether she would be able to see him, for, 
counting on his being always free, she wished first to be 
certain that no one else would propose coming round. She 
would plead that she was obliged to wait for an answer that 
was of the very greatest importanceto her, and if, even after 
she had allowed Swann to come, any of her friends asked her, 
halfway through theevening, to join them at sometheatreor 
at supper afterwards, she would jump for joy and dress with 
all speed. As hertoilet progressed, every movement she madę 
brought Swann nearer to the moment when he would haveto 
part from her, when she would fly off with irresistible zest; 
and when at length she was ready, and, peering into her 
mirror for the last time with eyes tense and bright with 
anxiety to look well, added a touch of lipstick, fixed a stray 
lockof hair over her brow, and calIed for her cloakof sky-blue 
silk with golden tassels, Swann looked so wretched that she 
would be unable to restrain a gesture of impatience as she 
flung at him: "So that's how you thank me for keeping you 
heretill the last minutę! And I thought I was being so niceto 
you. Well, I shall know better another time!" Sometimes, at 
therisk of annoying her, hemadeup his mind that he would 
find out whereshehad gone, and even dreamed of an alliance 
with Forcheville, who might perhaps have been able to 
enlighten him, In any case, when he knew with whom she 
was spending the evening, he was usually able to discover, 
among all his innumerable acquaintance, someone who 
knew—if only indirectly—the man in question, and could 
easily obtain thisor that piece of information about him. And 
whilehewas writing to oneof his friends, asking him to try to 
elear u p some point orother, he would feel asenseof relief on 
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ceasing to vex himself with questions to which there was no 
answer and transferring to someone else the strain of 
interrogation. It istruethat Swann was no better off for such 
information as he did receive. To know a thing does not 
always enable us to prevent it, but at least the things we know 
we do hołd, if not in our hands, at any ratę in our minds, 
wherewecan disposeof them as wechoose, and this gives us 
the illusion of asortof power over them. He was quite happy 
whenever M . de Charlus was with Odette. He knew that 
between M . de Charlus and her nothing untoward could ever 
happen, that when M . de C harlus went out with her, it was 
out of friendship for him, and that he would make no 
difficulty about telling him everything she had done. 
Sometimes she had dedared so emphatically to Swann that it 
was impossiblefor her to seehim on a particular evening, she 
seemed to be looking forward so keenly to someouting, that 
Swann felt it really important that M . de Charlus should be 
free to accompany her. N ext day, without daring to put too 
many questions to M . de Charlus, he would force him, by 
appearing not quite to understand his first answers, to give 
him morę, after each of which he would feel increasingly 
reiieved, for he very soon learned that Odette had spent her 
evening in the most innocentof dissipations. 

"But what do you mean, my dear M eme, I don't quite 
understand ... You didn't go straight from her houseto the 
M usee G revin? Surely you went somewhere else first? N o? 
H ow very funny! Y ou've no idea how much you amuse me, 
my dear M eme. But what an odd idea of hers to go on to the 
Chat N oir afterwards. It was her idea, I suppose? N o?Yours? 
How strange. But after all, itwasn'tsuch abad idea; shemust 
haveknown dozensof people there? N o?Shenever spoketo a 
soul? H ow extraordinary! T hen you sat there like that, just 
you and she, all by yourselves? I can just pictureyou. W hat a 
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nicefellow you are, my dear M eme. I'm exceedingly fond of 
you." 

Swann was rei i eved. So often had it happened to him, 
when chatting with chance acquaintances to whom he was 
hardly listening, to hear certain detached sentences (as, for 
instance, "I saw M medeCrecy yesterday with aman I didrft 
know”), sentences which dropped into his heart and turned at 
once into a solid State, grew hard as stalagmites, and seared 
and tore him as they lay there, irremovable, that the words 
"Shedidn't know a soul, she never spoketo a sou I" were, by 
way of contrast, like a soothing balm. How freely they 
coursed through him, how fluid they were, how vaporous, 
how easy to breathe! A nd yet, a moment later, he was telling 
himself thatOdettemustfind him very duli ifthose were the 
pleasures she preferred to his company. And their very 
insignificance, though it reassured him, pained him as if her 
enjoyment of them had been an act of treachery. 

Even when hecould notdiscover whereshehad gone, it 
would havesufficed him, to alleviate the anguish which he 
then felt, and against which Odette's presence, the joy of 
being with her, was the sole specific (a specific which in the 
long run served to aggravatethedisease, but at least brought 
temporary relief to his sufferings), it would have sufficed 
him, if only Odette had allowed it, to remain in her house 
while she was out, to wait for her there until the hour of her 
return, into whosestillness and peacewould haveflowed and 
dissolved those intervening hours which somesorcery, some 
evil spell had madę him imagine as somehow different from 
therest. But she would not; hehad to return home; heforced 
himself, on the way, to form various plans, ceased to think of 
Odette; he even succeeded, while he undressed, in turning 
over some quite happy ideas in his mind; and it was with a 
light heart, buoyed with theanticipation of goingto seesome 
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favourite work of art the next day, that he got into bed and 
tumed out the light; but no sooner, in preparing himself for 
sleep, did he relax the self-control of which he was not even 
conscious so habitual had it become, than an icy shudder 
convulsed him and he began to sob. H edid not even wish to 
know why, but wiped his eyes and said, to himself with a 
smile: "T his isdelightful; I'm getting neurotic." After which 
hefelt a profound lassitude at thethought that, next day, he 
must begin afresh his attempts to find out what Odette had 
been doing, must useall his influence to contriveto seeher. 
This compulsion to an activity without respite, without 
variety, without results, was so cruel a scourge that one day, 
noticing a swelling on his stornach, hefelt genuinely happy at 
the thought that he had, perhaps, a tumour which would 
prove fatal, that he need no longer concern himself with 
anything, that illness was going to govern his life, to make a 
plaything of him, until thenot-distant end. And indeed if, at 
this period, it often happened that, without admitting it to 
himself, he longed for death, it was in order to escape not so 
much from the acuity of his sufferings asfrom the monotony 
of hisstruggle. 

And yet he would have liked to live until thetimecame 
when heno longer loved her, when she would haveno reason 
for lying to him, when at length he might learn from her 
whether, on the day when he had gone to see her in the 
afternoon, she had or had not been in bed with ForcheviIle. 
Often for several days on end the suspicion that she was in 
love with someone else would distract his mind from the 
question of ForcheviIle, making it almost immaterial to him, 
like those new developments in a continuous State of ill- 
health which seem momentarily to have delivered us from 
their predecessors. T here were even days when he was not 
tormented by any suspicion. Hefancied that he was cured. 
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But next morning, when he awoke, he felt in the same place 
thesame pain, thesensation of which, theday before, hehad 
as it were diluted in the stream of different daytime 
impressions. But it had not stirred from its place. Indeed, it 
wasthesharpnessof thispain that had awakened him. 

SinceOdettenevergavehim any information as to those 
vastly important matters which took up so much of her time 
every day (although he had lived long enough to know that 
such mattersarenever anything elsethan pleasures), hecould 
not sustain for any length of time the effort of imagining 
them; his brain would become a void; then he would draw a 
finger over his tired eyelids as he might have wiped his 
eyeglass, and would cease altogether to think. There 
emerged, however, from this terra incognita, certain 
landmarks which reappeared from time to time, vaguely 
connected by Odette with some obligation towards distant 
relatives or old friends who, inasmuch as they were the only 
people whom she was in the habit of mentioning as 
preventing her from seeing him, seemed to Swann to 
compose the necessary, unalterable setting of her life. 
Becauseof thetonein which shereferred from timetotimeto 
"the day when I go with my friend to the races,” if, having 
suddenly felt unwell and thought, "Perhaps Odette would be 
kind enough to comeand seeme," heremembered that it was 
one of those very days, he would say to himself: "Oh, no! 
T here'sno point in asking herto come. I should havethought 
of it before, this is the day when she goes with her friend to 
the races. W e must confine ourselves to what's possible; no 
use wasting time proposing things that are ipso facto 
unacceptable.” And the duty incumbent upon Odette of 
going to the races, to which Swann thus gave way, seemed to 
him to be not merely ineluctable in itself, but the mark of 
necessity with which it was stamped seemed to make 
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plausible and legitimatę everything that was even remotely 
connected with it. If, having acknowledged a greeting from a 
passer-by in the Street which had aroused Swann's jealousy, 
Odette replied to his questions by associating the stranger 
with one of the two or three paramount duties of which she 
had often spoken to him— if, for instance, shesaid: "T hat's a 
gentleman who was in my friend's box at the races the other 
day"—this explanation would set Swann's suspicions at rest; 
it was, after all, inevitable that thisfriend should have other 
guests than Odette in her box at the races, though he had 
never sought to form or succeeded in forming any coherent 
impression of them. Ah, how he would have loved to know 
her, thefriend who went to the races! If only she would invite 
him therewith Odette. H ow readily he would havesacrificed 
all his grand connexions for no matter what person who was 
in the habit of seeing Odette, even if shewerea manicurist or 
ashop assistant! H ewould haveput himself outfor her, taken 
morę trouble than he would have done for a queen. W ould 
they not havesupplied him, from their storę of knowledgeof 
the lifeof Odette, with theoneeffectiveanodynefor his pain? 
W ith whatjoy would hehavehastened to spend hisdays with 
oneor other of thosehumblefolk with whom Odette kept up 
friendly relations, either with some ulterior motive or from 
genuine simplicity of naturę! How willingly would he have 
taken up residence for ever in the attic of some sordid but 
enviable house where Odette went but never took him and 
where, if he had lived with the little retired dressmaker, 
whose lover he would readily have pretended to be, he would 
have been visited by Odette almost daily! In those almost 
plebeian districts, what a modest existence, abject even, but 
happy, nourished by tranquillity and peace of mind, he 
would haveconsented to lead indefinitely! 
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It sometimes happened, again, that when, after meeting 
Swann, she saw some man approaching whom he did not 
know, hecould distinguish upon Odette's face that look of 
dismay which she had worn on the day when he had come to 
her whileForchevillewasthere. Butthiswas rare; for on the 
days when, in spite of all that she had to do, and of her dread 
of what people might think, she did actually manage to see 
Swann, what predominated in her attitude now was self- 
assurance; a striking contrast, perhaps an unconscious 
revengefor, or a natural reaction from, thetimorous emotion 
which, in theearly days of theirfriendship, she had felt in his 
presence, and even in his absence, when she began a letter to 
him with the words: "My dear, my hand trembles so that I 
can scarcely write” (so, at least, she pretended, and a littleof 
that emotion must have been sincere, or she would not have 
wanted to feign morę). She had been attracted to Swann then. 
W e do not tremble except for ourselves, or for those whom 
welove. W hen our happiness is no longer in their hands, how 
calm, how relaxed, how bold webecomein their presence! In 
speaking to him, in writing to him now, she no longer 
employed those words by which she had sought to give 
herself the illusion that he belonged to her, creating 
opportunities for saying "my" and "minę” when shereferred 
to him—"You are my very own; it is the perfume of our 
friendship, I shall keep it"—for speaking to him of thefuture, 
of death itself, as of a single adventure which they would 
share. I n those early days, whatever he might say to her she 
would answer admiringly: "You know, you'll never be like 
other people!"—she would gazę at that longface and slightly 
bald head, of which people who knew of his successes with 
women used to think: "He's not conventionally good- 
looking, if you like, but he has style: that toupee, that 
eyeglass, that smile!"—and, with morę curiosity perhaps to 
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know him as hereally wasthan desireto becomehis mistress, 
she would sigh: "If only I knew what was in that head of 
yours!" 

But now, whatever he said, she would answer in a tonę 
that was sometimes irritable, soimetiimes indulgent: "Ah! 
won't you ever be likeother people!" A nd gazing at that face 
which was only a little aged by his recent anxieties (though 
people now thought of it, by the same mental process which 
enables one to discover the meaning of a piece of symphonic 
musie of which one has read the programme, or the 
resemblance of a child whose family one knows: "H e's not 
positively ugly, if you like, but he's really rather absurd: that 
eyeglass, that toupee, that smile!"— adumbrating in their 
suggestible imaginations the invisible boundary which 
separates, at a few months' interval ( the face of a successful 
loverfrom thatof acuckold), she would say: “Oh, I do wish I 
could changeyou, putsomesenseinto that head of yours." 

Always ready to believe in thetruth of what hehoped, if 
Odette's way of behaving to him left the slightest room for 
doubt, hewould fling himself greedily upon her words: "You 
can if you like," hewould say to her. 

And he tried to explain to her that to comfort him, to 
guide him, to make him work, would be a noble task, to 
which numbersof other women asked for nothing betterthan 
to be allowed to devote themselves, though it is only fair to 
add that in those other women's hands the noble task would 
haveseemedto Swann atactlessand intolerableusurpation of 
his freedom. "If she didn't love me just a little," he told 
himself, "she wouldn't want to change me. And to change 
me, she will have to see me morę often." T hus he saw her 
very reproaches as proofs of her interest, perhaps of her love; 
and indeed she now gave him so few that he was obliged to 
regard assuch thevariousprohibitionswhich sheimposed on 
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him from time to time. O neday she announced that shedid 
not carefor hiscoachman, who, shethought, might besetting 
Swann againsther, and anyhowdid not show thepromptness 
and deferenceto Swann's orders which shewould have liked 
to see. She felt that he wanted to hear her say: ''Don't take 
him again when you come to me," just as he might have 
wanted her to kisshim. So, being in agood mood, shesaid it: 
and hewastouched. Thatevening, talkingto M . deCharlus, 
with whom he had the consolation of being ableto speak of 
her openly (for the most trivial remarks that he uttered now, 
even to peoplewho had never heard of her, always somehow 
related to Odette), he said to him: "I believe, all the same, 
thatshelovesme. She'sso niceto me, and shecertainly takes 
an interest in what I do.” 

And if, when he was setting off for her house, climbing 
into his carriage with a friend whom he was to drop 
somewhere on the way, his friend said: "Hullo! that isn't 
Loredan on the box?” with what melancholy joy Swann 
would answer him: 

"Oh! Good heavens, no! I can tell you, I daren't take 
Loredan when I go to the Rue La Perouse. Odette doesn't 
like me to take Loredan, she doesn't think he treats me 
properly, W hat on earth is one to do? W omen, you know, 
women. M y dear fellow, she'd befurious. Oh, lord, yes; if I 
tookRemi therel should never hear the lastofit!” 

This new manner, indifferent, offhand, irritable, which 
Odette now adopted with Swann, undoubtedly madę him 
suffer; but hedid not realise how much hesuffered; sińce it 
was only gradually, day by day, that Odette had cooled 
towardshim, it was only by directly contrasting what she was 
today with what she had been at first that he could have 
measured the extent of the change that had taken place. But 
this change was his deep, secret wound, which tormented 
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him day and night, and whenever he felt that his thoughts 
were straying too near it, he would quickly tum them into 
another channel for fear of suffering too much. H e might say 
to himself in an abstractway: "T herewasatimewhen Odette 
loved me morę,” but he never formed any definite picture of 
that time. J ust as he had in his study a chest of drawers which 
he contrived never to look at, which he madę a detour to 
avoid whenever hewent in oroutof theroom, becausein one 
of its drawers he had locked away thechrysanthemum which 
shehad given him on oneof thosefirsteveningswhen hehad 
taken her home in his carriage, and the letters in which she 
said: "If only you had forgotten your heart also. I should 
never haveletyou havethat back,” and "At whatever hour of 
the day or night you may need me, just send me a word, and 
disposeof me as you please,” so therewas a place in his heart 
wherehe would neverallow his thoughts to trespass, forcing 
them, if need be, into a long divagation so that they should 
not haveto pass within reach of it; the place in which lingered 
his memory of happier days. 

But his meticulous prudence was defeated one evening 
when he had gone out to a party. 

It was at the M arquise de Saint-Euverte's, the last, for 
that season, of the evenings on which she invited people to 
listen to the musicians who would serve, later on, for her 
charity concerts. Swann, who had intended to go to each of 
the previous evenings in tum but never succeeded in making 
up his mind, received, while he was dressing for this one, a 
visit from the Baron de Charlus, who came with an offer to 
accompany him to the party, if this would help him to feel a 
little less bored and unhappy when he got there. Swann 
thanked him and said: 

"You can't conceive how glad I should be of your 
company. But the greatest pleasure you can give me is to go 
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instead to see O dette. Y ou know what an excellent influence 
you haveover her. I don't suppose she'll begoing anywhere 
this evening before she goes to see her old dressmaker, and 
l'm sureshe'd bedelighted if you accompanied herthere. In 
any case, you'll find her at home beforethen. T ry to entertain 
her, and also to give her a little sound advice. If you could 
arrange something for tomorrow that would please her, 
something we could all threedo together... T ryto put out a 
feeler, too, for the summer; see if there's anything she wants 
to do, acruisethatthethreeof usmighttake, or something. I 
don't expectto seehertonight myself; still, if she'd likemeto 
come, or if you find a loophole, you've only to send me a 
word at M me de Saint-Euverte's up till midnight, and 
afterwards here. T hank you for all your kindness—you know 
how fond I am of you." 

T he Baron promised to do as Swann wished as soon as he 
had deposited him at the door of the Saint-Euverte house, 
where Swann arrived soothed by the thought that M . de 
Charlus would be spending the evening at the Rue La 
Perouse, but in a State of melancholy indifference to 
everything that did not concern O dette, and in particular to 
the details of fashionable life, a State which invested them 
with thecharm that isto befound in anything which, being 
no longer an object of our desire, appears to us in its own 
guise. On alighting from his carriage, in the foreground of 
that fictitious summary of their domestic existence which 
hostesses are pleased to offer to their guests on ceremoniał 
occasions, and in which they show a great regard for accuracy 
of costume and setting, Swann was delighted to see the heirs 
and successors of Balzac's "tigers"—now ''grooms"—who 
normally followed their mistress on her daily drive, now 
hatted and booted and posted outsidein theroadway in front 
of the house, or in front of the stables, like gardeners drawn 
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up for inspection besidetheir flower-beds. Thetendency he 
had always had to look for analogies between living people 
and the portraits in galleries reasserted itself here, but in a 
morę positive and morę generał form; it was society as a 
whole, now that he was detached from it, which presented 
itself to him as a series of pictures. I n the hall, which in the 
old days, when he was still a regular attender at such 
functions, hewould haveentered swathed in his overcoat to 
emerge from it in his tails, without noticing what had 
happened during the few moments he had spent there, his 
mind having been either still at the party which he had just 
left or already at the party into which he was about to be 
ushered, he now noticed for the first time, roused by the 
unexpected arrival of so belated a guest, thescattered pack of 
tali, magnificent, idlefootmen who weredrowsing here and 
there upon benches and chests and who, pointing their noble 
greyhound profiles, now rosę to their feet and gathered in a 
circleround about him. 

O ne of them, of a particularly ferocious aspect, and not 
unlikethe headsman in certain Renaissance pictures which 
represent executions, tortures and the like, advanced upon 
him with an implacable air to take his things. But the 
harshness of his steely glare was compensated by thesoftness 
of his cotton gloves, so that, as he approached Swann, he 
seemed to be exhibiting at once an utter contempt for his 
person and the most tender regard for his hat. H etook it with 
a care to which the precision of his movements imparted 
something that was almost over-fastidious, and with a 
dęli cacy that was rendered almost touching by the evidence 
of his splendid strength. Then he passed it to one of his 
satellites, a timid novice who expressed the panie that 
overpowered him by casting furious glances in every 
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direction, and displayed all the dumb agitation of a wild 
animal in thefirst hoursof itscaptivity. 

A few feet away, a strapping great fellow in livery stood 
musing, motionless, statuesque, useless, like that purely 
decorative warrior whoim onesees in the most tumultuous of 
M antegna's paintings, lost in thought, leaning upon his 
shield, while the people around him are rushing about 
slaughtering one another; detached from the group of his 
companions who werethronging about Swann, heseemed as 
determined to remain aloof from that scene, which he 
followed vaguely with his cruel, glaucous eyes, as if it had 
been the M assacre of the I nnocents or the M artyrdom of St 
James. He seemed precisely to have sprung from that 
vanished race— if, indeed, it ever existed, save in the reredos 
of San Zeno and thefrescoes of the Eremitani, where Swann 
had come in contact with it, and where it still dreams—fruit 
of the impregnation of a classical statuę by one of the 
M aster's Paduan models or an Albrecht Durer Saxon. And 
the locks of his reddish hair, crinkled by naturę but glued to 
his head by brilliantine, weretreated broadly as they are in 
that Greek sculpture which the M antuan painter never 
ceased to study, and which, if in its creator's purpose it 
represents but man, manages at least to extract from man's 
simple outlines such a variety of richness, borrowed, as it 
were, from the whole of ani matę naturę, that a head of hair, 
by the glossy undulation and beak-like points of its curls, or 
in the superimposition of the florid triple diadem of its 
tresses, can suggest at once a bunch of seaweed, a brood of 
fledgling doves, abed of hyacinthsand acoil of snakes. 

Others again, no less colossal, were disposed upon the 
steps of a monumental staircase for which their decorative 
presenceand marmorean immobility might haveearned, like 
the one i n the P al ace of the D oges, the name" Stai rcase of the 
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G iants,” and on which Swann now set foot, saddened by the 
thought that Odette had never climbed it. Ah, with whatjoy 
by contrast would he have raced up the dark, evil-smelling, 
breakneck flights to the little dressmaker's, in whose attic he 
would so gladly have paid the price of a weekly stage-box at 
the Opera for the right to spend the evening there when 
Odettecame, and other days too, for the privilege of tal king 
about her, of living among peoplewhom shewas in the habit 
of seeing when he was not there, and who on that account 
seemed to be possessed of some part of his mistress's lifethat 
was morę real, morę inaccessible and morę mysterious than 
anything that he knew. W hereas upon that pestilential but 
longed-for staircase to the old dressmaker's, sińce there was 
no other, no service stair in the building, one saw in the 
evening outsideevery door an empty, unwashed milk-can set 
out upon the door-mat in readiness for the morning round, 
on thesplendid butdespised staircase which Swann was now 
climbing, on either sideof him, at different levels, beforeeach 
anfractuosity madę in its walIs by the window of the porter's 
lodge or the entrance to a set of rooms, representing the 
departments of indoor service which they controlled and 
doing homage for them to the guests, a concierge, a major- 
domo, a steward (worthy men who spent the rest of the week 
in semi-independence in their own domains, dined there by 
themselves like smali shop-keepers, and might tomorrow 
lapse to the bourgeois service of some successful doctor or 
industrial magnate), scrupulous in observing to the letter all 
the instructions they had been given before being allowed to 
don the brilliant livery which they woreonly at rare intervals 
and in which they did not feel altogether at their ease, stood 
each in the arcade of his doorway with a pompous splendour 
tempered by democratic good-fellowship, likesaints in their 
niches, while a gigantic usher, dressed Swiss G uard fashion 
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like the beadle in a church, struck the floor with his Staff as 
each fresh arrival passed him, Corning to the top of the 
staircase, up which he had been followed by a servant with a 
pallid countenance and a smali pigtail clubbed at the back of 
his head, like a Goya sacristan oratabellion in an old play, 
Swann passed in front of a desk at which lackeys seated like 
notaries before their massive register rosę solemnly to their 
feet and inscribed his name. He next crossed a little hall 
which—like certain roomsthat arearranged by their owners 
to serve as the setting for a single work of art (from which 
they taketheir name), and, in their studied bareness, contain 
nothing else—displayed at its entrance, like some priceless 
effigy by Benvenuto Cellini of an armed watchman, a young 
footman, his body slightly bent forward, rearing above his 
crimson gorget an even morę crimson face from which 
gushed torrents of fire, timidity and zeal, who, as he pierced 
with his impetuous, vigilant, desperate gazę the Aubusson 
tapestries screening thedoor of the room in which the musie 
was being given, appeared, with a soldierly impassiveness or 
a supernatural faith—an allegory of alarums, incarnation of 
alertness, commemoration of the cali to arms—to be 
watching, angel or sentinel, from the tower of a castle or 
cathedral, for the approach of the enemy or for the hour of 
Judgment. Swann had now only to enter the concert-room, 
the doors of which were thrown open to him by an usher 
loaded with chains, who bowed Iow before him as though 
tendering to him thekeysof aconquered city. But hethought 
of the house in which at that very moment he might have 
been if Odette had only permitted it, and the remembered 
glimpse of an empty milk-can upon a door-mat wrung his 
heart. 

Swann speedily recovered his sense of the generał 
ugliness of the human małe when, on the other side of the 
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tapestry curtain, the spectacle of the servants gave place to 
that of the guests. But even this ugliness of faces which of 
course were mostly familiar to him seemed something new 
now that their features— instead of being to him symbols of 
practical utility in theidentification of this or that person who 
until then had represented merely so many pleasures to be 
pursued, boredoms to be avoided, or courtesies to be 
acknowledged—rested in the autonomy of their lines, 
measurableby aestheticco-ordinatesalone. And in thesemen 
by whom Swann now found himself surrounded there was 
nothing, down to the monocles which many of them wore 
(and which previously would at the most haveenabled Swann 
to say that so-and-so wore a monocle) that, no longer 
restricted to thegeneral connotation of a habit, thesamein all 
of them, did not now strike him with a senseof individuality 
in each. Perhaps because he regarded General de FroberviIle 
and the M arquis de Breaute, who weretalking to each other 
just inside the door, simply as two figures in a picture, 
whereas they were the old and useful friends who had put 
him up for the Jockey Club and had supported him in duels, 
theGeneraFs monocle, stuck between hiseyelids likeashell- 
splinter in his vulgar, scarred and overbearing face, in the 
middleof aforehead which it dominated likethesingleeyeof 
theCyclops, appearedto Swann asamonstrouswound which 
it might have been glorious to receive but which it was 
indecent to expose, whilethat which M . de Breaute sported, 
as a festive badge, with his pearl-grey gloves, his crush hat 
and whitetie, substituting itforthefamiliar pair of glasses (as 
Swann himself did) when he went to society functions, borę, 
glued to itsotherside, likeaspecimen prepared on aslidefor 
the microscope, an infinitesimal gazę that swarmed with 
affability and never ceased to twinkle at the loftiness of the 
ceilings, the delightfulness of the entertainment, the 
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interestingness of the program mes and the excel lence of the 
refreshments. 

"H allo, you here! W hy, it's ages sińce we'veseen you,'' 
the General greeted Swann and, noticing hisdrawn features 
and concluding that it was perhaps a serious illness that had 
kept him away, added: "You'relooking well, old man!” while 
M . deBreauteexclaimed: "M y dearfellow, whaton earth are 
you doing here?" to a society novelist who had justfitted into 
the angle of eyebrow and cheek a monocle that was his sole 
instrument of psychological investigation and remorseless 
analysis, and who now replied with an air of mystery and self- 
importance, rolling the "r": "I am observing!” 

The M arquis de Forestelle's monocle was minutę and 
rimless, and, by enforcing an incessant and painful 
contraction of the eye in which it was embedded like a 
superfluous cartilage the presence of which is inexplicable 
and itssubstanceunimaginable, gaveto hisfacea melancholy 
refinement, and led women to suppose him capable of 
suffering greatly from the pangs of love. But that of M . de 
Saint-Cande, encircled, like Saturn, with an enormous ring, 
was the centre of gravity of a face which adjusted itself 
constantly in relation to it, a face whose quivering red nose 
and swollen sarcastic lips endeavoured by their grimaces to 
keep up with the running fire of wit that sparkled in the 
polished disc, and saw itself preferred to the most handsome 
looks in the world by snobbish and depraved young women 
whom it set dreaming of artificial charms and a refinement of 
sensual bliss. M eanwhile, behind him, M . de Palancy, who 
with his huge carp's head and goggling eyes moved slowly 
through the festive gathering, periodically unclenching his 
mandibles as though in search of his orientation, had the air 
of carrying about upon his person only an accidental and 
perhaps purely symbolical fragment of the glass wali of his 
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aquarium, a part intended to suggest the whole, which 
recalled to Swann, a fervent admirer of Giotto's Vices and 
Virtues at Padua, that figurę representing I njustice by whose 
sidea leafy bough evokes the idea of theforests that enshroud 
hissecret lair. 

Swann had goneforward into theroomatM medeSaint- 
Euverte's insistence, and in order to li sten to an air from 
Oa/ćo which was being rendered on theflute, had taken up a 
position in a corner from which, unfortunately, his horizon 
was bounded by two ladies of maturę years seated side by 
side, the M arquise de Cambremer and the Vicomtesse de 
Franquetot, who, becausethey werecousins, spenttheirtime 
at parties wandering through the room each clutching her bag 
and followed by her daughter, hunting for one another like 
people at a railway station, and could never be at rest until 
they had reserved two adjacent chairs by marking them with 
theirfansor handkerchiefs—M me de Cambremer, sińce she 
knew scarcely anyone, being all the morę glad of a 
companion, whileM medeFranquetot, who, on thecontrary, 
was extremely well-connected, thought it elegant and original 
to show all her fine friends that she preferred to their 
company that of an obscure lady with whom she had 
childhood memories in common. Filled with melancholy 
irony, Swann watched them as they listened to the pianoforte 
intermezzo (Liszt's "Saint Francis preaching to the birds”) 
which had succeeded the flute and followed the virtuoso in 
his dizzy flight, M me de Franquetot anxiously, her eyes 
starting from her head as though the keys over which his 
fingers skipped with such agility were a series of trapezes 
from any oneof which hemight comecrashing a hundred feet 
to theground, stealing now and then aglanceof astonishment 
and unbelief at her companion, as who should say: “It isn't 
possible, I 'd never havebelieved that a human being could do 
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that!", M medeCambremer, as a woman who had received a 
sound musical education, beating time with her head, 
transformed for the nonce into the pendulum of a 
metronomie, the sweep and rapidity of whose oscillations 
from one shoulder to the other (performed with that look of 
wild abandonment in hereyewhich asufferer showswhen he 
has lost control of himself and is no longer ableto master his 
pain, saying merely “I can't help it") so increased that at 
every moment her diamond earrings caught in thetrimming 
of her bodice, and she was obliged tostraighten thebunch of 
black grapes which she had in her hair, though without any 
interruption of her constantly accelerated motion. On the 
other side (and a little way in front) of M me de F ranquetot 
was the M arquise de Gallardon, absorbed in her favourite 
subject of meditation, namely her kinship with the 
Guermantes family, from which she derived both publicly 
and in private a good deal of glory not unmingled with 
shame, the most brilliant ornaments of that house remaining 
somewhat aloof from her, perhaps becauseshewas boring, or 
because she was disagreeable, or because she came of an 
inferior branch of thefamily, or very possibly for no reason at 
all. W hen she found herself seated next to someone whom 
shedid not know, as she was atthis moment nextto M me de 
Franquetot, she suffered acutely from the feeling that her 
own consciousness of her Guermantes connexion could not 
be madę externally manifest in visible characters like those 
which, in the mosaics in Byzantine churches, placed one 
beneath another, inscribein avertical column by the side of 
some holy personage the words which he is supposed to be 
uttering. At this moment she was pondering thefact that she 
had never received an invitation, or even a cali, from her 
young cousin the Princesse des L aumes during the six years 
that had elapsed sińce the latter's marriage. The thought 



452 


SWANN'SWAY 


filled her with anger, but also with pride; for, by dint of 
telling everyonewho expressed surpriseat never seeing her at 
M me des L aumes's that it was becauseof the risk of meeting 
the Princesse M athilde there— a degradation which her own 
ultra-L egitimist family would never haveforgiven her— she 
had cometo believe that this actually was the reason for her 
not visiti ng heryoung cousin. She remem bered, it istrue, that 
she had several times inquired of M medes L aumes how they 
might contrive to meet, but she remembered it only 
confusedly and, besides, morethan neutralised this slightly 
humiliating reminiscence by murmuring, "After all, it isn't 
for me to take the first step; I 'm twenty years older than she 
is.” And fortified by these unspoken words she flung her 
shoulders proudly back until they seemed to part company 
with her bust, while her head, which lay almost horizontally 
upon them, was reminiscent of the "detachable” head of a 
pheasant which is brought to thetable regally adorned with 
its feathers. N ot that she in the least resembled a pheasant, 
having been endowed by naturę with a squat, dumpy and 
masculinę figurę; but successive mortifications had given her 
a backward tilt, such as one may observe in trees which have 
taken root on the edge of a precipice and are forced to grow 
backwardsto preservetheir balance. Since she was obliged, in 
order to console herself for not being quite the equal of the 
rest of the G uermantes elan, to repeat to herself incessantly 
that it was owing to the uncompromising rigidity of her 
principles and pride that she saw so little of them, the 
constant iteration had ended up by remoulding her body and 
giving her a sort of presence which was accepted by bourgeois 
ladies as a sign of breeding, and even kindled at times a 
momentary spark in thejaded eyes of old club-men. Had 
anyone subjected M me de Gallardon's conversation to that 
form of analysis which by noting the relativefrequency of its 



SWANN IN LOVE 


453 


several terms enables one to discover the key to a coded text, 
they would at once have remarked that no expression, not 
even thecommonest, occurred in it nearly so often as "at my 
cousins the G uermantes'," "at my aunt G uermantes's," 
"Elzear deG uermantes's health," "my cousin Guermantes's 
box.” If anyonespoketo herof adistinguished personage, she 
would reply that, although she was not personally acquainted 
with him, she had seen him hundreds of times at her aunt 
G uermantes's, but she would utter this reply in so icy a tonę, 
in such a hollow voice, that it was elear that if she did not 
know the celebrity personally it was by virtue of all the 
stubborn and ineradicable principles against which her 
shoulders leaned, as against one of those ladders on which 
gymnastic instructors make us stretch in order to develop the 
expansion of ourchests. 

As it happened, thePrincessedes L aumes, whom no one 
would have expected to appear at M me de Saint-Euverte's, 
had just arrived there. To show that she did not wish to 
flaunt her superior rank in a salon to which she had come 
only out of condescension, she had sidled in with her arms 
pressed close to her sides, even when there was no crowd to 
be squeezed through and no one attempting to get past her, 
staying purposely at the back, with the air of being in her 
proper place, likea king who stands in thequeueatthedoors 
of a theatre where the management have not been warned of 
his coming; and, restricting her gazę—so as not to seem to be 
advertising her presence and claiming the consideration that 
was her due— to the study of a pattern in the carpet or her 
own skirt, shestood there on thespot which had struck her as 
the most modest (and from which, as she very well knew, a 
rapturous exclamation from M me de Saint-Euverte would 
extricate her as soon as her presence there was noticed), next 
to M me de Cambremer, whom she did not know. She 
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observed the dumb-show by which her neighbour was 
expressing her passion for musie, but she refrained from 
imitating it. This was not to say that, having for once 
consented to spend afew minutes in M medeSaint-Euverte's 
house, the Princesse des L aumes would not have wished (so 
that the courtesy she was doing her hostess might, so to 
speak, count double) to show herself asfriendly and obliging 
as possible. But she had a natural horror of what she called 
"exaggerating," and always madę a point of letting peoplesee 
that she "had no desire” to indulge in displays of emotion 
that were not in keeping with the tonę of thecircle in which 
she moved, although on the other hand such displays could 
not help but make an impression upon her, by virtue of that 
spirit of imitation, akin to timidity, which isdeveloped in the 
most self-confident persons by contact with an unfamiliar 
environment, even though it be inferior to their own. She 
began to ask herself whether these gesticulations might not, 
perhaps, be a necessary concomitant of the piece of musie 
that was being played—a piece which did not quite come 
within the scope of the musie she was used to hearing— 
whether to abstain from them might not be evidence of 
incomprehension as regards the musie and of discourtesy 
towards the lady of the house; with the result that, in order to 
express by a compromise both of her contradictory 
inclinations in turn, at one moment she would confine herself 
to straightening her shoulder-straps or feeling in her gol den 
hair for thelittle balIs of coral or of pink enamel, frosted with 
tiny diamonds, which formed its simple but charming 
ornament, scrutinising her impassioned neighbour with cold 
curiosity the while, and atthenext would beat ti me for afew 
bars with her fan, but, so as not to forfeit her independence, 
against the rhythm. The pianist having finished the Liszt 
intermezzo and begun a prelude by Chopin, M me de 
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Cambremer turned to M me de F ranquetot with afond smile 
of knowing satisfaction and allusion to the past. She had 
leamed in her girlhood to fondle and cherish those long 
sinuous phrases of Chopin, so free, so flexible, so tactile, 
which begin by reaching out and exploring far outside and 
away from thedirection in which they started, far beyond the 
point which one might have expected their notes to reach, 
and which divert themselves in those byways of fantasy only 
to return morę deliberately— with a morę premeditated 
reprise, with morę precision, as on a crystal bowl that 
reverberates to the point of making you ery out—to strike at 
your heart. 

Brought up in a provincial household with few 
connexions, hardly ever invited to a bali, she had revelled, in 
thesolitudeof her old manor-house, in setting the pace, now 
slow, now breathlessly whirling, for all those imaginary 
waltzing couples, in picking them off likeflowers, leaving the 
ball-room for a moment to listen to the wind sighing among 
the pine-trees on the shore of the lakę, and seeing all of a 
sudden advancing towards her, morędifferent from anything 
one has ever dreamed of than earthly lovers are, a slender 
young man with aslightly sing-song voice, strangeand outof 
tune, in whitegloves. But nowadaystheold-fashioned beauty 
of this musie seemed to have become a trifle stale. H aving 
forfeited, someyears back, theesteem of theconnoisseurs, it 
had lost its distinction and its charm, and even those whose 
taste was frankly bad had ceased to find in it morę than a 
moderate pleasure to which they hardly liked to confess. 
M me de Cambremer cast a furtive glance behind her. She 
knew that her young daughter-in-law (fuli of respect for her 
new family, except as regards the things of the mind, upon 
which, having got as far as H armony and theG reek alphabet, 
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she was specially enlightened) despised Chopin, and felt 
quite ill when she heard him played. But finding herself free 
from thescrutiny of this W agnerian, who wassitting at some 
distance in a group of her own contemporaries, M me de 
Cambremer let herself drift upon a stream of exquisite 
sensations. T he Princessedes L aumesfelt them too. T hough 
without any natural gift for musie, she had had lessons some 
fifteen years earlier from a piano-teacher of the Faubourg 
Saint-Germain, a woman of genius who towards the end of 
her life had been reduced to penury and had returned, at 
seventy, to instruct the daughters and granddaughters of her 
old pupils. This lady was now dead. But her method, her 
beautiful tonę, cameto life now and then beneath thefingers 
of her pupils, even of thosewho had becomein other respects 
quite mediocre, had given up musie, and hardly ever opened 
a piano. T hus M me des L aumes could wave her head to and 
fro with complete conviction, with ajust appreciation of the 
manner in which thepianist was rendering this prelude, sińce 
she knew it by heart. T heclosing notes of the phrasethat he 
had begun sounded already on her lips. And shemurmured 
"H ow c/?arming it is!” with a double ch at the beginning of 
the word which was a mark of refinement and by which she 
felt her lips so romantically crinkled, like the petals of a 
beautiful, budding flower, that she instinctively brought her 
eyes into harmony with them, illuminating them for a 
moment with a vagueand sentimental gazę. M eanwhileM me 
deGallardon was sayingto herself how annoying it was that 
she had so few opportunities of meeting the Princesse des 
L aumes, for she meant to teach her a lesson by not 
acknowledging hergreeting. Shedid not know that her cousin 
was in the room. A movement of M me Franquetot's head 
disclosed the Princess. At once M me de Gallardon dashed 
towards her, disturbing everybody; although determined to 
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preserve a distant and glacial manner which should remind 
everyone present that she had no desire to be on friendly 
terms with a person in whose house one might find oneself 
cheek by jowl with the Princesse M athilde, and to whom it 
was not for her to make advances sińce she was not "of her 
generation," shefelt bound to modify this air of dignity and 
reserve by sorrie non-committal remark which would justify 
her overture and forcethe Princess to engagein conversation; 
and so, when she reached her cousin, M me de Gallardon, 
with a Stern countenance and one hand thrust out as though 
she weretrying to "force” a card, said to her: "How is your 
husband?” in thesameanxioustonethatshewould haveused 
if the Prince had been seriously iii. The Princess, breaking 
into a laugh which was characteristic of her and was intended 
at onceto draw attention to thefact that she was making fun 
of someone and also to enhance her beauty by concentrating 
her features around her animated lips and sparkling eyes, 
answered: “W hy, he's never been better in his life!” A nd she 
went on laughing. 

Whereupon M me de Gallardon drew herself up and, 
putting on an even chillier expression, though still apparently 
concerned aboutthePrince's health, said to her cousin: 

"Oriane,” (at once M me des Laumes looked with 
amused astonishment towards an invisible third person, 
whom she seemed to cali to witness that she had never 
authorised M me de Gallardon to use her Christian name) "I 
should be so pleased if you would look in for a moment 
tomorrow evening, to hear a clarinet quintet by M ozart. I 
should liketo haveyouropinion of it." 

She seemed notso much to beissuing an invitation as to 
be asking a favour, and to want the Princess's opinion of the 
M ozart quintet just as though it had been a dish invented by 
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a new cook, whose talent it was most important that an 
epicureshould cometojudge. 

"But I know that quintet quitewell. I can tell you now— 
that I adoreit." 

“Y ou know my husband isn't at all welI— his liver ...He 
would so much liketo seeyou," M medeG allardon went on, 
making it now a charitable obligation for the Princess to 
appear at her party. 

T he Princess never liked to tell people that she would 
not go to their houses. Every day she would writeto express 
her regret at having been kept away—by thesudden arrival of 
her husband's mother, by an invitation from her brother-in- 
law, by the O pera, by some excursion to the country—from 
some party to which she would never havedreamed of going. 
In this way she gave many people the satisfaction of feeling 
that she was on intimate terms with them, that she would 
gladly have come to their houses, and that she had been 
prevented from doing so only by some princely obstacle 
which they were flattered to find competing with their own 
humble entertainment. And then, as she belonged to that 
witty G uermantes set in which there survived something of 
the mental briskness, stripped of all commonplace phrases 
and conventional sentiments, which goes back to M erimee 
and hasfound itsfinał expression in theplaysof M eilhac and 
Halevy, she adapted it even for the purposes of her social 
relations, transposed it into the form of politeness which she 
favoured and which endeavoured to be positiveand precise, 
to approximate itself to the plain truth. She would never 
develop at any length to a hostess the expression of her 
anxiety to be present at her party; she thought it morę 
amiable to put to her a few little facts on which it would 
depend whether or not it was possi ble for her to come. 
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" L i sten, and l'll explain," she said to M me de 
Gallardon. “T omorrow evening I mustgoto afriend of minę 
who has been pestering meto fix a day for ages. If shetakes 
us to the theatre afterwards, with the best will in the world 
there'll be no possibility of my coming to you; but if wejust 
stay in the house, sińce I know there won't be anyone else 
there, I shall beableto slip away." 

“T ell me, haveyou seen yourfriend M . Swann?" 

"No! my beloved Charles! I never knew hewas here. I 
mustcatch hiseye.” 

"It's odd that he should cometo old Saint-Euverte's," 
M me de Gallardon went on. "Oh, I know he's very clever," 
meaning by that "very cunning," “but that makes no 
difference—the idea of a Jew in the house of a sister and 
sister-in-law of two A rchbishops!" 

'Tm ashamed to confess that l'm not in the least 
shocked," said the Princessedes L aumes. 

“I know he's a convert and all that, and even his parents 
and grandparents before him. But they do say that the 
converted ones remain morę attached to their rei i gi on than 
the practising ones, that it's all just a pretence; is that true, 
d'you think?" 

“I can throw nolightatall on thematter." 

T hepianist, who was to play two pieces by Chopin, after 
finishing the Prelude had at once attacked a Polonaise. But 
onceM medeG allardon had informed her cousin that Swann 
was in the room, Chopin himself might have risen from the 
grave and played all his works in tum without M me des 
L aumes paying him theslightest attention. She belonged to 
that half of the human race in whom the curiosity the other 
half feels about the people it does not know is replaced by an 
interest in the people it does. As with many women of the 
Faubourg Saint-Germain, the presence in any room in which 
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she might find herself of another member of her set, even 
though she had nothing in particular to say to him, 
monopolised herattention totheexclusion of everything else. 
From that moment, in thehopethat Swann would catch sight 
of her, the Princess spent her whole time (like a tamę white 
mouse when a lump of sugar is put down before its nose and 
then taken away) turning her face, which was filled with 
countless signs of complicity, nonę of them with the least 
relevanceto thesentiment underlying Chopin's musie, in the 
direction where Swann was standing and, if he moved, 
diverting accordingly thecourseof her magneticsmile, 

"Oriane, don't be angry with me," resumed M me de 
Gallardon, who could never restrain herself from sacrificing 
her highest social ambitions, and thehopethat she might one 
day dazzle the world, to the immediate, obscure and private 
satisfaction of saying something disagreeable, "peopledo say 
about your M . Swann that he's the sort of man onecan't have 
in one's house; isthattrue?” 

"W hy, you of all people ought to know that it's true," 
replied the Princesse des Laumes, "sińce you must have 
asked him a hundred times, and he's never been to your 
houseonce." 

And leaving her cousin mortified, sheburstout laughing 
again, scandalising everyone who was trying to listen to the 
musie, but attracting theattention of M medeSaint-Euverte, 
who had stayed, out of politeness, near the piano, and now 
caught sight of the Princess for thefirst time. M me de Saint- 
E uverte was al I the morę del ighted to see M me des L aumes as 
she imagined her to bestill at G uermantes, looking after her 
sick father-in-law. 

"M y dear Princess, you here?” 

"Yes, I tucked myself away in a corner, and l've been 
hearing such lovely things.” 
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"W hat, you'vebeen hereforquiteatime?” 

"O h, yes, a very longtimewhich seemed very short, long 
onlybecausel couldn'tseeyou." 

M me de Saint-Euverte offered her own chair to the 
Princess, who declined it, saying: 

“Oh, please, no! W hy should you? I don't mind in the 
least where I sit." And deliberately picking out, the better to 
display thesimplicity of a really great lady, a Iow seat without 
a back: “T here now, that pouf, that's all I need. It will make 
me keep my back straight. Oh! good heavens, l'm making a 
noiseagain; they'll betelling you to havemechucked out." 

M eanwhile, the pianist having redoubled his speed, the 
musical excitement was at its height, a servant was handing 
refreshments round on a salver, and was making the spoons 
rattle, and, as happened every week, M me de Saint-Euverte 
was making unavailing signs to him to go away. A recent 
bride, who had been told that a young woman ought never to 
appear bored, was smiling vigorously, trying to catch her 
hostess's eye so as to flash her a look of gratitude for having 
"thought of her" in connexion with so delightful an 
entertainment. H owever, although she remained cal mer than 
M medeFranquetot, it was not without someuneasiness that 
she followed the flying fingers, the object of her concern 
being not the pianist but the piano, on which a lighted candle, 
jumping at each fortissimo, threatened, if not to set its shade 
on fire, at least to spili wax upon the rosewood. At last she 
could contain herself no longer, and, running up the two 
steps of the platform on which the piano stood, flung herself 
on the candle to adjust its sconce. But scarcely had her hand 
comewithin reach of it when, on afinal chord, the piece came 
to an end and the pianist rosę to his feet. N evertheless the 
bold initiative shown by this young woman and the brief 
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promiscuity between her and the instrumentalist which 
resulted from it, produced agenerallyfavourableimpression. 

"Did you see what that girl did just now, Princess?" 
asked G eneral de F roberville, who had come up to M me des 
L aumesas her hostess left her for a moment. "Odd, wasn't it? 
I s she one of the performers?” 

"No, she's a little M me de Cambremer," replied the 
Princess without thinking, and then added hurriedly: 'Tm 
only repeating what I 've heard— I haven't thefaintest notion 
who she is; someone behind me said that they were 
neighbours of M me de Saint-Euverte in the country, but I 
don't believe anyone knows them, really. They must be 
'country cousins'! By the way, I don't know whether you're 
particularly familiar with the brilliant society which we see 
before us, because l've no idea who all these astonishing 
peoplecan be. W hatdoyou supposethey do with themselves 
when they're not at M me de Saint-Euverte's parties? She 
must have ordered them along with the musicians and the 
chairs and thefood. 'Universal providers,' you know. You 
must admit they're rather splendid, General. But can she 
really havetheheart to hire the same 'supers' every week? It 
isn't possible!” 

“O h, but C ambremer is quite a good name— old, too," 
protested the General. 

“I see no objection to its being old," the Princess 
answered dryly, "but whatever elseit is it's not euphonious," 
she went on, isolating the word euphonious as though 
between inverted commas, a little affectation to which the 
G uermantes set wereaddicted. 

"You think not, eh! She's a regular littlepeach, though," 
said the General, whose eyes never strayed from M me de 
Cambremer. "Don'tyou agreewith me, Princess?" 
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"She thrusts herself forward too much. I think, in so 
young a woman, that's not very nice—for I don't suppose 
she's my generation," replied M me des Laumes (this 
expression being common, it appeared, to Gallardon and 
Guermantes). And then, seeing that M . de Froberville was 
still gazing at M me de Cambremer, she added, half out of 
malice towards the latter, half out of amiability towards the 
General: "Not very nice ... for her husband! I'm sorry I 
don't know her, sińce you've set your heart on her—I might 
have introduced you to her," said the Princess, who, if she 
had known the young woman, would probably have done 
nothingof thesort. "And now I mustsaygood night, because 
one of my friends is having a birthday party, and I must go 
and wish her many happy returns," sheexplained in atoneof 
modest sincerity, reducing thefashionablegathering to which 
she was going to the simple proportions of a ceremony which 
would be boring in the extreme but which it was obligatory 
and touching to attend. "Besides, I must pick up Basin who 
while I ’ve been here has gone to seethosefriends of his— you 
know them too I believe—who arecalled after a bridge— oh, 
yes, thelenas.” 

"It was a victory before it was a bridge, Princess," said 
the General. "I mean to say, to an old soldier like me," he 
went on, wiping his monocle and replacing it, as though he 
werelaying afresh dressing on theraw wound beneath, while 
the Princess instinctively looked away, "that Empirenobility, 
well of course it's not the same thing, but, after all, taking it 
for what it is, it's very fineof its kind—they werepeoplewho 
really did fight likeheroes." 

"But I havethedeepest respect for heroes," the Princess 
assented with afaint traceof irony, "If I don'tgowith Basin 
to seethis Princess d' I en a, it isn't at all because of that, its 
simply because I don't know them. Basin knowsthem, and is 
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deeply attached to them, O h, no, it's not what you think, it's 
not a flirtation. I've no reason to object. Besides, what good 
has it ever done when I have objected," she added in a 
melancholy voice, for the whole world knew that, ever sińce 
the day when the Prince des Laumes had married his 
ravishing cousin, he had been consistently unfaithful to her. 
"A nyhow, it isn't that at all. T hey're people he has known for 
a long time, he takes advantage of them, and that suits me 
down to the ground. In any case, what he's told me about 
their house is quite enough. Can you imagine it, all their 
furnitureis'Empire'!" 

"But, my dear Princess, that's only natural; it belonged 
to their grandparents.” 

"I don't say it didn't, but that doesn't make it any less 
ugly. I quite understand that people cant always have nice 
things, but at least they needn't have things that are merely 
grotesque. I'm sorry, but I can think of nothing morę 
pretentious and bourgeois than that hideous style—cabinets 
with swans' heads, likebaths!” 

"But I believe, all the same, that they've got some fine 
things; why, they must have that famous mosaic table on 
which theT reaty of.. 

"Oh, I don't deny they may have things that are 
interesting enough from the historie point of view. But things 
like that cant ever be beautiful . . . because they're simply 
horrible! I've got things like that myself, thateameto Basin 
from the M ontesquious. Only, they're up in the attics at 
G uermantes, where nobody ever sees them. But in any case 
that’s not the point, I would rush round to see them with 
Basin, l'd even go to see them among all their sphinxes and 
brasses if I knew them, but—I don't know them! D'you 
know, I was always taught when I was a little girl that it 
wasn't politetocali on peopleonedidn't know.” Sheassumed 
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a toneof childish gravity. "A nd so I 'm just doing what I was 
taught to do. Can't you see those good people, with a totally 
strangewoman bursting into their house? W hy, I might get a 
most hostilereception." 

A nd she coquettishly enhanced the charm of the smile 
which that supposition had brought to her lips, by giving to 
her blue eyes, which were fixed on the General, a gentle, 
dreamy expression. 

"M y dear Princess, you know that they'd besimply wild 
with joy.” 

“No, why?" she i nqui red with theutmost vivacity, either 
to give the impression of being unaware that it would be 
becauseshewasoneof thefirst lad i es in F rance, or in order to 
have the pleasure of hearing the G eneral tell her so. "W hy? 
How can you tell? Perhaps they might find it extremely 
disagreeable. I don't know, but if they're anything likeme, I 
find it quite boring enough to see the people I do know, and 
I 'm surę if I had to see people I didn't know as well, even if 
they had 'fought like heroes,' I should go stark mad. Besides, 
except when it's an old friend like you, whom one knows 
quite apart from that, l'm not surę that heroism takes one 
very far in society. It's often quite boring enough to haveto 
give a dinner-party, but if one had to offer one's arm to 
Spartacusto go into dinner. . . Really, no, it would never be 
Vercingetorix I should send for to make a fourteenth. I feel 
surę I should keep him for grand receptions. And as I never 
giveany.. 

"Ah! Princess, it's easy to see you're not a G uermantes 
for nothing. You haveyour shareof it, all right, thewitof the 
G uermantes!" 

"But peoplealways talk aboutthewit of theG uermantes 
in the plural. I never could make out why. Do you really 
know any others who have it?” she rallied him, with a 
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rippling flow of laughter, her features concentrated, yoked to 
theserviceof her animation, her eyes sparkling, blazingwith 
a radiant sunshine of gaiety which could be kindled only by 
such observations—even if the Princess had to make them 
herself—as werein praiseof her witorof her beauty. "Look, 
there's Swann talking to your Cambremer; over there, beside 
old mother Sai nt- E uverte, don't you see him? Ask him to 
introduceyou. Buthurry up, heseemsto bejustgoing!” 

"Did you noticehow dreadfully ill he's looking?" asked 
the General. 

"M y precious Charles? Ah, he's coming at last. I was 
beginning to think he didn't want to see me!" 

Swann wasextremely fond of thePrincessedes Laumes, 
and thesight of her reminded him of G uermantes, theestate 
next to Combray, and all that country which he so dearly 
loved and had ceased to visit in order not to beseparated from 
Odette. Slipping intothemanner, half-artistic, half-amorous, 
with which hecould always manageto amusethe Princess—a 
manner which came to him quite naturally whenever he 
dipped for a moment into the old social atmosphere—and 
wishing also to express in words, for his own satisfaction, the 
longingthat hefeltforthecountry: 

"Ah!" hebegan in adeclamatory tonę, so as to beaudible 
at onceto M medeSaint-Euverte, to whom hewas speaking, 
and to M me des Laumes, for whom he was speaking, 
"Behold our charming Princess! Look, she has come up on 
purposefrom G uermantes to hear Saint F rancis preach to the 
birds, and hasonlyjust had time, likeadear littletitmouse, to 
go and pick a few little hips and haws and put them in her 
hair; thereareeven somedropsof dew upon them still, a little 
of the hoar-frost which must be making the D uchess shiver. 
It'svery pretty indeed, my dear Princess." 
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"W hat! The Princess came up on purpose from 
Guermantes? But that's too wonderful! I never knew; l'm 
quite overcome," M me de Saint-Euverte protested with 
quaint simplicity, being but little accustomed to Swann's 
form of wit. And then, examining the Princess's headdress, 
"W hy, you're quite right; it is copied from . . . what shall I 
say, not chestnuts, no—oh, it's a delightful idea, buthow can 
the Princess have known what was going to be on my 
programme?T hemusicians didn'ttelI me, even.” 

Swann, who was accustomed, when he was with a 
woman whom hehad keptup the habit of addressing in terms 
of gallantry, to pay her delicate compliments which most 
society people were incapable of understanding, did not 
condescend to explain to M medeSaint-Euvertethat hehad 
been speaking metaphorically. A sfor the Princess, shewas in 
fits of laughter, both because Swann's wit was highly 
appreciated by her set, and because she could never hear a 
compliment addressed to herself without finding it 
exquisitely subtleand irresistibly amusing. 

"W ell, l'm delighted, Charles, if my littlehipsand haws 
meet with your approval. But tell me, why did you pay your 
respects to that Cambremer person, are you also her 
neighbour in thecountry?” 

M me de Saint-Euverte, seeing that the Princess seemed 
quitehappy talking to Swann, had drifted away. 

"But you areyourself, Princess!" 

“MW hy, they must have 'countries' everywhere, those 
people! Don't I wish I had!" 

"No, not the Cambremers; her own people. She was a 
Legrandin, and used to come to Combray. I don't know 
whether you're aware that you are Comtesse de Combray, 
and that theChapterowes you adue.” 
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"I don't know what theChapter owes me, but I do know 
that I 'm touched for a hundred francs every year by theC ure, 
which is a duethat I could do very well without. But surely 
these Cambremers have rather a startling name. It ends just 
in time, but it ends badly!" shesaid with a laugh . 7 

"It beginsnobetter." Swann tookthepoint. 

"Y es; that doubleabbreviation!" 

"Someonevery angry and very proper who didn't dareto 
finish thefirst word.” 

"But sińce he couldn't stop himself beginning the 
second, he'd have done better to finish thefirst and bedone 
with it. I must say our jokes are in really charming taste, my 
dear C harles... but how tiresome it is that I never see you 
now," she went on in a winning tonę, "I do so love tal king to 
you. Just imagine, I couldn't even have madę that idiot 
F roberviIle see that there was anythingfunny about the name 
Cambremer. Do you agreethatlifeisadreadful business. It's 
only when I see you that I stop feeling bored." 

Which was probably not true. But Swann and the 
Princess had a similar way of looking at the little things of 
life, the effect— if not the cause—of which was a close 
analogy between their modes of expression and even of 
pronunciation. T his similarity was not immediately striking 
because no two things could havebeen moreunlikethan their 
voices. But if one took the trouble to imagine Swann's 
utterances divested of the sonority that enwrapped them, of 
the moustachefrom under which they emerged, onerealised 
that they were the same phrases, the same inflexions, that 
they had the style of the Guermantes set. On important 


7 T he rather forced jokeon the name C ambremer concei ves of it as 
being madeup of abbreviationsof Cambronne and merde( shit). L e 
mot de C ambronne(sa\d to havebeen flung defiantly at theenemy by 
a generał at W aterloo) isthetraditional euphemism for merde. 
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matters, Swann and the Princess had not an idea in common. 
But sińce Swann had become so melancholy, and was always 
in thattremulouscondition which precedestheonset of tears, 
hefelt the same need to speak about hisgrief asa murderer to 
speak about his crime. A nd when he heard the Princess say 
that life was a dreadful business, it gave him a feeling of 
solące as if shehad spoken to him of O dette. 

"Yes, life is a dreadful business! W e must meet morę 
often, my dear friend. W hat is so nice about you is that 
you'renotcheerful. W emightspend an eveningtogether." 

"By all means. W hy not comedown to G uermantes? M y 
mother-in-law would be wild with joy, lt's supposed to be 
very ugly down there, but I must say I find the 
neighbourhood not at all unattractive; I have a horror of 
'picturesquespots'." 

"Yes, I know, it's delightful!" replied Swann. "It's 
almost too beautiful, too alive for me just at present; it's a 
country to be happy in. It's perhaps because l've lived there, 
but things there speak to meso. As soon as a breath of wind 
gets up, and thecornfields begin to stir, I feel that someoneis 
going to appear suddenly, that I 'm going to hear some news; 
and those little houses by the water's edge ... I should be 
quitewretched!” 

"Oh! my dear Charles, look out, there's that appalling 
Rampillon woman; she's seen me; please hide me. Remind 
me what it was that happened to her; I get so confused; she's 
just married off her daughter, or her lover, I don't know 
which; perhaps the two of them ... to each other! O h, no, I 
remember now, she's been dropped byherprince... Pretend 
to be tal king to me, so that the poorold Bereniceshan't come 
and invite me to dinner. Anyhow, l'm going. Listen, my 
dearest C harles, now that I ’ve seen you for once, won't you 
let me carry you off and take you to the P ri ncesse de P arme's? 
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She'd be so pleased to see you, and Basin too, for that 
matter— he's meeting methere. If onedidn't get news of you, 
sometimes, from M eme . . . Imagine, I never see you at all 
now!" 

Swann declined. Having told M . de Charlus that on 
leaving M me de Saint-Euverte's he would go straight home, 
he did not care to run the risk, by going on now to the 
Princessede Parme's, of missing a message which he had all 
thetime been hoping to see brought in to him by oneof the 
footmen during the party, and which he might perhaps find 
with hisown porter when hegothome. 

"Poor Swann," said M me des L aumes that night to her 
husband, "he's as charming as ever, but he does look so 
dreadfully unhappy. You'11 see for yourself, as he has 
promised to dine with us one of these days. I do feel it's 
absurd that a man of his intelligence should let himself suffer 
for a woman of that sort, and one who isn't even interesting, 
for they tell me she's an absolute idiot!" she added with the 
wisdom invariably shown by peoplewho, not being in love 
themselves, feel that a clever man should only be unhappy 
about a person who is worth his while; which is rather like 
being astonished that anyone should condescend to die of 
cholera at the bidding of so insignificant a creature as the 
comma bacillus. 

Swann wanted to go home, but just as hewas making his 
escape, General de Froberville caught him and asked for an 
introduction to M me de Cambremer, and hewas obi iged to 
go back into the room with him to look for her. 

"I say, Swann, I 'd rather be married to that little woman 
than slaughtered by savages, what do you say?” 

The words “slaughtered by savages” pierced Swann's 
aching heart; and at once he felt the need to continue the 
conversation."A h!" hebegan, "somefinelives havebeen lost 
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in that way . . . There was, you remember, that navigator 
whoseremains D umont d'U rvillebrought back, L a Perouse. 

.(and hewasatoncehappy again, asthough hehad named 
Odette). "He was a fine character, and interests me very 
much, does L a Perouse," headded with a melancholy air. 

“Oh, yes, of course, La Perouse," said theGeneral. "It's 
quitea well-known name. T here's a Street called that.” 

"Do you know anyone in the Rue La Perouse?" asked 
Swann excitedly, 

“Only M me de Chanlivault, the sister of that good 
fellow Chaussepierre. Shegavea most amusing theatre-party 
the other evening. That'll be a really elegant salon one of 
thesedays, you'll see!" 

“O h, so she Iives in the Rue L a Perouse. It's attractive, a 
delightful Street, sogloomy." 

"N ot at all. You can't have been in it for a long time; it 
isn'tgloomy now; they'rebeginning to build all round there." 

W hen Swann did finałly introduce M . de F robervilleto 
theyoung M medeCambremer, sinceit was the fi rst time she 
had heard the General's name she offered him thesmileof joy 
and surprisewith which shewould havegreeted him if no one 
had ever uttered any other; for, not knowing any of the 
friends of her new family, whenever someone was presented 
to her sheassumed that hemust beoneof them, and thinking 
that she was showing evidence of tact by appearing to have 
heard such a lot abouthim sińce her marriage, shewould hołd 
out her hand with a hesitant air that was meant as a proof at 
onceof theinculcated reservewhich shehad to overcomeand 
of the spontaneous friendliness which successfully overcame 
it. And so her parents-in-law, whom shestill regarded as the 
most eminent people in France, declared that she was an 
angel; all the morę so because they preferred to appear, in 
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marrying their son to her, to have yielded to the attraction 
rather of her natural charm than of her considerablefortunę. 

"I t's easy to see that you're a musician heart and soul, 
M adame," said the General, alluding to the incident of the 
candle. 

M eanwhiletheconcert had begun again, and Swann saw 
that he could not now go before the end of the new number. 
He suffered greatly from being shut up among all these 
people whose stupidity and absurdities struck him all the 
morę painfully sińce, being ignorant of his love and 
incapable, had they known of it, of taking any interest or of 
doing morę than smile at it as at some childish nonsense or 
deplore it as an act of folly, they madę it appear to him in the 
aspect of a subjective State which existed for himself alone, 
whose reality there was nothing external to confirm; he 
suffered above all, to the point where even the sound of the 
instruments madę him want to ery out, from having to 
prolong his exile in this place to which Odette would never 
come, in which no one, nothing was awareof her existence, 
from which shewasentirely absent. 

But suddenly it was as though she had entered, and this 
apparition was so agonisingly painful that his hand clutched 
at his heart. T he violin had risen to a series of high notes on 
which it rested as though awaiting something, holding on to 
them in a prolonged expectancy, in the exaltation of already 
seeing the object of its expectation approaching, and with a 
desperate effort to last out until its arrival, to welcome it 
before itself expiring, to keep the way open for a moment 
longer, with all its remaining strength, so that the stranger 
might pass, as one holds a door open that would otherwise 
automatically close. And before Swann had had time to 
understand what was happening and to say to himself: "lt's 
the little phrasefrom V inteuiTs sonata— I mustn't I i sten!", all 
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his memoriesof thedays when Odettehad been in lovewith 
him, which he had succeeded until that moment in keeping 
invisible in the depths of his being, deceived by this sudden 
reflection of a season of love whose sun, they supposed, had 
dawned again, had awakened from their slumber, had taken 
wing and risen to sing maddeningly in his ears, without pity 
for hispresent desolation, theforgotten strainsof happiness. 

In place of theabstract expressions "thetimewhen I was 
happy," "the time when I was loved," which he had often 
used before then without suffering too much sińce his 
intelligence had not embodied in them anything of the past 
savefictitiousextracts which preserved noneof thereality, he 
now recovered everything that had fixed unalterably the 
specific, volatileessenceof that lost happiness; hecould seeit 
all: thesnowy, curled petalsof thechrysanthemum which she 
had tossed after him into his carriage, which he had kept 
pressed to his lips—the address "M aison Doree” embossed 
on the note-paper on which he had read "My hand trembles 
so as I writeto you"—the contraction of her eyebrows when 
she said pleadingly: “You won't leave it too long before 
getting in touch with me?"; hecould smell theheated iron of 
the barber whom he used to have singe his hair while 
Loredan went to fetch the little seamstress; could feel the 
showers which fell so often that spring, the ice-cold 
homeward drivein hisvictoria, by moonlight; all thenetwork 
of mental habits, of seasonal impressions, of sensory 
reactions, which had extended over a series of weeks its 
uniform meshes in which his body found itself inextricably 
caught. Atthattimehehad been satisfying asensual curiosity 
in discovering the pleasures of those who live for love alone. 
H e had supposed that he could stop there, that he would not 
be obliged to learn their sorrows also; yet how smali a thing 
theactual charm of Odettewas now in comparison with the 
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fearsome terror which extended it like a cloudy halo all 
around her, the immense anguish of not knowing at every 
hour of the day and night what she had been doing, of not 
possessing her wholly, always and everywhere! A las, he 
recalled the accents in which she had exclaimed: "But I can 
see you at any time; l'm always free!”—she who was never 
free now; he rermerribered the interest, the curiosity she had 
shown in his life, her passionatedesirethat heshould do her 
the favour—which it was he who had dreaded at that time as 
a possibly tedious waste of his time and disturbance of his 
arrangements—of granting her access to his study; how she 
had been obliged to beg him to let her take him to the 
Verdurins'; and, when he allowed her to cometo him once a 
month, how she had had to repeat to him time and again, 
before he let himself beswayed, what ajoy it would beto see 
each other daily, a custom for which she longed when to him 
it seemed only a tiresome distraction, which she had then 
grown tired of and finally broken whilefor him it had become 
so irresistibleand painful aneed. Littlehad hesuspected how 
truły he spoke, when at their third meeting, as she repeated: 
"But why don't you let mecometo you oftener?" hehad told 
her, laughing, and in avein of gallantry, that it wasforfear of 
forming a hopeless passion. Now, alas, it still happened at 
times that she wrote to him from a restaurant or hotel, on 
paper which borę a printed address, but printed in letters of 
fire that seared his heart. "It's written from the Hotel 
Vouillemont. W hat on earth can she have gone there for? 
W ith whom? W hat happened there?” H e remembered the 
gas-jets being extinguished along the Boulevard des Italiens 
when he had met her against all expectations among the 
errant shades on that night which had seemed to him almost 
supernatural and which indeed— a night from a period when 
hehad notevento ask himself whether he would beannoying 
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her by looking for her and finding her, so certain was hethat 
she knew no greater happiness than to see him and to let him 
take her home— belonged to a mysterious world to which one 
never may return again onceitsdoors areclosed. And Swann 
could distinguish, standing motionless before that scene of 
remembered happiness, a wretched figurę who failed him 
with such pity, because he did not at first recognise who it 
was, that he had to lower his eyes lest anyone should observe 
thatthey werefilled with tears, It was himself. 

W hen he had realised this, his pity ceased; he was 
jealous, now, of that other self whom she had loved, he was 
jealous of those men of whom he had so often said, without 
suffering too much: "Perhaps she loves them," now that he 
had exchanged the vague idea of loving, in which there is no 
love, for the petals of the chrysanthemum and the letterhead 
of the M aison Doree, which were fuli of it. And then, his 
anguish becoming too intense, he drew his hand across his 
forehead, let the monocle drop from his eye, and wiped its 
glass. A nd doubtless, if he had caught sight of himself at that 
moment, he would have added, to the collection of those 
which he had already identified, this monocle which he 
removed like an importunate, worrying thought and from 
whose misty surface, with his handkerchief, he sought to 
obliteratehiscares. 

There arein the musie of the violin— if onedoes not see 
the instrument itself, and so cannot relate what one hears to 
its form, which modifies the tonę—accents so closely akin to 
those of certain contralto voices that one has the illusion that 
a singer has taken her place amid the orchestra. O ne raises 
one's eyes, and sees only the wooden case, delicate as a 
Chinese box, but, at moments, one is still tricked by the 
siren'sdeceiving cali; attimes, too, onethinksoneis listening 
to a captive genie, struggling in the darkness of the sapient, 
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quivering and enchanted box, like a devil immersed in a 
stoup of holy water; sometimes, again, it is in theair, at large, 
like a pure and supernatural being that unfolds its invisible 
messageasitgoesby. 

As though the musicians were not nearly so much 
playing the little phrase as performing the rites on which it 
insisted before it would consent to appear, and proceeding to 
uttertheincantations necessary to procure, and to prolongfor 
afew moments, the mi racie of its apparition, Swann, who was 
no morę able to see it than if it had belonged to a world of 
ultra-violet light, and who experienced something like the 
refreshing sense of a metamorphosis in the momentary 
blindness with which he was struck as he approached it, 
Swann felt its presence like that of a protective goddess, a 
confidanteof his love, who, in order to beableto cometo him 
through the crowd and to draw him aside to speak to him, 
had disguised herself in thissweeping cloakof sound. And as 
she passed, light, soothing, murmurous as the perfume of a 
flower, telling him what she had to say, every word of which 
heclosely scanned, regretful to seethem fly away so fast, he 
madę involuntarily with his lips the motion of kissing, as it 
went by him, the harmonious, fleeting form. H efelt that he 
was no longer in exile and alone sińce she, who addressed 
herself to him, was whispering to him of Odette. For he had 
no longer, as of old, the impression that O dette and he were 
unknown to the little phrase. Had it not often been the 
witness of their joys? T ruethat, as often, it had warned him 
of their frailty. And indeed, whereas in that earlier time he 
had divined an element of suffering in itssmile, in itslimpid, 
disenchanted tones, tonight hefound there rather thegraceof 
a resignation that was almost gay. O f thosesorrows which the 
little phraseforeshadowed to him then, which, without being 
affected by them himself, he had seen it carry past him, 
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smiling, on its sinuous and rapid course, of those sorrows 
which had now become his own, without his having any hope 
of being ever delivered from them, it seemed to say to him, as 
onceithad said of his happiness: "W hatdoesitall matter?lt 
means nothing." And Swann's thoughts were borne for the 
first timeon a waveof pity and tenderness towards V inteuiI, 
towards that unknown, exalted brother who must also have 
suffered so greatly. W hat could his life have been? F rom the 
depthsof what well of sorrow could he havedrawn that god- 
likestrength, that unlimited power of creation? 

W hen it was the little phrase that spoke to him of the 
vanity of his sufferings, Swann found a solące in that very 
wisdom which, but a little while back, had seemed to him 
intolerable when he fancied he could read it on the faces of 
indifferentstrangers who regarded hisloveasan insignificant 
aberration. For the little phrase, unlike them, whatever 
opinion it might hołd on thetransienceof these States of the 
soul, saw in them something not, as all these peopledid, less 
serious than theevents of everyday life, but, on the contrary, 
so far superior to it as to be alone worth while expressing. It 
was the charms of an intimate sadness that it sought to 
imitate, to re-create, and their very essence, for all that it 
consistsin being incommunicable and in appearing trivial to 
everyone except him who experiences them, had been 
captured and madę visible by the little phrase. So much so 
that it caused their value to be acknowledged, their divine 
sweetness savoured, by all those same onlookers, if they were 
at all musical—who then would fail to recognisethem in real 
life, in every individual love that came into being beneath 
their eyes. Doubtless the form in which it had codified those 
charms could not beresolved into rational discourse. Butever 
sińce, morę than a year before, discovering to him many of 
therichesof hisown soul, theloveof musie had, for atimeat 
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least, been born in him, Swann had regarded musical motifs 
as actual ideas, of another world, of another order, ideas 
veiled in shadow, unknown, impenetrable to the human 
mind, but nonę the less perfectly distinct from one another, 
unequal among themselves in value and significance. W hen, 
after thatfirst evening attheVerdurins', hehad had thelittle 
phrase played over to him again, and had sought to 
disentangle from his confused impressions how it was that, 
like a perfume or a caress, it swept over and enveloped him, 
he had observed that it was to the closeness of the intervals 
between the fi ve notes which composed itand to theconstant 
repetition of two of them that was due that impression of a 
frigid and withdrawn sweetness; but in reality he knew that 
he was basing this conclusion not upon the phrase itself, but 
merely upon certain equivalents, substituted (for his mind's 
convenience) for the mysterious entity of which he had 
become aware, before ever he knew the Verdurins, at that 
earlier party when for the first time he had heard the sonata 
played. H e knew that the very memory of the piano falsified 
still further the perspective in which he saw the elements of 
musie, that the field open to the musician is not a miserable 
stave of seven notes, but an immeasurable keyboard (still 
almost entirely unknown) on which, here and there only, 
separated by thethick darknessof itsunexplored tracts, some 
few among the millions of keys of tenderness, of passion, of 
courage, of serenity, which compose it, each one differing 
from all the rest as one universe differs from another, have 
been discovered by a few great artists who do us the service, 
when they awaken in us the emotion corresponding to the 
theme they have discovered, of showing us what richness, 
what variety lies hidden, unknown to us, in that vast, 
unfathomed and forbidding night of our soul which wetake 
to be an impenetrable void. Vinteuil had been one of those 
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musicians. In his little phrase, although it might present a 
clouded surface to the eye of reason, one sensed a content so 
solid, so consistent, so explicit, to which it gave so new, so 
original a force, that those who had once heard it preserved 
the mermory of it on an equal footing with the ideas of the 
intellect. Swann referred back to it as to a conception of love 
and happiness whose distinctive character he recognised at 
once as he would that of the Princesse de Cleves, or of Rene, 
should either of those titles occur to him. Even when hewas 
not thinking of the little phrase, it existed latent in his mind 
on the same footing as certain other notions without materiał 
equivalent, such as our notions of light, of sound, of 
perspective, of physical pleasure, the rich possessions 
wherewith our inner tempie is diversified and adorned. 
Perhaps weshall losethem, perhaps they will beobliterated, 
if we return to nothingness. But so long as we are alive, we 
can no morę bring ourselves to a State in which we shall not 
have known them than we can with regard to any materiał 
object, than we can, for example, doubt the luminosity of a 
lamp that has just been lit, in view of the changed aspect of 
everything in the room, from which even the memory of the 
darkness has vanished. In that way Vinteuil's phrase, like 
some theme, say, in Tristan, which represents to us also a 
certain emotional accretion, had espoused our mortal State, 
had endued a vesture of humanity that was peculiarly 
affecting. Itsdestiny was linked to thefuture, to thereality of 
the human soul, of which it was one of the most special and 
distinctiveornaments. Perhaps it is not-being that isthetrue 
State, and all our dream of life is inexistent; but, if so, wefeel 
that these phrases of musie, these conceptions which exist in 
relation to our dream, must be nothing either. We shall 
perish, but we have as hostages thesedivinecaptives who will 
follow and share our fate. And death in their company is 
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somehow less bitter, less inglorious, perhaps even less 
probable. 

So Swann was not mistaken in believing that the phrase 
of thesonata really did exist. H uman as it wasfrom this point 
of view, it yet belonged to an order of supernatural beings 
whom we have never seen, but whom, in spite of that, we 
recogniseand acclaim with rapturewhen someexplorerof the 
unseen contrives to coax one forth, to bring it down, from 
that divine world to which he has access, to shinefor a brief 
moment in the firmament of ours. This was what VinteuiI 
had done with the little phrase. Swann felt that thecomposer 
had been content (with the musical instruments at his 
disposal) to unveil it, to make it visible, foliowi ng and 
respecting its outlines with a hand so loving, so prudent, so 
delicate and so surę that the sound altered at every moment, 
softening and blurring to indicate a shadow, springing back 
into life when it must fol Iow the curve of some bolder 
projection. A nd one proof that Swann was not mistaken when 
he believed in the real existence of this phrase, was that 
anyone with the least discernment would at once have 
detected the imposture had VinteuiI, endowed with less 
power to see and to render its forms, sought to dissemble, by 
adding a counterfeit touch here and there, the flaws in his 
vision orthedeficienciesof his hand. 

T he phrase had disappeared. Swann knew that it would 
come again at the end of the last movement, after a long 
passage which M me Verdurin's pianist always skipped. 
There were in this passage some admirable ideas which 
Swann had not distinguished on first hearing thesonata and 
which he now perceived, as if, in the cloak-room of his 
memory, they had divested themselves of the uniform 
disguiseof their novelty. Swann listened to all thescattered 
themes which would enter into thecomposition of the phrase, 
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as its premisses enter into the inevitable conclusion of a 
syllogism; he was assisting at the mystery of its birth. "An 
audacity," heexclaimed to himself, “as inspired, perhaps, as 
that of a L avoisier or an Ampere—the audacity of a V i nteui I 
experiimenting, discovering the secret laws that govern an 
unknown force, driving, across a region unexplored, towards 
the one possible goal, the invisible team in which he has 
placed his trust and which he may never discern!” How 
beautiful the dialogue which Swann now heard between 
piano and violin, at the beginning of the last passage! The 
suppression of human speech, so far from letting fancy reign 
there uncontrolled (as one might have thought), had 
eliminated it altogether; never was spoken language so 
inexorably determined, never had it known questions so 
pertinent, such irrefutable replies. At first the piano 
complained alone, likea bird deserted by its matę; the violin 
heard and answered it, as from a neighbouring tree. It was as 
at the beginning of the world, as if there were as yet only the 
two of them on theearth, or rather in this world closed to all 
the rest, so fashioned by the logie of its creator that in it there 
should never beany butthemselves: the world of this sonata. 
W as it a bird, was it the soul, as yet not fully formed, of the 
little phrase, was it a fairy—that being invisibly lamenting, 
whose plaint the piano heard and tenderly repeated? Its cries 
wereso sudden that the violinist must snatch up his bow and 
race to catch them as they came. Marvellous bird! The 
violinist seemed to wish to charm, to tamę, to capture it. 
Already it had passed into his soul, already the little phrase 
which it evoked shook like a mediurrTs the body of the 
violinist, “possessed" indeed. Swann knew that the phrase 
was going to speak to him once again. And his personality 
was now so divided that the strain of waiting for the 
imminent moment when he would find himself face to face 
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with it again shook him with one of those sobs which a 
beautiful lineof poetry or a sad piece of news will wring from 
us, not when we are alone, but when we impart them to 
friends in whom weseeourselves reflected likeathird person 
whose probableemotion affectsthem too. It reappeared, but 
thistimeto remain poised in theair, and to sport therefor a 
moment only, as though immobile, and shortly to expire. 
A nd so Swann lost nothing of the predous time for which it 
lingered. It wasstill there, likean iridescent bubblethatfloats 
for a while unbroken. As a rainbow whose brightness is 
fading seems to subside, then soars again and, before it is 
extinguished, shinesforth with greater splendour than it has 
ever shown; so to thetwo colours which the little phrase had 
hitherto allowed to appear it added others now, chords shot 
with every hue in the prism, and madę them sing. Swann 
dared notmove, and would haveliked to compel all theother 
people in the room to remain still also, as if the slightest 
movement might imperil the magie presence, supernatural, 
delidous, frail, that was so soon to vanish. But no one, as it 
happened, dreamed of speaking. The ineffable utterance of 
onesolitary man, absent, perhapsdead (Swann did not know 
whether VinteuiI wasstill alive), breathed out abovetherites 
of those two hierophants, sufficed to arrest the attention of 
three hundred minds, and madeof that platform on which a 
soul was thus called into being one of the noblest altars on 
which a supernatural ceremony could be performed. So that 
when the phrase had unravelled itself at last, and only its 
fragmentary echoes floated among the subsequent themes 
which had already taken its place, if Swann at first was 
irritated to seetheComtessede M onteriender, famed for her 
naVveties, lean overtowards him to confideher impressionsto 
him before even the sonata had cometo an end, he could not 
ref rai n from smiling, and perhaps also found an underlying 
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sense, which she herself was incapable of perceiving, in the 
words that she used. Dazzled by the virtuosity of the 
performers, the Comtesse exclaimed to Swann: "lt's 
astonishing! I've never seen anything to beat it . . But a 
scrupulous regard for accuracy making her correct her first 
assertion, she added the reservation: "anything to beat it. .. 
sińce the table-turning!" 

F rom that evening onwards, Swann understood that the 
feeling which Odette had once had for him would never 
revive, that his hopesof happiness would not berealised now. 
And on the days on which she happened to be once morę 
kind and affectionate towards him, had shown him some 
thoughtful attention, he recorded these deceptive signs of a 
change of feeling on her part with the fond and sceptical 
solicitude, the desperate joy of peoplewho, nursing afriend 
in the last days of an incurable illness, relate as facts of 
infinitely precious insignificance: "Yesterday he went 
through his accounts himself, and actually corrected a 
mistakewehad madę in addingthem up; heatean egg today 
and seemed quite to enjoy it, and if hedigests it properly we 
shall try him with a cutlet tomorrow”—although they 
themselves know thatthesethings aremeaninglesson theeve 
of an inevitabledeath. N o doubt Swann was assured that if he 
had now been living at a distance from Odette he would 
gradually havelost interest in her, so that he would havebeen 
glad to learn that she was leaving Paris for ever; he would 
havehad theheartto remain there; but hehadn'ttheheartto 
go. 

H e had often thought of going. N ow that he was once 
again at work upon his essay on Vermeer, he needed to 
return, for a few days at least, to T he H ague, to D resden, to 
Brunswick. H e was convinced that a picture of "Diana and 
her Companions” which had been acguired by the 
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M auritshuis at the G oldschmidt sale as a N icholas M aes was 
in reality a Vermeer. A nd he would have liked to be able to 
examine the picture on the spot, in order to buttress his 
conviction. But to leave Paris while Odette was there, and 
even when shewasnotthere— forin strangeplaces whereour 
sensations have not been numbed by habit, we revive, we 
resharpen an old pain— was for him so cruel a project that he 
felt capable of entertaining it incessantly in his mind only 
because he knew he was determined never to put it into 
effect. But it sometimes happened that, while he was asleep, 
the intention to travel would reawaken in him (without his 
remembering that it was out of the question) and would 
actually take place. Onenight hedreamed that hewas going 
away for a year; leaning from thewindow of thetrain towards 
a young man on the platform who wept as he bade him 
farewell, hewas trying to persuadethis young man to come 
away also. T hetrain began to move, he awoke in alarm, and 
remembered that he was not going away, that he would see 
Odette that evening, and the next day and almost every day. 
And then, being still deeply affected by his dream, he 
thanked heaven for those special circumstances which madę 
him independent, thanks to which hecould remain closeto 
Odette, and could even succeed in getting hertoallow him to 
see her sometimes; and, recapitulating all his advantages: his 
social position—his wealth, from which shestood too often in 
need of assistance not to shrink from the prospect of a definite 
rupture (having even, so people said, an ulterior plan of 
getting him to marry her)—his friendship with M. de 
Charlus, which, it was true, had never won him any very 
great favour from Odette, but which gave him the 
consolatory feeling that she was always hearing 
complimentary things said about him by this friend in 
common for whom she had so great an esteem— and even his 
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intelligence, which was exclusively occupied in devising each 
day a fresh scheme which would make his presence, if not 
agreeable, at any ratę necessary to Odette— remembering all 
this, he thought of what might have become of him if these 
advantages had been lacking; it struck him that if, like so 
many other men, hehad been poor, humble, deprived, forced 
to accept any work that might beoffered to him, ortied down 
by parents or by a wife, he might have been obliged to part 
from Odette, that that dream, theterror of which wasstill so 
recent, might well have been true; and he said to himself: 
"People don't know when they're happy. One is never as 
unhappy as onethinks,'' But he reflected that this existence 
had already lasted for several years, that all he could now 
hope for was that it would last for ever, that he would 
sacrifice his work, his pleasures, hisfriends, in fact the whole 
of his life to the daily expectation of a meeting which, if it 
occurred, could bring him no happiness; and he asked 
himself whether he was not mistaken, whether the 
circumstances that had favoured his liaison and had 
prevented its finał rupture had not done a disservice to his 
career, whether the outcome to be desired might not have 
been that as to which herejoiced that it had happened only in 
a dream—his own departure; and he said to himself that 
people did not know when they were unhappy, that one is 
never as happy as onethinks. 

Sometimes he hoped that she would die, painlessly, in 
some accident, sińce she was out of doors, in the streets, 
Crossing busy thoroughfares, from morning to night. And as 
she always returned safe and sound, he marvelled at the 
strength and the suppleness of the human body, which was 
able continually to hołd at bay, to outwit all the perils that 
beset it (which to Swann seemed innumerable sińce his own 
secret desire had strewn them in her path), and so allowed 
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mankind to abandon itself, day after day, and almost with 
impunity, to its career of mendacity, to the pursuit of 
pleasure. And Swann felt a very cordial sympathy with the 
sułtan Mahomet II whose portrait by Bellini he admired, 
who, on finding that he had fal len madly in love with oneof 
his wives, stabbed her to death in order, as his Venetian 
biographer artlessly relates, to recover his peace of mind. 
T hen he would be ashamed of thinking thus only of himself, 
and his own sufferings would seem to deserve no pity now 
that he himself held Odette'svery lifeso cheap. 

U nableto cut himself off from her irrevocably, if at least 
he had seen her continuously and without separations his 
anguish would ultimately have been assuaged, and his love, 
perhaps, havedied. And sińceshedid not wish to leave Paris 
for ever, he hoped that she would never leave it. As he knew 
that her one prolonged absence, every year, was in August 
and September, at least he had abundant opportunity, several 
months in advance, to dissolve the bitter thought of it in all 
the Time to come which he stored up inside himself in 
anticipation, and which, composed of days identical with 
those of the present, flowed through his mind, transparent 
and cold, nourishing his sadness but without causing him any 
intolerable pain. But that inner futurę, that colourless, free- 
flowing stream, was suddenly convulsed by a single remark 
from Odette which, penetrating Swann's defences, 
immobilised it likea błock of ice, congealed itsfluidity, froze 
it altogether; and Swann felt himself suddenly filled with an 
enormous and infrangible mass which pressed on the inner 
walls of his being until it almost burst asunder; for Odette 
had said to him casually, observing him with a malicious 
smile: "Forcheville's going on a finetrip at W hitsun. He's 
going to Egypt!" and Swann had at once understood this to 
mean: 'Tm going to Egypt at W hitsun with Forcheville." 
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And in fact, if, a few days later, Swann said to her: "About 
that trip you told me you were going to take with 
ForcheviIle," she would answer carelessly: "Yes, my dear 
boy, we're starting on the 19th; we'II send you a view of the 
Pyramids.” Then he was determined to know whether she 
was Forcheville's mistress, to ask her point-blank, to insist 
upon her telling him. Heknewthat, superstitious as she was, 
there were some perjuries which she would notcommit, and 
besides, thefear, which had hitherto restrained his curiosity, 
of making Odette angry if he questioned her, of making her 
hate him, had ceased to exist now that he had lost all hopeof 
ever being loved by her. 

One day he received an anonymous letter telling him 
that O dette had been the mistress of countless men (several 
of whom it named, among them ForcheviIle, M . de Breaute 
and the painter) and women, and that shefrequented houses 
of ill-fame. H ewastormented by the discovery that there was 
to be numbered among his friends a creature capable of 
sending him such a letter (for certain details betrayed in the 
writer afamiliarity with his private life). H ewondered who it 
could be. But he had never had any suspicion with regard to 
the unknown actions of other people, those which had no 
visible connexion with what they said. And when he 
pondered whether it was beneath the ostensible character of 
M . de C harlus, or of M . des L aumes, or of M . d'0 rsan that 
he must seek the uncharted region in which this ignoble 
action had had its birth, sińce noneof these men had ever, in 
conversation with Swann, given any indication of approving 
of anonymous letters, and sinceeverything they had ever said 
to him implied that they strongly disapproved, he saw no 
reason for associating this infamy with the character of any 
one of them rather than the others. M . de Charlus was 
somewhat inclined to eccentricity, but he was fundamentally 
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good and kind; M . des L aumes was a trifle hard, but sound 
and straightforward. As for M . d'Orsan, Swann had never 
met anyone who, even in the most depressing circumstances, 
would approach him with morę heartfelt words, in a morę 
tactful and judicious manner. So much so that hewas unable 
to understand therather indelicate rolecommonly attributed 
to M . d'0 rsan in his relations with a certain wealthy woman, 
and whenever he thought of him he was obliged to set that 
evil reputation on one side, as being irreconcilable with so 
many unmistakable proofs of his fastidiousness. For a 
moment Swann feltthat his mind was becoming clouded, and 
he thought of something else so as to recover a little light, 
until he had the strength to return to these reflections. But 
then, having been unableto suspect anyone, hewasforced to 
suspect everyone. After all, though M . deCharlus wasfond 
of him, was extremely good-hearted, hewas also a neurotic; 
tomorrow, perhaps, he would burstinto tearson hearingthat 
Swann was ill, and today, from jealousy, or anger, or carried 
away by a sudden whim, he might have wished to do him 
harm, Really, that kind of man was the worst of all. The 
Prince des L aumes was certainly far less devoted to Swann 
than was M . deCharlus. But for that very reason hedid not 
sufferfrom the same susceptibilities with regard to him; and 
besides, his was a naturę which, though no doubt cold, was as 
incapable of base as of magnanimous actions. Swann 
regretted not havingformed attachmentsonly to such people. 
T hen he reflected that what prevents men from doing harm 
totheir neighbours isfellow-feeling, that hecould only, in the 
last resort, answer for men whose natures were analogous to 
his own, as was, so far as the heart went, that of M . de 
Charlus. The mere thought of causing Swann so much 
distress would have revolted him. But with an insensitive 
man, of another order of humanity, as was the Prince des 
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Laumes, how was one to foresee the actions to which he 
might be led by the promptings of a different naturę? To 
have a kind heart was everything, and M . de Charlus had 
one. M . d'Orsan was not lacking in heart either, and his 
relations with Swann—cordial if not intimate, arising from 
the pleasure which, holding the same viewsabout everything, 
they found in talking together—were morę restful than the 
overwrought affection of M . de Charlus, capableof being led 
into acts of passion, good or evil. If there was anyone by 
whom Swann had always felt himself understood and 
discriminatingly liked, it was M . d'0 rsan. Y es, but what of 
the disreputable life he led? Swann regretted that he had 
never taken any noticeof those rumours, had often admitted 
jestingly that he had never felt so keen a sense of sympathy 
and respect as in the company of a scoundrel. "It's not for 
nothing," he now assured himself, "that whenever people 
pass judgment on their fellows, it's always on their actions. 
lt'sonly what we do that counts, and notatall whatwesay or 
whatwethink. Charlus and desLaumesmay havethisorthat 
fault, but they are men of honour. O rsan may not havethese 
faults, but he's not a man of honour. He may have acted 
dishonourably once again." Then Swann suspected Remi, 
who, it was true, could only have inspired the letter, but he 
now felt himself for a moment to be on the right track. T o 
begin with, L oredan had reasonsfor bearing a grudgeagainst 
O dette. A nd then, how could one not suppose that servants, 
living in a situation inferior to our own, adding to our wealth 
and our weaknesses imaginary richesand vices for which they 
envy and despiseus, must inevitably be led to act in a manner 
abhorrent to people of our own class? H e also suspected my 
grandfather. Every time Swann had asked a favour of him, 
had he not invariably refused? Besides, with his ideas of 
middle-class respectability, he might have thought that he 
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was acting for Swanrfs good. H e went on to suspect Bergotte, 
the painter, the Verdurins, pausing for a moment to admire 
once again the wisdom of society people in refusing to mix 
with thoseartistic circles in which such things were possible, 
perhaps even openly avowed as good jokes; but then he 
recalled thetraitsof honesty that wereto beobserved in those 
Bohemians and contrasted them with the life of expedients, 
often bordering on fraudulence, to which the want of money, 
the craving for luxury, the corrupting influence of their 
pleasures often drove members of the aristocracy. 

I n a word, this anonymous letter proved that he knew a 
human being capable of the most infamous conduct, but he 
could see no morę reason why that infamy should lurk in the 
unfathomed depths of the character of the man with the 
warm heart rather than the cold, the artist rather than the 
bourgeois, the noble rather than the flunkey. W hat criterion 
oughtoneto adopt tojudgeone'sfellows? After all, therewas 
not a single person he knew who might not, in certain 
circumstances, prove capable of a shameful action. M ust he 
then cease to see them all? H is mind grew clouded; he drew 
his hands two or three times across his brow, wiped his 
glasses with his handkerchief, and remembering that, after 
all, men as good as himself frequented the society of M . de 
Charlus, the Prince des Laumes and the rest, he persuaded 
himself that this meant, if not that they were incapable of 
infamy, at least it was a necessity in human life, to which 
everyone must submit, to frequent the society of people who 
were perhaps not incapable of such actions. And he 
continued to shake hands with all thefriends whom he had 
suspected, with thepurely formal reservation thateach oneof 
them had possibly soughttodrivehimtodespair. 

As for the actual contents of the letter, they did not 
disturb him sińce not one of the charges formulated against 
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Odette had the slightest verisimilitude. Like many other 
men, Swann had a naturally lazy mind and lacked 
imagination. He knew perfectly well as a generał truth that 
human life is fuli of contrasts, but in the case of each 
individual human being heimagined all that partof hisor her 
lifewith which hewas notfamiliar as being identical with the 
part with which he was. H e imagined what was kept secret 
from him in the light of what was revealed. At such times as 
he spent with Odette, if their conversation turned upon an 
indelicateact committed oran indelicatesentiment expressed 
by somethird person, shewould condemn them by virtueof 
the same morał principles which Swann had always heard 
expressed by his own parents and to which he himself had 
remained faithful; and then she would arrange her flowers, 
would sip her tea, would inquire about Swann's work. So 
Swann extended those attitudes to fili the rest of her life, and 
reconstructed those actions when hewished to form a picture 
of the moments in which he and she were apart. If anyone 
had portrayed her to him as she was, or rather as she had been 
for so long, with himself, but had substituted some other 
man, he would have been distressed, for such a portrait would 
have struck him as lifelike. But to suppose that she went to 
procuresses, that she indulged in orgies with other women, 
that she led the crapulous existence of the most abject, the 
most contemptible of mortals—what an insane aberration, 
for the realisation of which, thank heaven, the remembered 
chrysanthemums, the daily cups of tea, the virtuous 
indignation left neither time nor place! However, from time 
totimehegaveOdetteto understand that people maliciously 
kept him informed of everything that she did; and making 
opportune useof somedetail— insignificant but true— which 
he had accidentally leamed, as though it were the sole 
fragment which he had involuntarily let slip of a complete 
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reconstruction of her daily Mfewhich hecarried secretly in his 
mind, he led her to supposethat he was perfectly informed 
upon matters which in reality he neither knew nor even 
suspected, for if he often adjured Odette never to swerve 
from thetruth, that wasonly, whether herealised it or not, in 
orderthatOdetteshould tell him everythingthatshedid. No 
doubt, as he used to assure Odette, he loved sincerity, but 
only as he might love a pimp who could keep him in touch 
with thedaily lifeof his mistress. T hus his love of sincerity, 
not being disinterested, had not improved his character. T he 
truth which hecherished was thetruth which Odettewould 
tell him; but he himself, in order to extract that truth from 
her, was not afraid to have recourse to falsehood, that very 
falsehood which he never ceased to depict to Odette as 
leading every human creaturedown to utter degradation. I n a 
word, helied as much asdid Odette because, moreunhappy 
than she, he was no less egotistical. A nd she, when she heard 
him repeatingthusto herthethingsthatshehad done, would 
stare at him with a look of distrust and, at all hazards, of 
indignation, so as not to appear to be humiliated and to be 
blushingfor her actions. 

One day, during the longest period of calm through 
which he had yet been ableto exist without being overtaken 
by an access of jealousy, he had accepted an invitation to 
spend the evening at the theatre with the Princesse des 
L aumes. H aving opened his newspaper to find out what was 
being played, thesight of the title— L es F i Ileś de M arbre, by 
Theodore Barriere—truck him so cruel a blow that he 
recoiled instinctively and turned his head away. Lit up as 
though by a row of footlights, in the new surroundings in 
which it now appeared, the word "marble," which hehad lost 
the power to distinguish, so accustomed was he to see it 
passing in print beneath his eyes, had suddenly become 
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visible again, and had at once brought back to his mind the 
story which Odettehad told him long ago of a visit which she 
had paid to the Salon at the Palais de PI ndustrie with M me 
Verdurin, who had said to her, "T akecare, now! I know how 
to melt you, all right. You're not madę of marble.” Odette 
had assured him that it was only a joke, and he had attached 
no importance to it at the time. But he had had morę 
confidence in her then than he had now. A nd the anonymous 
letter referred explicitly to relations of that sort. W ithout 
daring to lift his eyes towards the newspaper, he opened it, 
turned the page so as not to see again the words Filles de 
Marbre, and began to read mechanically the news from the 
provinces. There had been a storm in the Channel, and 
damage was reported from Dieppe, Cabourg, Beuzeval . . . 
Suddenly herecoiled again in horror. 

T he name Beuzeval had reminded him of another place 
in the same area, BeuzeviIle, which carried also, bound to it 
by a hyphen, a second name, to wit Breaute, which he had 
often seen on maps, but without ever previously remarking 
that it was the same as that of hisfriend M . deBreaute, whom 
the anonymous letter accused of having been Odette's lover. 
After all, in the case of M . de Breaute, there was nothing 
improbable in the charge; but so far as M me Verdurin was 
concerned, it was a sheer impossibility. From the fact that 
Odetteoccasionally told a lie there was no reason to conclude 
that she never told the truth, and in those remarks she had 
exchanged with M me Verdurin and which she herself had 
repeated to Swann, he had recognised the meaningless and 
dangerous jokes which, from inexperience of life and 
ignorance of vice, are often madę by women whose very 
innocence is revealed thereby and who—as for instance 
Odette—are least likely to cherish impassioned feelings for 
another of their sex. W hereas the indignation with which she 
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had ręjected the suspicions which for a moment she had 
unintentionally aroused in his mind by her story fitted in 
with everything that he knew of the tastes and the 
temperament of his mistress. But now, by one of those 
inspirations of jealousy analogous to the inspiration which 
revealsto a poet or a philosopher, who has nothing, so far, to 
go on but an odd pair of rhymes or a detached observation, 
the idea or the natural law which will give him the power he 
needs, Swann recalled forthefirsttimean observation which 
Odettehad madeto him at leasttwo years before: "O h, M me 
Verdurin, she won't hear of anyone just now but me. I 'm a 
'love,' if you please, and she kisses me, and wants meto go 
with her everywhere, and cali her tu." So far from seeing at 
thetime in this observation any connexion with the absurd 
remarksintended tosimulatevicewhich Odettehad reported 
to him, hehad welcomed them asa proof of M meVerdurin's 
warm-hearted and generous friendship. But now this 
memory of her affection for Odette had coalesced suddenly 
with the memory of her unseemly conversation. H e could no 
longer separate them in his mind, and he saw them 
assimilated in reality, the affection imparting a certain 
seriousness and importance to the pleasantries which, in 
return, robbed the affection of its innocence. H e went to see 
O dette. H e sat down at a distance from her. H e did not dare 
to embraceher, not knowing whether it would be affection or 
anger that a kiss would provoke, either in her or in himself. 
H e sat there silent, watching their love expire. Suddenly he 
madeup his mind. 

"Odette, my darling,” he began, “I know l'm being 
simply odious, but I must ask you a few questions. You 
remember the idea I oncehad aboutyou and M meVerdurin? 
T ell me, was ittrue, with her or with anyoneelse?” 
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Sheshook her head, pursing her lips, asign which people 
commonly employ to signify that they are not going, because 
it would borethem to go, when someonehas asked, "Areyou 
coming to watch the procession go by?”, or "W ill you be at 
the review?”. But this shake of the head thus normally 
applied to an event that has yet to coime, imparts for that 
reason an element of u ncertainty to the den i al of an eventthat 
is past. F urthermore, it suggests reasons of personal propriety 
only, rather than of disapprobation or morał impossibility. 
W hen he saw Odettethus signal to him that the insinuation 
was false, Swann realised that it was quite possibly true. 

Tve told you, no. You know quite well," she added, 
seeming angry and uncomfortable. 

"Yes, I know, but areyou quitesure? Don't say to me, 
'Y ou know quite well'; say, 'I have never done anything of 
that sort with any woman.'" 

She repeated his words like a lesson learned by rotę, in a 
sarcastic tonę, and as though she hoped thereby to be rid of 
him: “I have never done anything of that sort with any 
woman." 

“Can you swear to me on the medal of Our Lady of 
L aghet?" 

Swann knew that O dette would never perjure herself on 

that. 

“O h, you do make me so miserable," she cried, with a 
jerk of her body as though to shake herself free of the 
constraintof hisquestion. "H aven'tyou had enough? W hat's 
thematter with you today?You seem determined to make me 
hateyou. I wanted to befriends with you again, for usto have 
a nice time together, like the old days; and this is all the 
thanksl get!" 
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However, he would not let her go but sat there like a 
surgeon waiting for a spasm to subside that has interrupted 
hisoperation but will not makehinn abandon it. 

"You're quite wrong to suppose that l'd bear you the 
least ill-will in the world, Odette," he said to her with a 
persuasive and deceitful gentleness. "I never speak to you 
exceptof whatl already know, and I alwaysknow agreatdeal 
morę than I say. But you alone can mitigate by your 
confession what makes me hate you so long as it has been 
reported to meonly by other people. M y anger with you has 
nothing to do with your actions—I can and do forgive you 
everything because I love you—but with your 
untruthfulness, the ridiculous untruthfulness which makes 
you persist in denying things which I know to be true. H ow 
can you expect me to go on loving you when I see you 
maintain, when I hear you swear to me a thing which I know 
to be false? Odette, don't prolong this moment which is 
agony for us both. If you want to, you can end it in a second, 
you'll befreeof itforever. T ell me, on your medal, yesor no, 
whetheryou haveever donethesethings." 

"How on earth do I know?” she exclaimed angrily. 
"Perhaps I have, ever so long ago, when I didn't know what I 
wasdoing, perhapstwoorthreetimes.” 

Swann had prepared himself for every possibility. 
Reality must therefore besomething that bears no relation to 
possibilities, any morę than thestab of a knifein one's body 
bears to the gradual movement of the clouds overhead, sińce 
those words, "two or three times,” carved as it were a cross 
upon the Iiving tissues of his heart. Strange indeed that those 
words, "two or three times,” nothing morethan words, words 
uttered in the air, at a di stance, could so lacerate a man's 
heart, as if they had actually pierced it, could make a man iii, 
like a poison he has drunk. I nstinctively Swann thought of 
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the remark he had heard at M me de Saint-Euverte's: Tve 
never seen anything to beat it sińce the table-turning." The 
agony that he now suffered in no way resembled what he had 
supposed. Not only because, even in his moments of most 
completedistrust, hehad rarely imagined such an extremity 
of evil, but because, even when he did try to imagine this 
thing, it remained vague, uncertain, was not clothed in the 
particular horror which had sprung from the words "perhaps 
two orthreetimes,” was not armed with that specific cruelty, 
as different from anything that he had known as a disease by 
which one is struck down for the first time. And yet this 
Odette from whom all this evil sprang was no less dear to 
him, was, on thecontrary, moreprecious, asif, in proportion 
as his sufferings increased, the price of the sedative, of the 
antidote which this woman alone possessed, increased at the 
same time. He wanted to devote morę care to her, as one 
tends a disease which one has suddenly discovered to be morę 
serious. H e wanted the horrible things which, she had told 
him, she had done"two orthreetimes," not to happen again. 
Toensurethat, hemustwatch over Odette. Peopleoften say 
that, by pointing out to a man thefaults of his mistress, you 
succeed only in strengthening his attachment to her, because 
hedoes not believeyou; yet how much morę if hedoes! But, 
Swann asked himself, how could he manageto protect her? 
He might perhaps be able to preserve her from the 
contamination of a particular woman, but there were 
hundreds of others; and he realised what madness had come 
over him when, on the evening when he had failed to find 
Odette at the Verdurins', he had begun to desire the 
possession—as if that wereever possible— of another person. 
H appily for Swann, beneath the mass of new sufferings which 
had entered his soul like an invading hordę, there lay a 
natural foundation, older, morę placid, and silently 
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industrious, likethecells of an injured organ which at once 
set to work to repair thedamaged tissues, or the muscles of a 
paralysed limb which tend to recover their former 
movements. T heseolder, moręautochthonous inhabitants of 
his soul absorbed all Swann's strength, for a while, in that 
obscuretaskof reparation which givesonean illusory senseof 
reposeduring convalescence, or after an operation. T histime 
it was not so much—as it ordinarily was—in Swann's brain 
thatthisslackening of tension dueto exhaustion tookeffect, it 
was ratherin hisheart. But all thethingsin lifethat haveonce 
existed tend to recur, and like a dying animal stirred once 
morę by the throes of a convulsion which seemed to have 
ended, upon Swann's heart, spared for a moment only, the 
same agony returned of its own accord to tracę the same 
cross. Heremembered thosemoonlit evenings, when, leaning 
back in the victoria that was taking him to the Rue La 
Perouse, hewould wallow voluptuously in theemotions of a 
man in love, obiivious of the poisoned fruit that such 
emotions must inevitably bear. But all thosethoughts lasted 
for no morethan asecond, the time that ittook him to press 
his hand to his heart, to draw breath again and to contriveto 
smile, in order to hide his torment. A Iready he had begun to 
putfurtherquestions. For hisjealousy, which had taken morę 
pains than any enemy would have done to strike him this 
savage blow, to make him forcibly acquainted with the most 
cruel suffering he had ever known, his jealousy was not 
satisfied that he had yet suffered enough, and sought to 
exposehim to an even deeper wound. T hus, likean evil deity, 
hisjealousy inspired Swann, driving him on towards his ruin. 
It was not hisfault, but Odette's alone, if at first his torment 
wasnotexacerbated. 

"M y darling," he began again, "it's all over now. W as it 
with anyonel know?" 
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"No, I swear it wasn't. Besides, I think I exaggerated, I 
never real ly went as far as that." 

He smiled, and went on: "Just as you like. It doesn't 
realIy matter, but it's a pity that you can't give methe name. 
If I were ableto form an idea of the person itwould prevent 
my ever thinking of her again. I say it for your sake, because 
then I shouldn't botheryou any moreabout it. I t's so calming 
to be able to form a elear picture of things in one's mind. 
W hat is real ly terrible is what onecan't imagine. But you've 
been so sweet to me; I don't want to tire you. I do thank you 
with all my heart for all the good that you've done me. I ’ve 
quitefinished now, O nly oneword morę: how long ago?” 

"O h, Charles, can't you seeyou're killing me? It's all so 
long ago. I 've never given it a thought. A nyone would think 
you were positively trying to put those ideas into my head 
again. A lot of good that would do you!” sheconcluded, with 
unconsciousstupidity but intentional malice. 

"Oh, I only wanted to know whether it had been sińce 
l've known you. It's only natural. Did it happen here?You 
can't give me any particular evening, so that I can remind 
myself what I was doing at the time? You must realise that 
it's not possible that you don't remember with whom, 
Odette, my love.” 

"But I don't know; real ly, I don't. I think it was in the 
Bois, oneevening when you cameto meet us on thelsland. 
You'd been dining with the Princesse des Laumes," she 
added, happy to be able to furnish him with a precise detail 
which testified to her veracity. "T here was a woman at the 
nexttablewhom I hadn'tseen for ages. Shesaid to me, 'Come 
round behind the rock, there, and look at the moonlight on 
thewaterl' Atfirst I just yawned, and said, 'N o, I 'm tootired, 
and l'm guite happy where I am.' She assured me there'd 
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never been any moonlight to touch it. 'I've heard that tale 
before,' I said to her, I knew quite welI whatshewasafter." 

Odette narrated this episode almost with a smile, either 
becauseit appeared to her to be quite natural, or becauseshe 
thoughtshewasthereby minimising its importance, orelseso 
as not to appear humiliated. But, catching sight of Swann's 
face, shechanged her tonę: 

“Y ou're a fiend! Y ou enjoy torturing me, making me tell 
you lies, just so that you'll leavemein peace.” 

T hissecond blow waseven morę terrible for Swann than 
the first. N ever had he supposed it to have been so recent an 
event, hidden from his eyes that had been too innocent to 
discern it, not in a past which he had never known, but in the 
course of evenings which he so well remembered, which he 
had lived through with Odette, of which he had supposed 
himself to have such an intimate, such an exhaustive 
knowledge, and which now assumed, retrospectively, an 
aspectof uglinessand deceit. In themidstof them, suddenly, 
agaping chasm had opened: that moment on theisland in the 
Bois de Boulogne. W ithout being intelligent, Odette had the 
charm of naturalness. She had recounted, she had acted the 
littlescene with such simplicity that Swann, as hegasped for 
breath, could vividly see it: Odette yawning, the "rock, 
there,” ... He could hear her answer—alas, how gaiły— T ve 
heard that tale before!" He felt that she would tell him 
nothing morę that evening, that no further revelation was to 
beexpected forthepresent. H ewassilentforatime, then said 
to her: 

"My poor darling, you must forgive me; I know l've 
distressed you, but it's all over now; I won't think of it any 
morę." 

Butshesaw that his eyes remained fixed upon thethings 
that he did not know, and on that past era of their love, 
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monotonous and soothing in his memory because it was 
vague, and now rent, as with a gaping wound, by that 
moment on the Island in the Bois, by moonlight, after his 
dinner with the Princessedes L aumes. But he was so imbued 
with the habit offinding lifeinteresting— of marvelling atthe 
strange discoveries that there areto be madę in it—that even 
while he was suffering so acutely that he did not believe he 
could bear such agony much longer, hewassayingto himself: 
"L ife is really astonishing, and holds some fine surprises; it 
appears that vice is far morę common than one has been led 
to believe. H ere is a woman I trusted, who seems so simple, 
so straightforward, who, in any case, even allowing that her 
morals are not strict, seemed quite normal and healthy in her 
tastes and inclinations. On the basis of a most improbable 
accusation, I question her, and the little that she admits 
reveals far morę than I could ever have suspected." But he 
could not confine himself to these detached observations. He 
sought to form an exact estimate of the significance of what 
she had just told him, in order to decide whether she had 
donethesethings often and waslikely to do them again. He 
repeated her words to himself: "I knew quite well what she 
was after.” "Two or three times.” Tve heard that tale 
before.” But they did not reappear in his memory unarmed; 
each of them still held its knife, with which it stabbed him 
anew. For a long time, like a sick man who cannot restrain 
himself from attempting every minuteto make the movement 
that he knows will hurt him, he kept on murmuring to 
himself: 'Tm quite happy where I am," Tve heard that tale 
before,” but the pain was so intense that he was obliged to 
stop. H e was amazed to find that acts which he had always 
hitherto judged so lightly, had dismissed, indeed, with a 
laugh, should have become as serious to him as a disease 
which may prove fatal. He knew any number of women 
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whom hecould ask to keep an eyeon Odette, but how washe 
to expect them to adjust themselves to his new point of view, 
and not to look at the matter from the one which for so long 
had been his own, which had always guided him in sexual 
matters; not to say to him with a laugh: "You jealous 
monster, wanting to rob other peopleof their pleasure!" By 
what trap-door suddenly lowered had he (who had never had 
hitherto from his love for Odette any but the most refined 
pleasures) been precipitated into this new circleof heli from 
which he could not see how he was ever to escape. Poor 
Odette! H edid not hołd it against her. She was only half to 
blame. H ad he not been told that it was her own mother who 
had sold her, when shewasstill hardly morethan achild, at 
N ice, to a wealthy Englishman? But what an agonising truth 
was now contained for him in thoseIinesof Alfred deVigny's 
Journal d'un Poete which he had previously read without 
emotion: "W hen one feels oneself smitten by love for a 
woman, one should say to oneself, 'W ho are the people 
around her? W hat kind of life has she led?' Ali one's futurę 
happiness lies in the answer." Swann was astonished that 
such simplesentences, spelt over in his mind, as Tveheard 
that tale before" or "I knew quite well what she was after," 
could cause him so much pain. But he realised that what he 
thought of as si mple sentences were in fact the components of 
theframework which still enclosed, and could inflict on him 
again, the anguish he had felt while Odette was telling her 
story. For it was indeed the same anguish that he now was 
feeling anew. For all that he now knew—for all that, as time 
went on, he might even have partly forgotten and forgiven— 
whenever he repeated her words his old anguish refashioned 
him as he had been before Odette had spoken: ignorant, 
trustful; his mercilessjealousy placed him onceagain, sothat 
he might be pierced by O dette's admission, in the position of 
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a man who does not yet know; and after several months this 
old story would still shatter him likeasudden revelation. He 
marvelled at the terrible re-creative power of his memory. It 
was only by the weakening of that generative force, whose 
fecundity diminishes with age, that he could hope for a 
reiaxation of his torments. But, as soon as the power of any 
one of Odette's remarks to make Swann suffer seemed to be 
nearly exhausted, lo and behold another, one of those to 
which he had hitherto paid little attention, almost a new 
observation, cameto reinforcetheothers and to strikeat him 
with undiminished force. The memory of the evening on 
which he had dined with the Princesse des Laumes was 
painful to him, but it was no morethan thecentre, thecoreof 
his pain, which radiated vaguely round about it, overflowing 
into all the preceding and following days. And on whatever 
point in it his memory sought to linger, it was the whole of 
that season, during which the Verdurins had so often goneto 
dine on the Island in the Bois, that racked him. So violently 
that by slow degreesthecuriosity which hisjealousy aroused 
in him was neutralised by his fear of the fresh tortures he 
would be inflicting upon himself were he to satisfy it. He 
recognised that the entire period of Odette's life which had 
elapsed before she first met him, a period of which he had 
never sought to form a picture in his mind, was not the 
featureless abstraction which he could vaguely see, but had 
consisted of so many definite, dated years, each crowded with 
concrete incidents. But were he to learn morę of them, he 
feared lest that past of hers, colourless, fluid and supportable, 
might assume a tangible and monstrous form, an individual 
and diabolical countenance. A nd hecontinued to refrain from 
seeking to visualise it, no longer from laziness of mind, but 
from fear of suffering. H e hoped that, someday, he might be 
able to hear the Island in the Bois or the Princesse des 
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Laumes mentioned without feeling any twinge of the old 
heartache; and meanwhile he thought it imprudent to 
provoke Odette into furnishing him with new facts, the 
names of morę places and different circumstances which, 
when his malady was still scarcely healed, would revive it 
again in anotherform. 

But, often enough, thethings that hedid know, that he 
dreaded, now, to learn, were revealed to him by Odette 
herself, spontaneously and unwittingly; forthegap which her 
vices madę between her actual life and the comparatively 
innocent life which Swann had believed, and often still 
bel ieved his mistress to lead, was far wider than she knew. A 
vicious person, always affecting the same air of virtue before 
peoplewhom heisanxiousto keep from having any suspicion 
of his vices, has no gauge at hand from which to ascertain 
how far those vices, whose continuous growth is 
imperceptibleto himself, havegradually segregated him from 
thenormal waysof life. In thecourseof theircohabitation, in 
Odette's mind, side by side with the memory of those of her 
actions which she concealed from Swann, others were 
gradually coloured, infected by them, without her being able 
to detect anything strange in them, without their causing any 
jarring notę in the particular surroundings which they 
occupied in her inner world; but if sherelated them to Swann, 
he was shattered by the revelation of the way of life to which 
they pointed. One day he was trying—without hurting 
Odette—to discover from her whether she had ever had any 
dealings with procuresses. He was, as a matter of fact, 
convinced that she had not; theanonymous letter had putthe 
idea into his mind, but in a mechanical way; it had met with 
no credence there, but for all that had remained, and Swann, 
wishing to be rid of the purely materiał but nonę the less 
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burdensome presence of the suspicion, hoped that Odette 
would now extirpateitforever. 

"O h, no!. . . N ot that they don't pester me,” she added 
with a smile of self-satisfied vanity, quite unaware that it 
could not appear justifiable to Swann. "There was one of 
them waited morethan two hoursfor meyesterday—offered 
me any money I asked. It seems there's an ambassador who 
said to her, 'I 'II kill myself if you don't bring herto me.' T hey 
told her l'd goneout, but she waited and waited, and in the 
end I had to go and speak to her myself beforeshe'd go away. 

I wish you could haveseen theway I went for her; my maid 
could hear mefrom thenext room and told mel wasshouting 
atthetop of my voice: 'But haven't I told you I don't want to! 

It'sjust theway I feel. I should hope I'm still freeto do as I 
please! If I needed the money, I could understand . . .' The 
porter has orders not to let her in again; he's to tell her I 'm 
out of town. Oh, I wish I could have had you hidden 
somewhere in the room while I was talking to her. I know 
you'd have been pleased, my darling. T here's some good in 
your little Odette, you see, after all, though people do say 
such dreadful things about her.” 

Besides, her very admissions—when she madę any—of 
faults which she supposed him to have discovered, served 
Swann as a starting-point for new doubts rather than putting 
an end to theold. For her admissions never exactly coincided 
with his doubts. In vain might Odette expurgate her 
confession of all its essentials, there would remain in the 
accessories something which Swann had never yet imagined, 
which crushed him anew, and would enable him to alter the 
termsof the problem of hisjealousy. And these admissions he 
could never forget. H is soul carried them along, cast them 
aside, then cradled them again in its bosom, likecorpses in a 
river. A nd they poisoned it. 
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Shespoketo him onceof avisitthat ForcheviIlehad paid 
her on the day of the Paris-M urcie Fete. "W hat! you knew 
him as long ago as that? Oh, yes, of course you did," he 
corrected himself, so as not to show that hehad been ignorant 
of thefact. And suddenly hebegan to trembleatthethought 
that, on the day of the Paris-M urcie Fete, when he had 
received from her the letter which he had so carefully 
preserved, she had perhaps been having lunch with 
Forchevilleat the M aison Doree. She swore that she had not. 
"Still, the M aison Doree reminds me of something or other 
which I knew at thetime wasn't true," hepursued, hopingto 
frighten her. “Y es, that I hadn't been thereat all that evening 
when I told you I had just comefrom there, and you'd been 
looking for me at Prevost's,” she replied (judging by his 
manner that he knew) with a firmness that was based not so 
much on cynicism as on timidity, a fear of offending Swann 
which her own self-respect madę her anxious to conceal, and 
a desireto show him that shecould be perfectly frank if she 
chose. A nd so shestruck with all the precision and forceof a 
headsman wielding hisaxe, and yet could notbecharged with 
cruelty sińce she was quite unconscious of hurting him; she 
even laughed, though perhaps, it istrue, chiefly in order not 
to appear chastened or embarrassed."It's quitetrue, I hadn't 
been to the Maison Doree. I was coming away from 
Forcheville's. I really had been to Prevost's—I didn't make 
that up—and hemet me there and asked meto comein and 
look at his prints. But someone else came to see him. I told 
you l'd come from the M aison Doree because I was afraid 
you might be angry with me. It was rather niceof me, really, 
don't you see? Even if I did wrong, at least I 'm telling you all 
about it now, aren't I? W hat would I have to gain by not 
telling you that I lunched with him on the day of the Paris- 
M urcieFete, if it was true? Especially asatthetimewedidn't 
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know one another quite so well as we do now, did we, 
darling?" 

H esmiled back at her with thesudden, craven weakness 
of the shattered creature which these crushing words had 
madę of him. So, even in the months of which he had never 
dared to think again because they had been too happy, in 
those months when she had loved him, she was already lying 
to him! Besides that moment (that first evening on which 
they had "done a cattleya") when she had told him that she 
was coming from the M aison Doree, how many others must 
there have been, each of them also concealing a falsehood of 
which Swann had had no suspicion. H e recalled how she had 
said to him once: "I need only tell M me Verdurin that my 
dress wasn't ready, or that my cab came late. T here's always 
some excuse.” From himself too, probably, many a time 
when she had glibly uttered such words as explain a delay or 
justify an alteration of thehourfixed for a meeting, they must 
have hidden, without his having the least inkling of it at the 
time, an appointment she had with some other man, some 
man to whom she had said: "I need only tell Swann that my 
dress wasn't ready, or that my cab came late. T here's always 
some excuse.” And beneath all his most tender memories, 
beneath thesimplest words that O dette had spoken to him in 
those early days, words which hehad bel ieved asthough they 
were gospel, beneath the daily actions which she had 
recounted to him, beneath the most ordinary places, her 
dressmaker's fiat, the Avenue du Bois, the race-course, he 
could feel (dissembled by virtueof that temporal superfluity 
which, even in days that have been most circumstantially 
accounted for, still leaves a margin of room that may serveas 
a hiding place for certain unconfessed actions), he could feel 
theinsinuation of a possibleundercurrent of falsehood which 
rendered ignobleall that had remained most preciousto him 
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(his happiest evenings, the Rue La Perouse itself, which 
Odettemustconstantly havebeen leaving atother hoursthan 
those of which she told him) everywhere disseminating 
something of theshadowy horror that had gripped him when 
he had heard her admission with regard to the M aison D oree, 
and, like the obscene creatures in the "Desolation of 
N ineveh," shattering stone by stonethewholeedifice of his 
past . . . If, now, he turned away whenever his memory 
repeated the cruel name of the M aison D oree, it was because 
that name recalled to him no longer, as, but recently, at M me 
de Saint-Euverte's party, a happiness which hehad long sińce 
lost, but a misfortune of which he had just become aware. 
T hen it happened with the M aison D oree as it had happened 
with the Island in the Bois, that gradually its nameceased to 
trouble him. For what we suppose to be our love or our 
jealousy isnever a single, continuous and indivisible passion. 
It is composed of an infinity of successive loves, of different 
jealousies, each of which is ephemeral, although by their 
uninterrupted multiplicity they give us the impression of 
continuity, the illusion of unity. T he lifeof Swann's love, the 
fidelity of his jealousy, were formed of the death, the 
infidelity, of innumerabledesires, innumerabledoubts, all of 
which had Odettefor their object. If hehad remained forany 
length of time without seeing her, those that died would not 
have been replaced by others. But the presence of Odette 
continued to sow in Swann's heart alternateseedsof loveand 
suspicion. 

O n certain evenings she would suddenly resume towards 
him an amenity of which she would wam him sternly that he 
must take immediate advantage, under penalty of not seeing 
it repeated for years to come; he must instantly accompany 
her home, to "do a cattleya," and the desire which she 
claimed to have for him was so sudden, so inexplicable, so 
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imperious, the caresses which she lavished on him were so 
demonstrative and so unwonted, that this brutal and 
improbablefondness madę Swann just as unhappy as any lie 
or unkindness. O ne evening when he had thus, in obedience 
to her command, gone horrie with her, and she was 
interspersing her kisses with passionate words, in strange 
contrast to her habitual coldness, he suddenly thought he 
heard a sound; he rosę, searched everywhere and found 
nobody, but hadn't the heart to return to his place by her 
side; whereupon, in the height of fury, she broke a vase and 
said to him: "One can never do anything right with you!" 
And he was left uncertain whether she had not actually had 
some man concealed in the room, whose jealousy she had 
wished to exacerbateor his sensesto inflame. 

Sometimes herepaired to brothelsin thehopeof learning 
something about Odette, although hedared not mention her 
name. "I have a little thing you're surę to like," the bawd 
would greethim, and hewould stay foran hourorso chatting 
gloomily to some poor girl who sat there astonished that he 
went nofurther. O neof them, who wasquiteyoung and very 
pretty, said to him once: "Of course, what l'd like would be 
to find a real friend—then hemight bequitecertain l'd never 
go with any other men again." 

"Really, do you think it possible for a woman to be 
touched by a man's loving her, and never to be unfaithful to 
him?” asked Swann anxiously. 

"W hy, of course! I tali dependson people'scharacters!” 

Swann could not help saying to these girls the sort of 
things that would have delighted the Princesse des L aumes. 
Totheonewhowasin search of afriend hesaid with asmile: 
"But how nice, you'veputon blueeyesto go with yoursash." 

“And you too, you'vegot bluecuffson." 
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"W hat a charming conversation we'rehaving for a place 
of thissort! I'm not boringyou, am I; or keepingyou?” 

"No, l'm notin ahurry. If you'd havebored mel'd have 
said so. But I likehearingyou talk." 

Tm very flattered .. . Aren't wehaving a nicechat?" he 
asked thebawd who had just looked in. 

"W hy, yes, thafsjust what I wassaying to myself, how 
good they're being! But there it is! Peoplecometo my house 
now just to talk. T hePrincewas telling meonly theother day 
that it's far nicer here than at home with his wife. It seems 
that, nowadays, all the society ladies are so flighty; a real 
scandal, I cali it. But I'II leaveyou in peacenow," sheended 
discreetly, and left Swann with thegirl who had theblueeyes. 
But presently he rosę and said good-bye to her. She had 
ceased to interest him, Shedid not know Odette. 

T hepainter having been ill, Dr Cottard recommended a 
sea-voyage. Several of the "faithful" spokeof accompanying 
him. T he Verdurins could not face the prospect of being left 
alone in Paris, so first of all hired and finally purchased a 
yacht; thus Odette went on frequent cruises. W henever she 
had been away for any length of time, Swann would feel that 
he was beginning to detach himself from her, but as though 
this morał distance were proportionate to the physical 
distance between them, whenever he heard that Odette had 
returned to Paris, he could not rest without seeing her. O nce, 
when they had goneaway ostensibly for a month only, either 
they succumbed to a series of temptations, or else M . 
Verdurin had cunningly arranged everything before-hand to 
please his wife, and disdosed his plans to the "faithful" only 
as time went on; at all events, from Algiers they flitted to 
T unis; then to Italy, Greece, Constantinople, Asia M inor. 
They had been absent for nearly a year, and Swann felt 
perfectly ateaseand almost happy. Although M meVerdurin 
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had endeavoured to persuadethepianist and D r Cottard that 
their respective aunt and patients had no need of them, and 
that in any event it was most rash to allow M me Cottard to 
return to Paris which, so M . Verdurin affirmed, was in the 
throes of revolution, she was obliged to grant them their 
li berty at Constantinople. And the painter came home with 
them. One day, shortly after the return of these four 
travellers, Swann, seeing an omnibus for the Luxembourg 
approaching and having some businessthere, hadjumpedon 
it and found himself sitting opposite M me Cottard, who was 
paying a round of visits to people whose "day” it was, in fuli 
fig, with a plumein her hat, a silk dress, a muff, an umbrella- 
sunshade, a card-case, and a pair of white gloves fresh from 
the cleaners. Clothed in these regalia, she would, in fine 
weather, go on foot from one house to another in the same 
neighbourhood, but when she had to proceed to another 
district, would make useof a transfer-ticket on the omnibus. 
Forthefirst minuteortwo, until thenatural amiability of the 
woman broke through the starched surface of the doctor's- 
wife, not being certain, moreover, whether she ought to talk 
to Swann abouttheVerdurins, sheproceeded to hołd forth, in 
her slow, awkward and soft-spoken voice, which every now 
and then was completely drowned by the rattling of the 
omnibus, on topicsselected from those which she had picked 
up and would repeat in each of the score of houses up the 
stairsof which sheclambered in thecourseof an afternoon. 

"I needn't ask you, M . Swann, whether a man so much 
in the swim as yourself has been to the M irlitons to see the 
portrait by M achard which the whole of Paris is rushing to 
see. W ell and what do you think of it? W hose camp are you 
in, those who approve or those who don't? It's the same in 
every house in Paris now, no one talks about anything else 
but M achard's portrait. You aren't smart, you aren't really 
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cultured, you aren't up-to-dateunlessyou givean opinion on 
M achard's portrait." 

Swann having replied that he had not seen this portrait, 
M meCottard wasafraid thatshemight havehurt hisfeelings 
by obliging him to confesstheomission. 

“O h, that's quiteall right! At least you admit it frankly. 
You don't consider yourself disgraced because you haven't 
seen M achard's portrait. I find that most commendable. W ell 
now, I haveseen it. Opinion isdivided, you know, thereare 
some people who find it a bit over-finical, like whipped 
cream, they say; but I think ifsjust ideał. Of course, she's not 
a bit liketheblueand yellow ladies of our friend Biche. But I 
must tell you quite frankly (you'11 think me dreadfully old- 
fashioned, but I always say just what I think), that I don't 
understand his work. I can quite see the good points in his 
portrait of my husband, oh, dear me, yes, and it's certainly 
less odd than most of what he does, but even then he had to 
givethepoor man a bluemoustache! But M achardlj ust listen 
to this now, the husband of thefriend I 'm on my way to see at 
this very moment (which hasgiven methevery great pleasure 
of your company), has promised her that if he is elected to the 
Academy (he's one of the Doctor's colleagues) heli get 
M achard to paint her portrait. There's something to look 
forward to! I haveanother friend who insiststhat she'd rather 
haveLeloir. I 'm only a wretched Philistine, and for all I know 
Leloir may be technically superior to M achard. But I do 
think that the most important thing about a portrait, 
especially when it's going to cost ten thousand francs, is that 
itshould belike, and an agreeablelikeness." 

Having delivered these words, to which she had been 
inspired by the loftiness of her plume, the monogram on her 
card-case, thelittlenumber inked insideeach of her gloves by 
the cleaner, and the embarrassment of speaking to Swann 
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about theVerdurins, M meCottard, seeing that they had still 
a long way to go before they would reach the corner of the 
Rue Bonaparte where the conductor was to set her down, 
listened to the promptings of her heart, which counselled 
other wordsthan these. 

"Your ears must have been burning," she ventured, 
“whilewewereon theyacht with M meVerdurin. W etalked 
about you all thetime." 

Swann was genuinely astonished, for he supposed that 
hisnamewasnever uttered in theVerdurins' presence. 

“You see," M meCottard went on, "M medeCrecy was 
there; need I say morę? W herever Odette is, it's never long 
before she begins talking about you. And you can imagine 
that it's never unfavourably. W hat, you don't believe me!" 
shewenton, noticing that Swann looked sceptical. 

And, carried away by the sincerity of her conviction, 
without putting any sly meaning into the word, which she 
used purely in thesense in which oneemploys it to speak of 
the affection that unites a pair of friends: "W hy, she adores 
you! N o, indeed, I 'm surę it would never do to say anything 
against you when she was about; one would soon be put in 
one's place! W hatever we might bedoing, if we were looking 
at a picture, for instance, she would say, 'If only we had him 
here, he's the man who could tell us whether it's genuine or 
not. T here's no one like him for that.' A nd all day long she 
would besaying, 'W hat can hebedoingjust now? I do hope 
he's doing a little work! It's too dreadful that a fellow with 
such gifts as he has should be so lazy.' (Forgive me, won't 
you.) 'I can see him this very moment; he's thinking of us, 
he's wondering where we are.' Indeed, she madę a remark 
which I found absolutely charming. M . Verdurin asked her, 
'H ow in the world can you see what he's doing, when he's a 
thousand miles away?' And Odette answered, 'Nothing is 
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impossible to the eye of a friend.' N o, I assure you, I 'm not 
saying itjusttoflatteryou; you haveatruefriend in her, such 
as one doesn't often find. I can tell you, besides, that if you 
don't know it you're the only one who doesn't. M me 
Verdurin told me as much herself on our last day with them 
(one talks freely, don't you know, beforea parting), 'I don't 
say that O dette isn't fond of us, but anything that we may say 
to her counts for very little beside what Swann might say.' 
O h, mercy, there's the conductor stopping for me. H ere I ’ve 
been chatting away to you, and would have gone right past 
the Rue Bonaparte and never noticed . .. W III you beso very 
kind as to tell meif my plume is straight?" 

A nd M meCottard withdrew from her muff, to offer it to 
Swann, a white-gloved hand from which there floated, 
together with a transfer-ticket, a vision of high life that 
pervaded the omnibus, blended with the fragrance of newly 
cleaned kid. And Swann felt himself overflowing with 
affection towards her, as well astowards M meVerdurin (and 
almost towards O dette, for the feeling that he now 
entertained for her, being no longer tinged with pain, could 
scarcely be described, now, as love) as from the platform of 
the omnibus hefollowed her with fond eyes as she gallantly 
threaded herway along the Rue Bonaparte, her plume erect, 
her skirt held up in one hand, while in the other she clasped 
her umbrellaand her card-casewith its monogram exposed to 
view, her muff dancing up and down in front of her as she 
went. 

To counterbalance the morbid feelings that Swann 
cherishedforOdette, M meCottard, awiser physician, in this 
case, than ever her husband would have been, had grafted on 
to them others morę normal, feelings of gratitude, of 
friendship, which in Swann's mind would make O dette seem 
morę human (morę like other women, sińce other women 
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could inspire the same feelings in him), would hasten her 
finał transformation back into the Odette, loved with an 
undisturbed affection, who had taken him homeoneevening 
after a revel at the painter's to drink a glass of orangeade with 
Forcheville, the Odette with whom Swann had glimpsed the 
possibility of living in happiness. 

In the past, having often thought with terror that a day 
mustcomewhen hewould ceaseto bein lovewith Odette, he 
had determined to keep a Sharp look-out, and as soon as he 
felt that love was beginning to leave him, to cling to it and 
hołd it back. But now, to the diminution of his love there 
corresponded a simultaneous diminution in his desire to 
remain in love. For a man cannot change, that is to say 
becomeanother person, whilecontinuing to obey thedictates 
of theself which he has ceased to be. Occasionally the name 
glimpsed in a newspaper, of one of the men whom he 
supposed to have been Odette's lovers, reawakened his 
jealousy. But it was very mild, and, inasmuch as it proved to 
him that he had not completely emerged from that period in 
which he had so greatly suffered—but in which he had also 
known so voluptuous a way of feeling— and that the hazards 
of theroad ahead mightstill enablehim to catch an occasional 
furtive, distant glimpseof its beauties, thisjealousy gavehim, 
if anything, an agreeable thrill, as, to the sad Parisian who is 
leaving Venice behind him to return to France, a last 
mosquito proves that Italy and summer are still not too 
remote. But, as a rule, with this particular period of his life 
from which hewas emerging, when hemadean effort, if not 
to remain in it, at leastto obtain a elear view of it whilehestill 
could, he discovered that already it was too late; he would 
have liked to glimpse, as though it were a landscapethat was 
about to disappear, that love from which he had departed; 
but it is so difficult to enter into a State of duality and to 
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present to oneself the lifelike spectacle of a feeling one has 
ceased to possess, that very soon, theclouds gathering in his 
brain, he could see nothing at all, abandoned the attempt, 
took the glasses from his nose and wiped them; and he told 
himself that he would do better to rest for a little, that there 
would be time enough later on, and settled back into his 
corner with theincuriosity, thetorpor of thedrowsy traveller 
who pulls his hat down over his eyes to get somesleep in the 
railway-carriage that is drawing him, he feels, faster and 
faster out of thecountry in which hehas Iived for so long and 
which he had vowed not to allow to slip away from him 
without looking out to bid it a lastfareweli. Indeed, likethe 
same traveller if he does not awake until he has crossed the 
frontier and is back in F rance, when Swann chanced to alight, 
close at hand, on proof that ForcheviIle had been Odette's 
lover, he realised that it caused him no pain, that love was 
now far behind, and he regretted that he had had no warning 
of the moment when he had emerged from it for ever. And 
justas, before kissing O dettefor the first time, hehad sought 
to imprint upon his memory the face that for so long had 
been familiar before it was altered by the additional memory 
of their kiss, so he could havewished— in thought at least—to 
have been able to bid farewell, while she still existed, to the 
O dette who had aroused his love and jealousy, to the O dette 
who had caused him to suffer, and whom now hewould never 
seeagain. 

FI ewas mistaken. FI ewas destined to seeheronceagain, 
afew weeks later. It was while he was asleep, in thetwilightof 
a dream. FI ewas wal king with M meVerdurin, D r Cottard, a 
young man in a fez whom hefailed to identify, the painter, 
O dette, Napoleon III and my grandfather, along a path 
which followed the linę of the coast, and overhung the sea, 
now at a great height, now by a few feet only, so that they 



SWANN IN LOVE 


517 


werecontinually going up and down. T hoseof the party who 
had reached the downward slope were no longer visible to 
those who were still climbing; what little daylight yet 
remained was failing, and it seemed as though they were 
about to be shrouded in darkness. From time to time the 
waves dashed against the edge, and Swann could feel on his 
cheek a shower of freezing spray. Odettetold him to wipe it 
off, but he could not, and felt confused and helpless in her 
company, as well as because he was in his nightshirt. He 
hoped that, in the darkness, this might pass unnoticed; M me 
Verdurin, however, fixed her astonished gazę upon him for 
an endless moment, during which he saw her face change 
shape, her nosegrow longer, whilebeneath ittheresprouted a 
heavy moustache. Heturned round to look at Odette; her 
cheeks were pale, with little red spots, her featuresdrawn and 
ringed with shadows; but she looked back at him with eyes 
welling with affection, ready to detach themselves liketears 
and to fali upon his face, and hefeltthat heloved herso much 
that he would have liked to carry her off with him at once. 
Suddenly Odette tumed her wrist, glanced at a tiny watch, 
and said: "I must go." Shetook leaveof everyonein the same 
formal manner, without taking Swann aside, without telling 
him where they were to meet that evening, or next day. H e 
dared not ask; he would have liked to follow her, but he was 
obliged, without turning back in her direction, to answer with 
asmilesomequestion from M meVerdurin; buthisheartwas 
frantically beating, he felt that he now hated Odette, he 
would gladly have gouged out those eyes which a moment 
ago hehad loved so much, havecrushed thoseflaccid cheeks. 
H econtinued to climb with M me Verdurin, that is to say to 
draw further away with each step from Odette, who was 
going downhill in theother di rection. A second passed and it 
was many hours sińce she had left them. The painter 
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remarked to Swann that Napoleon III had slipped away 
immediately after Odette. "They had obviously arranged it 
between them," he added. "T hey must have met at the foot 
of the cliff, but they didn't want to say good-bye together 
because of appearances. She is his mistress.” The strange 
young man burst into tears. Swann tried to console him. 
"After all, she's quite right," he said to the young man, 
drying hiseyesfor him and taking off thefez to make him feel 
moreatease. "I'veadvised hertodoitdozensoftimes. W hy 
be so distressed? H e was obviously the man to understand 
her.” So Swann reasoned with himself, for the young man 
whom he had failed at first to identify was himself too; like 
certain novelists, he had distributed his own personality 
between two characters, the one who was dreaming the 
dream, and another whom hesaw in front of him sporting a 
fez, 

As for Napoleon III, it was to ForcheviIle that some 
vague association of ideas, then a certain modification of the 
baron's usual physiognomy, and lastly the broad ribbon of 
theL egion of H onour across his breast, had madę Swann give 
that name; in reality, and in everything that the person who 
appeared in his dream represented and recalled to him, it was 
indeed ForcheviIle. For, from an incompleteand changing set 
of images, Swann in hissleep drew falsedeductions, enjoying 
at the same ti me, momentarily, such a creative power that he 
was ableto reproduce himself by asimpleact of division, like 
certain lower organisms; with the warmth that hefelt in his 
own palm hemodelled thehollow of a strange hand which he 
thought he was clasping, and out of feelings and impressions 
of which he was not yet conscious he brought about sudden 
vicissitudes which, by a chain of logical sequences, would 
produce, at specific points in his dream, the person required 
to receivehis loveorto startlehim awake, In an instant night 
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grew black about him; atocsin sounded, peopleran past him, 
escapingfrom their blazing houses; hecould hearthethunder 
of the surging waves, and also of his own heart, which with 
equal violence was anxiously beating in his breast. Suddenly 
the speed of these palpitations redoubled, he felt an 
inexplicable pain and nausea. A peasant, dreadfully burned, 
flung at him as he passed: "Come and ask Charlus where 
Odette spent the night with her friend. H e used to go about 
with her in the past, and shetells him everything. It wasthey 
who started thefire." It was his valet, come to awaken him, 
and saying: 

"Sir, it's eight o'clock, and the barber is here. I 've told 
him to cali again in an hour." 

But these words, as they plunged through the waves of 
sleep in which Swann was submerged, did not reach his 
consciousness without undergoing that refraction which 
turns a ray of light in the depths of water into another sun; 
justas, a moment earlier, thesound of thedoor-beli, swelling 
in the depths of his abyss of sleep into the clangour of a 
tocsin, had engendered the episode of the fire. M eanwhile, 
thescenery of his dream-stagescattered into dust, heopened 
hiseyes, and heard forthelasttimetheboom of a wavein the 
sea, now distant. Hetouched hischeek. It wasdry. And yet 
he remembered the Sting of the cold spray, and the taste of 
salt on hislips. H eroseand dressed himself. H ehad madethe 
barber come early because he had written the day before to 
my grandfather to say that he was going to Combray that 
afternoon, having learned that M me de Cambremer— M Ile 
Legrandin that had been—was spending a few days there. 
The association in his memory of her young and charming 
face with a countryside he had not visited for so long offered 
him acombined attraction which had madę him decideat last 
to leave Parisfor a while. As thedifferent circumstances that 
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bring usinto contactwith certain peopledo not coincidewith 
the period in which we are in love with them, but, 
overlapping it, may occur before love has begun, and may be 
repeated after it has ended, the earliest appearances in our 
lives of a person who is destined to take our fancy later on 
assume retrospectively in our eyes a certain value as an 
indication, a warning, a presage. It was in this fashion that 
Swann had often reverted in his mind to the image of O dette 
encountered in thetheatre on that first evening when he had 
nothought of ever seeing her again—and that henow recalled 
the party at M me de Saint-Euverte's at which he had 
introduced General de FroberviIle to M me de Cambremer. 
So manifold are our interests in lifethat it is not uncommon, 
on theself-sameoccasion, for thefoundations of a happiness 
which does not yet existto belaid down simultaneously with 
the aggravation of a grief from which we are still suffering. 
And doubtlessthiscould haveoccurred to Swann elsewhere 
than at M me de Saint-Euverte's. Who indeed can say 
whether, in the event of his having gone elsewhere that 
evening, other happinesses, other griefs might not havecome 
to him, which later would haveappeared to him to havebeen 
inevitable? But what did seem to him to have been inevitable 
was what had indeed taken place, and he was not far short of 
seeing something providential in thefact that he had decided 
to go to M me de Saint-Euverte's that evening, because his 
mind, anxious to admire the richness of invention that life 
shows, and incapable of facing a difficult problem for any 
length of time, such as deciding what was most to be wished 
for, cameto theconclusion that thesufferings through which 
he had passed that evening, and the pleasures, as yet 
unsuspected, which were already germinating there—the 
exact balance between which was too difficult to establish— 
were linked by a sort of concatenation of necessity. 
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But while, an hour after his awakening, he was giving 
instructions to the barber to see that his stiffly brushed hair 
should not becoimedisarranged on thejourney, hethought of 
hisdream again, and saw onceagain, ashehad feltthem close 
besidehim, O dette's pal lid complexion, hertoo thin cheeks, 
her drawn features, her tired eyes, all thethings which—in 
the course of those successive bursts of affection which had 
madę of his enduring love for O dette a long obiivion of the 
first impression that he had formed of her— he had ceased to 
notice sińce the early days of their intimacy, days to which 
doubtless, while he slept, his memory had returned to seek 
their exact sensation. And with the old, intermittent 
caddishness which reappeared in him when he was no longer 
unhappy and his morał standards dropped accordingly, he 
exclaimed to himself: "T o think that I 've wasted years of my 
life, that I ’ve longed to die, that I ’ve experienced my greatest 
love, for a woman who didn't appeal to me, who wasn't even 
my type!" 




Part T hree 


PLACE-NAM ES-THE NAM E 

A mong the rooms which used most commonly to take 
shapein my mind during my nightsof sleeplessness, there 
was nonę that differed morę utterly from the rooms at 
Combray, thickly powdered with the motes of an 
atmosphere granular, pollinated, edibleand devout, than 
my room in the G rand H ótel de la Plagę, at Balbec, the 
ripolin-painted walIs of which enclosed, like the polished 
sides of a bathing-pool in which the water glows blue, a 
finer air, pure, azure-tinted, salinę. The Bavarian 
upholsterer who had been entrusted with thefurnishing of 
this hotel had varied hisschemeof decoration in different 
rooms, and in that which I found myself occupying had 
set against the wal Is, on three sides of it, a series of Iow 
book-cases with glassfronts, in which, according to where 
they stood, by a law of naturę which he had not perhaps 
foreseen, was reflected this or that section of the 
everchanging view of thesea, so that the wal Is were lined 
with a frieze of sea-scapes, interrupted only by the 
polished mahogany of the actual shelves. So much so that 
the whole room had the appearance of one of those model 
bedrooms which are to be seen in exhibitions of modern 
housing, decorated with works of art calculated by their 
designer to gladden the eyes of whoever may ultimately 
sleep therein, the subjects being in keeping with the 
locality and surroundings of the houses for which the 
rooms are planned. 

And yet nothingcould havediffered morę utterly, either, 
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from the real Balbec than that other Balbec of which I had 
often dreamed, on stoimy days, when the wind was so strong 
that F rango i se, as shetook meto theChamps-Elysees, would 
advise me not to walk too close to the walIs or I might have 
my head knocked off by a fal ling siatę, and would recount to 
me, with many a groan, the terrible disasters and shipwrecks 
that were reported in the newspaper. I longed for nothing 
morę than to behold a stormy sea, less as a mighty spectacle 
than as a momentary revelation of the true life of naturę; or 
rather there were for me no mighty spectacles save those 
which I knew to be not artificially composed for my 
entertainment, but necessary and unalterable— the beauty of 
landscapes or of great works of art. I was curious and eager to 
know only what I believed to be morę real than myself, what 
had for me the supreme merit of showing me a fragment of 
the mind of a great genius, or of the force or the grace of 
naturę as it appeared when left entirely to itself, without 
human interference. J ust as the beautiful sound of her voice, 
reproduced by itself on thegramophone, would never console 
one for the loss of one's mother, so a mechanical imitation of 
a storm would have left me as cold as did the illuminated 
fountains at the Exhibition. I required also, if the storm was 
to be absolutely genuine, that theshorefrom which I watched 
it should be a natural shore, not an embankment recently 
constructed by a municipality. Besides, naturę, by virtueof 
all thefeelings that it aroused in me, seemed to methething 
most diametrically opposed to the mechanical inventions of 
mankind. The less it borę their imprint, the morę room it 
offered for theexpansion of my heart. A nd, as it happened, I 
had preserved thenameof Balbec, which Legrandin had cited 
to us, as that of a seaside place in the very midst of "that 
funereal coast, famed for the number of its wrecks, swathed, 
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for six months of theyear, in a shroud of fog and flying foaim 
from thewaves.” 

"Y ou still feel there beneath your feet,” he had told me, 
"far morethan at Finistere itself (and even though hotels are 
now being superimposed upon it, without power, however, to 
modify that oldest ossature of the earth) you feel there that 
you areactually attheland'send of France, of Europę, of the 
O Id World. And it is the ultimate encampment of the 
fishermen, theheirsof all thefishermen who havelived sińce 
the world's beginning, facing theeverlasting kingdom of the 
sea-fogs and shadowsof the night.” 

O neday when, at Combray, I had spoken of this seaside 
resort of Balbec in thepresenceof M . Swann, hopingto learn 
from him whether it wasthebest point to selectfor seeing the 
most violent storms, he had replied: "Yes indeed I know 
Balbec! T hechurch there, built in thetwelfth and thirteenth 
centuries, and still half Romanesque, is perhaps the most 
curious example to be found of our N orman G othic, and so 
singular that one is tempted to describe it as Persian in its 
inspiration." 

And that region which, until then, had seemed to meto 
be nothing else than a part of immemorial naturę, that had 
remained contemporaneous with the great phenomena of 
geology— and as remote from human history as the Ocean 
itself or the G reat Bear, with its wild race of fishermen for 
whom no morę than for their whales had there been any 
M iddle A ges— it had been agreatjoy to meto seeitsuddenly 
take its place in the order of the centuries, with a stored 
consciousness of the Romanesque epoch, and to know that 
the G othic trefoil had cometo diversify thosewild rockstoo 
at the appointed time, likethosefrail but hardy plants which 
in the Polar regions, when spring returns, scatter their stars 
about the eternal snows. A nd if G othic art brought to those 
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places and people an Identification which otherwise they 
lacked, they too conferred one upon it in return. I tried to 
picture how those fishermen had lived, the timid and 
undreamt-of experiment in social relations which they had 
attempted there, clustered upon a promontory of theshores 
of Heli, at the foot of the cliffs of death; and Gothic art 
seemed to me a morę living thing now that, detached from 
the towns in which until then I had always imagined it, I 
could see how, in a particular instance, upon a reef of savage 
rocks, it had taken root and grown until it flowered in a 
tapering spire. I was taken to see reproductions of the most 
famous of the statues at Balbec—the shaggy, snub-nosed 
Apostles, the Virgin from the porch—and I could scarcely 
breathe for joy at the thought that I might myself, one day, 
see them stand out in relief against the eternal briny fog. 
Thereafter, on delightful, stormy February nights, the 
wind—breathing into my heart, which it shook no less 
violently than the chimney of my bedroom, the project of a 
visit to Balbec—blended in me the desire for Gothic 
architectureaswell asforastorm uponthesea. 

I should have liked to take, the very next day, thefine, 
generous 1.22 train, whose hour of departure I could never 
read without a palpitating heart on the railway company's 
bilIs or in advertisements for circular tours: it seemed to me 
to cut, at a precise point in every afternoon, a delectable 
groove, a mysterious mark, from which the diverted hours 
still led, of course, towards evening, towards tomorrow 
morning, but an evening and morning which one would 
behold, not in Paris, but in one of those towns through which 
the train passed and among which it allowed one to choose; 
for it stopped at Bayeux, at Coutances, at Vitre, at 
Questambert, at Pontorson, at Balbec, at Lannion, at 
Lamballe, at Benodet, at Pont-Aven, at Quimperle, and 
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progressed magnificently overloaded with proffered names 
among which I did not know theoneto choose, so impossible 
was itto sacrificeany. Buteven without waiting till nextday, 

I could, by dressing with ail speed, leave Paris that very 
evening, should my parents permit, and arrive at Balbec as 
dawn spread westward over the raging sea, from whose 
driven foam I would seek shelter in that church in the Persian 
style. But at the approach of the Easter holidays, when my 
parents had promised to let me spend them for once in the 
N orth of Italy, suddenly, in place of thosedreamsof tempests 
by which I had been entirely possessed, not wishing to see 
anything but waves dashing in from ail sides, mounting ever 
higher, upon thewildestof coasts, besidechurches as rugged 
and precipitous as cliffs, in whose towers the sea-birds would 
be wailing, suddenly, effacing them, taking away all their 
charm, excluding them because they were its opposite and 
could only have weakened its effect, was substituted in me 
the converse dream of the most colourful of springs, not the 
spring of Combray, which still pricked sharply with all the 
needle-points of the winter's frost, but that which already 
covered themeadowsof F iesolewith liliesand anemones, and 
gave F lorence a dazzling golden background likethosein Fra 
Angelico's pictures. From that moment onwards, only 
sunlight, perfumes, colours, seemed to meof any worth; for 
thisalternation of imageshad effected achangeof front in my 
desire, and—as abrupt as those that occur sometimes in 
musie—a complete change of key in my sensibility. Then it 
came about that a simple atmospheric variation was sufficient 
to provoke in me that modulation, without there being any 
need for meto await the return of a season. For often in one 
we find a day that has strayed from another, that makes us 
live in that other, evokes at once and makes us long for its 
particular pleasures, and interrupts the dreams that we were 
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in process of weaving, by inserting out of itstum, too early or 
too late, this leaf tom from another chapter in the 
interpolated calendar of Happiness. But soon, in the same 
way as those natural phenomena from which our comfort or 
our health can derive but an accidental and all too modest 
benefit until theday when sciencetakes control of them and, 
producing them at will, places in our hands the power to 
order their appearance, free from the tutelage and 
independent of the mandate of chance, so the production of 
these dreams of the Atlantic and of Italy ceased to depend 
exclusively upon the changes of the seasons and of the 
weather. I need only, to make them reappear, pronouncethe 
names Balbec, Venice, F lorence, within whose syllables had 
gradually accumulated the longing inspired in me by the 
places for which they stood, Even in spring, to comeupon the 
nameBalbec in a book sufficed to awaken in methedesirefor 
storms at sea and for N orman G othic; even on a stormy day 
the name F lorence or Venice would awaken the desire for 
sunshine, for lilies, for the Pałace of the Doges and for Santa 
M ariadel Fiore. 

But if these names thus permanently absorbed the image 
I hadformed of these towns, it was only by transforming that 
image, by subordinating its reappearance in meto their own 
special laws; and in consequence of this they madę it morę 
beautiful, but at the same time morę different from anything 
that the towns of N ormandy or T uscany could in reality be, 
and, by increasing the arbitrary delights of my imagination, 
aggravated thedisenchantment that was in storę for me when 
I set out upon my travels. T hey magnified the idea that I had 
formed of certain places on the surface of the globe, making 
them morę special and in consequence morę real. I did not 
then represent to myself cities, landscapes, historical 
monuments, as morę or less attractive pictures, cut out here 
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and there of a substance that was common to them all, but 
looked on each of them as on an unknown thing, different in 
essence from all the rest, a thing for which my soul thirsted 
and which it would profit from knowing. How much morę 
individual still was the character they assumed from being 
designated by names, names that werefor themselves alone, 
proper names such as people have! W ords present to us a 
little picture of things, elear and familiar, like the pictures 
hung on the walIs of schoolrooms to give children an 
illustration of what is meant by acarpenter'sbench, a bird, an 
anthill, thingschosen astypical of everything elseof thesame 
sort. But names present to us—of persons, and of towns 
which they accustom us to regard as individual, as unique, 
like persons—a confused picture, which draws from them, 
from the brightness or darkness of their tonę, the colour in 
which it is uniformly painted, like one of those posters, 
entirely blue or entirely red, in which, on account of the 
limitations imposed by the process used in their reproduction 
or by a whim on thedesigner's part, not only thesky and the 
sea are blue or red, but the ships and the church and the 
people in the streets. T he name of Parma, one of the towns 
that I most longed to visit after reading the Chartreuse, 
seeming to me compact, smooth, violet-tinted and soft, if 
anyone were to speak of such or such a house in Parma in 
which I should belodged, he would give me the pleasureof 
thinking that I was to inhabit a dwelling that was compact, 
smooth, violet-tinted and soft, that borę no relation to the 
houses in any other town in Italy, sińce I could imagine it 
only by the aid of that heavy first syllabie of the name of 
Parma, in which no breath of air stirs, and of all that I had 
madę it assume of Stendhalian sweetness and the reflected 
hue of violets. And when I thought of Florence it was of a 
town miraculously scented and flower-like, sińce it was called 
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the City of the Lilies, and its cathedral, Our Lady of the 
Flower. A sfor Balbec, it was one of thosenames in which, as 
on an old piece of N orman pottery that still keepsthecolour 
of the earth from which it was fashioned, one sees depicted 
still the representation of some long-abolished custom, of 
somefeudal right, of the former status of some Iocality, of an 
obsolete way of pronouncing the language which had shaped 
and wedded its incongruous syllables and which I never 
doubted that I should find spoken there even by the inn- 
keeper who would serve me coffee on my arrival, taking me 
down to watch theturbulent sea in front of thechurch, and to 
whom I would ascribe the disputatious, solemn and 
mediaeval aspect of somecharacter in an old romance. 

If my health had grown stronger and my parents allowed 
me, if not actually to go down to stay at Balbec, at least to 
take, just once, in order to become acquainted with the 
architectureand landscapesof N ormandy or of Brittany, that 
1.22 train into which I had so often clambered in 
imagination, I should have wished to stop, for preference, at 
the most beautiful of its towns; but in vain did I compare and 
contrast them—how to choose, any morę than between 
individual persons who are not interchangeable, between 
Bayeux, so lofty in its noblecoronet of russet lacework, whose 
pinnaclewas illumined by the old gold of itssecond syllable; 
Vitre, whose acute accent barred its ancient glass with 
wooden lozenges; gentle L amballe, whose whiteness ranged 
from egg-shell yellow to pearl grey; Coutances, a Norman 
cathedral which its finał consonants, rich and yellowing, 
crowned with a tower of butter; L annion with the rumbling 
noise, in the silence of its village Street, of a coach with a fly 
buzzing after it; Questambert, Pontorson, ridiculous and 
nai've, whitefeathers and yellow beaks strewn along the road 
to those well-watered and poetic spots; Benodet, a name 
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scarcely moored that the river seemed to be striving to drag 
down into thetangleof itsalgae; Pont-Aven, pink-whiteflash 
of the wing of a lightly posed coif, tremulously reflected in 
the greenish waters of a canal; Quimperle, morę firmly 
anchored, ever sińce the M iddle A ges, among its babbling 
rivulets threading their pearls in a grey iridescence like the 
pattern madę, through thecobwebs on a church window, by 
rays of sunlight changed into blunted points of tarnished 
silver? 

These images were false for another reason also— 
namely, that they were necessarily much simplified. 
Doubtless whatever it was that my imagination aspired to, 
that my senses took in only incompletely and without any 
immediate pleasure, I had committed to the safe custody of 
names; doubtless, because I had accumulated there a storę of 
dreams, those names now magnetised my desires; but names 
themselves are not very comprehensive; the most that I could 
do was to includein each of them twoorthreeof theprincipal 
"curiosities” of thetown, which would liethereside by side, 
without intermediary; in the name of Balbec, as in the 
magnifying glasses set in those penholders which one buys at 
seaside places, I could distinguish waves surging round a 
church built in the Persian style. Perhaps, indeed, the 
enforced si mplicity of these i mages was one of the reasons for 
the hołd that they had over me. W hen myfatherhad decided, 
one year, that we should go for the Easter holidays to 
F lorence and Venice, not finding room to introduce into the 
name of F lorence the elements that ordinarily constitute a 
town, I was obliged to evolve a supernatural city from the 
impregnation by certain vernal scents of what I supposed to 
be, in its essentials, the genius of Giotto. At most—and 
because one can not makea nameextend much further in time 
than in space—like some of Giotto's paintings themselves 
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which show us at two separate moments the same person 
engaged in different actions, here lying in his bed, there 
getting ready to mount his horse, the name of F lorence was 
divided into two compartments. In one, beneath an 
architectural canopy, I gazed at a fresco over which waspartly 
drawn a curtain of morning sunlight, dusty, obiique and 
gradually spreading; in the other (for, sińce 1 thought of 
namesnotasan inaccessibleideal butasareal andenveloping 
atmosphere into which I was about to plunge, the life not yet 
lived, the life, intact and pure, which I enclosed in them gave 
to the most materiał pleasures, to the simplest scenes, the 
sameattraction thatthey havein theworks of the P ri mitives), 

I moved swiftly— the quicker to arrive at the Iunch-table that 
was spread for me with fruit and a fiask of C hianti— across a 
Ponte Vecchio heaped with jonquils, narcissi and anemones. 
That (even though I was still in Paris) was what I saw, and 
not what was actually round about me. Even from the 
simplest, the most realistic point of view, thecountries which 
welongforoccupy, atany given moment, afarlarger place in 
our actual life than the country in which we happen to be. 
Doubtless, if, at that time, I had paid morę attention to what 
was in my mind when I pronounced the words "going to 
Florence, to Parma, to Pisa, to Venice,” I should have 
realised that what I saw was in no sense a town, but 
something as different from anything that I knew, something 
as delicious, as might be, for a human race whose whole 
existencehad passed in aseries of late winter afternoons, that 
inconceivable marvel, a morning in spring. These images, 
unreal, fixed, always alike, filling all my nights and days, 
differentiated this period in my life from those which had 
gonebeforeit (and might easily havebeen confused with it by 
an observer who saw things only from without, that is to say 
who saw nothing), as in an opera a melodie theme introduces 
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a novel atmosphere which onecould never have suspected if 
one had done no morethan read the libretto, still less if one 
had remained outside the theatre counting only the minutes 
as they passed. A nd besides, even from the point of view of 
mere quantity, in our lives the days are not all equal. T o get 
through each day, naturesthat areat all highly strong, as was 
minę, are equipped, like motor-cars, with different gears. 
T herearemountainous, arduousdays, up which onetakesan 
infinitetimeto climb, and downward-sloping days which one 
can descend at fuli tilt, singing as one goes. During this 
month—in which I turned over and over in my mind, like a 
tune of which one never tires, these visions of F lorence, 
Venice, Pisa, of which the desire that they excited in me 
retained something as profoundly personal as if it had been 
love, love for a person—I never ceased to believe that they 
corresponded to a reality independent of myself, and they 
madę me conscious of as glorious a hope as could have been 
cherished by a C hristian in the primitive age of faith on the 
eveof hisentry into Paradise. Thus, without my paying any 
heed tothecontradiction that there was in my wishingto look 
at and to touch with the organs of my senses what had been 
elaborated by the spell of my dreams and not perceived by 
my senses at all—though all the morę tempting to them, in 
consequence, morę different from anything that they knew— 
it was that which recalled to me the reality of these visions 
that most inflamed my desire, by seeming to offer the 
promisethat it would begratified. A nd for all that the motive 
forceof my exaltation was a longingfor aestheticenjoyments, 
the guide-books ministered even morę to it than books on 
aesthetics, and, moreagain than the guide-books, therailway 
time-tables. W hat moved me was the thought that this 
Florence which I could see, so near and yet inaccessible, in 
my imagination, if thejourney which separated itfrom me, in 
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myself, was not a viable one, could yet be reached 
circuitously were I to takethe plain, terrestrial route. T rue, 
when I repeated to myself, giving thus a special valuetowhat 
I was goi ng to see, that Venicewasthe"School of Giorgione, 
the home of T itian, the most complete museurri of the 
domestic architectureof theM iddleAges," I felt happy. But 
I washappierstill when, out on an errand and walking briskly 
on account of the weather, which, after several days of a 
precocious spring, had relapsed into winter (like the weather 
we invariably found awaiting us at Combray in Holy 
Week)—seeing on the boulevards that the chestnut-trees, 
though plunged in a glacial atmospherethat soaked through 
them like water, were nonę the less beginning, punctual 
guests, arrayed already for the party and admitting no 
discouragement, to shape and chisel and curve in its frozen 
lumps the irrepressible verdure whose steady growth the 
abortive power of the cold might hinder but could not 
succeed in restraining—I reflected that already the Ponte 
Vecchio was heaped high with an abundance of hyacinths 
and anemones, and that the spring sunshine was already 
ti ngei ng the watersof the Grand Canal with sodeep an azure 
and such noble emeralds that when they washed against the 
foot of a T itian painting they could vie with it in therichness 
of their colouring. I could no longer contain myself for joy 
when my father, in the intervals of tapping the barometer and 
complaining of the cold, began to look out which were the 
best trains, and when I understood that by making one's way 
after luncheon into the coal-grimed laboratory, the wizard's 
celi that undertook to contrive a complete transmutation of 
its surroundings, onecould wakeup next morning in the city 
of marbleand gold, "its walls embellished with jasper and its 
streets paved with emeralds." So that it and the City of the 
L ilies were not just artificial scenes which I could set up at 



PLACE-NAM ES-THE NAM E 


535 


will in front of my imagination, but existed a certain distance 
from Paris which must inevitably betraversed if I wished to 
seethem, at a particular place on theearth'ssurfaceand at no 
other—in a word, wereentirely real. T hey becameeven morę 
real to mewhen my father, by saying, "W ell, you can stay in 
Venice from the 20th to the 29th, and reach F lorence on 
Easter morning," madę them both emerge, no longer only 
from theabstraction of Space, but from that imaginary T ime 
in which we place not one journey at a time but others 
simultaneously, without too much agitation sińce they are 
only possibilities—that Time which reconstructs itself so 
effectively that one can spend it again in one town after one 
has already spent it in another—and assigned to them some 
of those actual, calendar days which are the certificates of 
authenticity of the objects on which they are spent, for these 
uniquedays areconsumed by being used, they do not return, 
one cannot live them again here when one has lived them 
there. I felt that it was towards the week that would begin 
with the M onday on which the laundress was to bring back 
the white waistcoat I had stained with ink that they were 
hastening to absorb themselves, on emerging from that ideał 
T ime in which they did not yet exist— those two queens of 
cities of which I was soon to be able, by the most thrilling 
ki nd of geometry, to i nscri be the domes and towers on a page 
of myown life. Butl wasstill only on theway to thesupreme 
pinnacleof happiness; I reached itfinally (for not until then 
did the revelation burst upon me that on the clattering 
streets, reddened by the light reflected from Giorgione's 
frescoes, it was not, as I had continued to imaginedespiteso 
many admonitions, men "majestic and terrible as the sea, 
bearing armourthatgleamed with bronzebeneath thefoldsof 
their blood-red cloaks” who would be wal king in Venicenext 
week, on Easter eve, but that I myself might be the minutę 
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personage whom, in an enlarged photograph of St M ark's 
that had been lent to me, the illustrator had portrayed, in a 
bowler hat, in front of the portico) when I heard my father 
say: "It must bepretty cold, still, on theG rand Canal; you'd 
do well, just in case, to pack your winter greatcoat and your 
thick suit." At these words I was raised to a sort of ecstasy; I 
felt myself— something I had until then deemed 
impossible— to be penetrating indeed between those "rocks 
of amethyst, like a reef in the Indian Ocean"; by a supreme 
muscular effort, far in excess of my real strength, divesting 
myself, as of a Shell that served no purpose, of the air in my 
own room which surrounded me, I replaced it by an equal 
quantity of Venetian air, that marinę atmosphere, 
indescribable and peculiar as the atmosphere of dreams, 
which my imagination had secreted in the nameof Venice; I 
felt myself undergoing a miraculous disincarnation, which 
was at onceaccompanied by that vaguedesireto vomit which 
one feels when one has developed a very sore throat; and I 
had to be put to bed with a fever so persistent that the doctor 
declared not only that a visit now to F lorence and V en i ce was 
absolutely out of the question, but that, even when I had 
completely recovered, I must for at least a year give up all 
ideaof travelling and bekeptfrom anything that was liableto 
excite me. 

And alas, he also imposed a formal ban on my being 
allowed togotothetheatretohear Berma. T hesublimeartist 
whosegenius Bergottehad proclaimed might, by introducing 
me to something else that was perhaps as important and 
beautiful, haveconsoled me for not having been to F lorence 
and Venice, for not going to Balbec. M y parents had to be 
content with sending meevery day to theChamps-Elysees, in 
the custody of a person who would see that I did not tire 
myself; this person being noneotherthan F ranęoise, who had 
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entered our serviceafter thedeath of my aunt Leonie. Going 
totheChamps-ElyseesI found unendurable. If only Bergotte 
had described theplacein oneof his books, I should no doubt 
have longed to get to know it, like so many things else of 
which a simulacrum had first found its way into my 
imagination. This breathed life into them, gave them a 
personality, and I sought then to rediscover them in reality; 
but in this public garden there was nothing that attached 
itself to my dreams. 

O ne day, as I was bored with our usual place beside the 
roundabout, Franęoise had taken me for an excursion— 
across the frontier guarded at regular intervals by the little 
bastions of the barley-sugar women—into those 
neighbouring but foreign regions where the faces of the 
passers-by were strange, where the goat-carriage went past; 
then she had gone back to collect her things from her chair 
that stood with its back to a shrubbery of laurels. W hile I 
waited for her I was pacing the broad lawn of meagre, close- 
cropped, sun-baked grass, dominated, at its far end, by a 
statuę rising from a fountain, in front of which a little girl 
with reddish hair was playing battledore and shuttlecock, 
when from thepath another little girl, who was puttingon her 
coat and covering up her racquet, called out sharply: "Good- 
bye, Gilberte, l'm going home now; don't forget we're 
coming to you thisevening, after dinner.” T henameG ilberte 
passed close by me, evoking all the morę forcefully the girl 
whom it labelled in that it did not merely refer to her, as one 
speaks of someone in his absence, but was directly addressed 
to her; it passed thus close by me, in action so to speak, with a 
force that increased with the curve of its trajectory and the 
proximity of its target— carrying in itswake, I could feel, the 
knowledge, the impressions concerning her to whom it was 
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addressed that belonged not to me but to the friend who 
called it out, everything that, as she uttered the words, she 
recalled, or at least possessed in her memory, of their daily 
intimacy, of the visits that they paid to each other, of that 
unknown existence which was all the morę inaccessible, all 
the morę painful to mefrom being, conversely, sofamiliar, so 
tractableto this happy girl who let it brush past me without 
my being ableto penetrate it, who flung it on the air with a 
light-hearted ery— wafting through the air the exquisite 
emanation which it had distilled, by touching them with the 
utmost precision, from certain invisible points in M Ile 
Swann's life, from the evening to come, just as it would be, 
after dinner, at her home—forming, on its celestial passage 
through the midst of the children and their nursemaids, a 
little cloud, delicately coloured, resembling one of those 
clouds that, billowing over a Poussin landscape, reflect 
minutely, likea cloud in the opera teeming with chariots and 
horses, some apparition of the life of the gods—casting, 
finally, on that ragged grass, at the spot where it was at one 
and the same ti me a scrap of withered lawn and a moment in 
theafternoon of the fair battledore player (who continued to 
launch and retrieve her shuttlecock until a governess with a 
bluefeather in her hat had cal led her away) a marvellous little 
band of light, the colour of heliotrope, impalpable as a 
reflection and superimposed like a carpet on which I could 
not help but drag my lingering, nostalgie and deseerating 
feet, while Franęoise shouted: "Come on, do up your coat 
and let's elear off!" and I remarked for the first time how 
common her speech was, and that she had, alas, no blue 
feather in her hat. 

But would 5/7ecome back to theChamps-Elysees? N ext 
day she was not there; but I saw her on the following days, 
and spent all my time revolving round the spot where she 



PLACE-NAM ES-THE NAM E 


539 


played with her friends, to such effect that once, when they 
found that there were not enough of them to make up a 
prisoner's base, she sent one of them to ask me if I cared to 
complete their side, and from that day I played with her 
whenever shecame. Butthisdid not happen every day; there 
were days when she was prevented from coming by her 
lessons, by her catechism, by atea-party, by thewholeof that 
life, separated from my own, which twice only, condensed 
into the name G ilberte, I had felt pass so painfully close to 
me, in the hawthorn lane near Combray and on the grass of 
the Champs-Elysees. On such days she would tell us in 
advancethat we would not beseeing her; if it was becauseof 
her lessons, she would say:" I t's too tiresome, I shan't beable 
to come tomorrow; you'11 all be enjoying yourselves here 
without me," with an air of regret which to some extent 
consoled me; if, on theother hand, she had been invited to a 
party, and I, not knowing this, asked her whether she was 
coming to play with us, she would reply: "I should jolly well 
hope not! I hope M amma will let me go to my friend's." But 
on these days I did at least know that I would not see her, 
whereas on others, without any warning, her mother would 
take her shopping, and next day she would say: "Oh, yes! I 
went out with M amma," as though it had been the most 
natural thing in the world, and not the greatest possible 
misfortunefor someoneelse, T here were also the days of bad 
weather on which her governess, afraid on her own account of 
the rai n, would not bring G ilberte to the Champs-Elysees. 

And so, if the sky was overcast, from early morning I 
would not ceaseto examine it, observing all the omens. If I 
saw the lady opposite putting on her hat beside her window, I 
would say to myself: "T hat lady is going out; so it must be 
weather in which onecan go out. W hy shouldn't G ilberte do 
the same as that lady?” But the weather would cloud over. 
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M y mother would say that it might elear again, thatoneburst 
of sunshine would be enough, but that morę probably it 
would rain; and if it rained, what was the useof going to the 
Champs-Elysees? And so, from lunch-time onwards, my 
anxious eyes never left the unsettled, clouded sky, It 
remained dark. T hebalcony in front of thewindow wasgrey. 
Suddenly, on its sullen stone, I would not exactly see a less 
leaden colour, but I would feel as it were a striving towards a 
less leaden colour, the pulsation of a hesitant ray that 
struggled to discharge its light. A moment later, the balcony 
was as pale and luminous as a pool at dawn, and a thousand 
shadows from the iron-work of its balustradę had alighted on 
it. A breath of wind would disperse them, and the stone 
darkened again, but, as though they had been tamed, they 
would return; imperceptibly the stone whitened once morę, 
and as in one of those uninterrupted crescendos which, in 
musie, at the end of an overture, carry a single notę to the 
supremefortissimo by making it pass rapidly through all the 
intermediate stages, I would see it reach that fixed, 
unalterable gold of finedays, on which theclear-cut shadow 
of the wrought iron of the balustradę was outlined in black 
like some capricious vegetation, with a delicacy in the 
delineation of its smallest details that seemed to indicate a 
deliberate application, an artisfs satisfaction, and with so 
much relief, so velvety a bloom in the restfulness of its dark, 
felicitous masses that in truth those broad and leafy 
reflections on that lakę of sunshine seemed aware that they 
werepledgesof tranquillity and happiness. 

Brief, fading ivy, climbing, fugitive flora!—the most 
colourless, the most depressing, to many minds, of all that 
creep on walIsordecorateWindows; to methedearestof them 
all ever sińcetheday when it appeared upon our balcony, like 
thevery shadow of thepresenceof G ilberte, who was perhaps 
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already in theChamps-Elysees, and assoon as I arrived there 
would greet me with: "Let's begin at once; you're on my 
side”; frail, swept away by a breath, but at the same time in 
harmony, not with the season, but with the hour; promise of 
that immediate happiness which the day will deny or fulfil, 
and thereby of the one paramount immediate happiness, the 
happiness of love; softer, warmer upon the stone even than 
moss; robust, a ray of sunlight sufficing for it to spring into 
lifeand blossom intojoy, even in theheartof winter. 

And even on those days when all other vegetation had 
disappeared, when the fine green hide which covered the 
trunks of the old trees was hidden beneath the snów, and, 
though the latter had ceased to fali, the sky was still too 
overcastfor meto hopethatG ilbertewould ventureout, then 
suddenly— inspiring my motherto say: "Look, it's quitefine 
now; I think you might perhaps try going to the Champs- 
Elysees after all"—on the mantle of snów that swathed the 
balcony, the sun would appear and weave a tracery of golden 
threads and black shadows. On one such day we found no 
one, oronly asolitary littlegirl on the point of departure, who 
assured me that Gilberte was not coming. The chairs, 
deserted by the imposing but shivering assembly of 
governesses, stood empty. Alone, besidethelawn, sat a lady 
of a certain age who came in all weathers, dressed always in 
an identical style, splendid and sombre, to make whose 
acquaintance I would at that time havesacrificed, had itlain 
in my power, all thegreatest advantages and privilegesof my 
futurę life. F or G ilberte went up to greet her every day; she 
used to ask G i I berte for news of her" adorable mother"; and it 
struck me that, if I had known her, I should have been for 
G ilberte someone wholly different, someone who knew 
peoplein her parents' world. W hileher grandchildren played 
together at a little di stance, she would sit and read the Journal 
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des Debats, which she called "My old Debats," and with 
aristocratic affectation would say, speaking of the policeman 
or the woman who let the chairs, "My old friend the 
policeman," or “The chair-keeper and I, who are old 
friends." 

F ranęoisefound ittoo cold to stand about, so wewalked 
tothePontdelaConcordeto seetheSeinefrożen over, which 
everyone, even children, approached fearlessly, asthough it 
were an enormous whale, stranded, defenceless, and about to 
be cut up. We returned to the Champs-Elysees; I was 
growing sick with misery between themotionless roundabout 
and the white lawn, caught in the black network of the paths 
from which the snów had been cleared, while the statuę that 
surmounted it held in its hand a long pendent idde which 
seemed to explain its gesture. The old lady herself, having 
folded up her Debats, asked a passing nursemaid thetime, 
thanking her with "H ow very good of you!" then begged the 
road-sweeper to tell her grandchildren to corrie, as she felt 
cold, adding: "A thousand thanks. I am sorry to giveyou so 
much trouble!" Suddenly the sky was rent in two; between 
the Punch-and-Judy and the horses, against the opening 
horizon, I had just seen, like a miraculous sign, 
M ademoiselle's bluefeather. A nd now G ilberte was running 
at fuli speed towards me, sparkling and rosy beneath a cap 
trimmed with fur, animated by the cold, her latenessand the 
desire for a gamę; shortly before she reached me, she slid 
along the ice and, either to keep her balance, or because it 
appeared to her graceful, or else pretending that she was on 
skates, it was with outstretched arms that she smilingly 
advanced, as though to embrace me. "Bravo! bravo! that's 
splendid; 'topping,' I should say, like you—'sporting,' I 
suppose I ought to say, only l'm a hundred-and-one, a 
woman of the old school," exclaimed the old lady, uttering, 
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on behalf of the voiceless Champs-Elysees, their thanks to 
Gilberte for having come without letting herself be 
frightened away by the weather. "You are like me, faithful at 
all coststo ourold Champs-Elysees. We'retwo bravesouls! 
You wouldn't believeme, I daresay, if I told you that I love 
them, even likethis. T his snów (I know you'11 laugh at me), it 
makes methink of ermine!” A nd theold lady began to laugh 
herself. 

T hefirst of thesedays—to which the snów, a symbol of 
the powers that could deprive me of the sight of G ilberte, 
imparted the sadness of a day of separation, almost the aspect 
of a day of departure, because it changed the outward form 
and al most forbade the use of thecustomary scene of our only 
encounters, now altered, covered, as it were, in dust-sheets— 
that day, nonę the less, marked a stage in the progress of my 
love, for it was like a first sorrow that we shared together. 
T here were only our two selves of our little company, and to 
be thus alone with her was not merely like a beginning of 
intimacy, but also on her part— asthough shehad comethere 
solely to please me in such weather—it seemed to me as 
touching as if, on one of those days when she had been 
invited to a party, shehad given it up in order to cometojoin 
mein the Champs-Elysees; I acquired moreconfidencein the 
vitality, in the futurę of a friendship which could remain so 
enduring amid the torpor, the solitude, the decay of our 
surroundings; and while she stuffed snowballs down my 
neck, I smiled lovingly at what seemed to me at once a 
predilection that she showed for me in thus tolerating me as 
her travelling companion in this new and wintry land, and a 
sort of loyalty which shecherished for methrough evil times. 
Presently, oneafter another, likeshyly hopping sparrows, her 
friends arrived, black against the snów. W egot ready to play 
and, sińce this day which had begun so sadly was destined to 
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end injoy, asl wentup, beforethegamestarted, tothefriend 
with the sharp voice whom I had heard thefirst day calling 
Gilberte by name, shesaid to me: "No, no, l'm sureyou'd 
much rather be in G ilberte's camp; besides, look, she's 
signalling to you.” She was in fact summoning meto cross the 
snowy lawn to her camp, to "take the field," which thesun, 
by casting over it a rosy gleam, the metal lic lustreof old and 
worn brocades, had turned into a Field of theCloth of G old. 

This day which I had so dreaded was, as it happened, 
oneof thefew on which I was not unduly wretched. 

For, although I now no longer thought of anything save 
not to let a single day pass without seeing G ilberte (so much 
so that once, when my grandmother had not come home by 
dinner-time, I could not resist theinstinctivereflection that if 
she had been run over in thestreet and killed, I should not for 
sometimebe allowed to play in the Champs-Elysees; when 
one is in love one has no love left for anyone) yet those 
moments which I spent in her company, for which I had 
waited so impatiently all night and morning, for which I had 
quivered with excitement, to which I would have sacrificed 
everything else in the world, were by no means happy 
moments; and well did I know it, for they were the only 
moments in my life on which I concentrated a scrupulous, 
unflagging attention, and yet could not discover in them one 
atom of pleasure. 

Allthetimel was away from G ilberte, I felt the need to 
see her, because, constantly trying to picture her in my mind, 

I ended up by being unable to do so, and by no longer 
knowing precisely what my love represented. Besides, she 
had never yettold methatsheloved me. Far from it: she had 
often boasted that she knew other boys whom she preferred 
to myself, that I was a good companion, with whom she was 
alwayswillingto play, although I wastoo absent-minded, not 
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attentive enough to the gamę; indeed, she had often shown 
signs of apparent coldness towards me which might have 
shaken my faith that I was for her a person different from the 
rest, had that faith been founded upon a lovethat Gilberte 
felt for me and not, as was the case, upon the love I felt for 
her, which strengthened its resistance to the assaultsof doubt 
by making it depend entirely on the manner in which I was 
obliged by an internal compulsion to think of G ilberte. But I 
myself had not yet ventured to declare my feelings towards 
her. T rue, on every pageof my exercise-books I wroteout, in 
endless repetition, her name and address, but at the sight of 
those vague lines which I traced without her thinking of me 
any the morę on that account, which madę her take up so 
much apparent space around me without her being any the 
morę involved in my life, I felt discouraged, because they 
spoketome, not of G ilberte, whowould neversomuch assee 
them, but of my own desire, which they seemed to show me 
in its true colours, as something purely personal, unreal, 
tedious and ineffectual. The important thing was that we 
should see each other, Gilberte and I, and should have an 
opportunity of making a mutual avowal of our love which, 
until then, would not officially (so to speak) have begun. 
Doubtlessthevarious reasons which madę meso impatientto 
see her would have appeared less urgent to a grown man. As 
life goes on, we acquire such adroitness in the cultivation of 
our pleasures, that wecontent ourselves with thepleasurewe 
derive from thinking of a woman, as I thought of G ilberte, 
without troubling ourselves to ascertain whether the image 
corresponds to the reality, and also with the pleasure of 
loving her without needing to be surę that sheloves ustoo; or 
again that we renounce the pleasure of confessing our 
inclination for her, so as to preserve and enhance her 
inclination for us, like those Japanese gardeners who, to 
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obtain one perfect blossom, will sacrifice several others. But 
at the period when I was in love with G iIberte, I still believed 
that L ove did really exist outside ourselves; that, allowing us 
at the most to surmounttheobstacles in our way, itoffered its 
blessings in an order to which we were not free to make the 
least alteration; it seemed to me that if I had, on my own 
initiative, substituted for thesweetness of avowal a pretence 
of indifference, I should not only have been depriving myself 
of one of the joys for which I most longed, but fabricating, 
quite arbitrarily, a lovethat was artificial and valueless, that 
borę no relation to the true one, whose mysterious and 
foreordained ways I should thus haveceased to fol Iow. 

But when I arrived in the Champs-Elysees—and, as at 
first sight it appeared, was in a position to confront my love, 
so as to make it undergo the necessary modifications, with its 
living cause, independent to myself—as soon as I was in the 
presence of that G ilberte Swann on the sight of whom I had 
counted to revivethe imagesthat my tired memorycould no 
longer recapture, of that G ilberte Swann with whom I had 
played theday before, and whom I had just been prompted to 
greet and recognise by a blind instinct likethat which, when 
we are walking, sets onefoot before the other without giving 
us timeto think what we are doi ng, then at once it becameas 
though she and the little girl who was the object of my 
dreams had been two different people. If, for instance, I had 
retained in my memory overnight two fiery eyes above fulI 
and rosy cheeks, Gilberte's face would now offer me with 
overpowering insistence something that I distinctly had not 
remembered, a certain sharp tapering of the nose which, 
instantaneously associating itself with certain other features, 
assumed the importance of those characteristics which in 
natural history define a species, and transformed her into a 
little girl of the kind that have pointed snouts. W hile I was 
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getting ready to take advantageof this longed-for moment to 
effect, on the basis of the image of Gilberte which I had 
prepared beforehand but which had now gonefrom my head, 
theadjustmentthat would enableme, duringthelong hoursl 
must spend alone, to be certain that it was indeed her that I 
had in mind, that it was indeed my love for her that I was 
gradually putting together as one composes a book, she 
passed me a bali; and, like the idealist philosopher whose 
body takes account of the external world in the reality of 
which his intellect declines to believe, the same self which 
had madę me greet her before I had identified her now urged 
metoseizetheball thatshehanded to me(asthough shewere 
acompanion with whom I had cometo play, and not asister- 
soul with whom I had come to be united), madę me, out of 
decorum, address a thousand and one polite and trivial 
remarksto her until thetimecamewhen shehad to go, and so 
prevented me either from keeping a silence during which I 
might at last have laid hands once morę on the urgent truant 
image, orfrom uttering the words which might have brought 
about thedecisive progress in thecourseof our lovethe hope 
of which I wasalwaysobliged to postpone until the foliowi ng 
afternoon. 

It did, however, make some progress. O ne day, we had 
gonewith G i Iberte to the stalI of ourown special vendor, who 
was always particularly niceto us, sińce it was to her that M . 
Swann used to send for his ginger-bread, of which, for 
reasons of health (he suffered from ethnic eczema and from 
the constipation of the prophets), he consumed a great deal, 
and G iIberte pointed out to me with a laugh two little boys 
who were like the little artist and the little naturalist in the 
chi ldren's story-books. For one of them would not havea red 
stick of barley sugar because he preferred the purple, while 
the other, with tears in his eyes, refused a plum which his 
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nurse was buying for him because, as hefinally explained in 
passionate tones: "I want theother plum; it's got a worm in 
it!" I purchased two ha'penny marbles. W ith admiring eyes I 
gazed at the agate marbles, luminous and imprisoned in a 
bowl apart, which seemed precious to me because they were 
as fair and smiling as little girls, and because they cost 
sixpence each. Gilberte, who was given a great deal morę 
pocket money than I ever had, asked me which I thoughtthe 
prettiest. They had thetransparency and mellowness of life 
itself. I would nothavehad her sacrifice a single one ofthem. 

I should have liked her to be able to buy them, to liberate 
them all. Still, I pointed out onethat had the same colour as 
her eyes. G ilbertetook it, turned itround until itshonewith a 
ray of gold, fondled it, paid its ransom, but at once handed 
me her captive, saying: "Here, it's for you. Keep it as a 
souvenir." 

Another time, being still obsessed by the desireto hear 
Berma in classic drama, I had asked her whether she had a 
copy of a booklet in which Bergotte spoke of Racine, and 
which was now out of print. She had asked meto let her know 
theexact titleof it, and that evening I had sent her an express 
letter, writing on its envelope the name, Gilberte Swann, 
which I had so often traced in my exercise-book. T he next 
day shebrought me the booklet, for which she had instituted 
a search, in a parcel tied with mauve ribbon and sealed with 
white wax. "Y ou see, it's what you asked me for," she said, 
taking from her muff the express letter that I had sent her. 
But in the address on the pneumatic message 1 — which, only 
yesterday, was nothing, was merely a petit bleu that I had 
written, and which, after a messenger had delivered it to 
G ilberte's porter and a sen/ant had taken it up to her room, 


1 Pneumatigueor petitbleu\ see notę 5 above. 
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had become that priceless thing, one of the petitsb/eusthat 
shehad received in thecourseof theday—I had difficulty in 
recognising thefutile, straggling linesof my own handwriting 
beneath the circles stamped on it at the post-office, the 
inscriptions added in pencil by a postman, signs of effectual 
realisation, seals of the external world, violet bands 
symbolical of life itself, which for the first time came to 
espouse, to maintain, to lift, to gladden my dream. 

A nd there was another day when she said to me: "Y ou 
know, you may cali me 'G ilberte.' I n any case, I 'm going to 
cali you by your first name. It's too silly not to.” Yet she 
continued for a while to address me by the morę formal 
" vous," and when I drew her attention to this, she smiled 
and, composing, constructing a phrasę likethose that are put 
into the grammar-books of foreign languages with no other 
object than to teach us to make use of a new word, ended it 
with my Christian name. Recalling, sometime later, what I 
had felt at the time, I distinguished the impression of having 
been held for a moment in her mouth, myself, naked, without 
any of the social attributes which belonged equally to her 
other playmates and, when she used my surname, to my 
parents, accessories of which her lips—by the effort she 
madę, a littleafter herfather'smanner, to articulatethewords 
to which she wished to give a special emphasis—had the air 
of stripping, of divesting me, like the skin from a fruit of 
which one can swallow only the pulp, while her glance, 
adapting itself to the same new degree of intimacy as her 
speech, fell on me also morę directly and testified to the 
consciousness, the pleasure, even the gratitudethat it felt by 
accompanying itself with a smile. 

But at the actual moment I wasunableto appreciatethe 
value of these new pleasures. T hey were given, not by the 
littlegirl whom I loved tothe"me” wholoved her, but by the 
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other, the one with whom I used to play, to that other "me” 
who possessed neither the memory of the true G ilberte, nor 
the inalienably committed heart which alone could have 
known the value of a happiness which it alone had desired. 
Even after I had returned home I did not savour these 
pleasures, sińceevery day the necessity which madę me hope 
that on the morrow I should arrive at a elear, calm, happy 
contemplation of G ilberte, that she would at last confess her 
lovefor me, explaining why she had been obliged hitherto to 
conceal it from me, that same necessity forced me to regard 
the past as of no account, to look ahead of me only, to 
consider the smali favours she had granted me not in 
themselves and as if they were self-sufficient, but as fresh 
rungs of the ladder on which I might set my feet, which 
would enable me to advance one step further towards the 
finał attainment of that happiness which I had not yet 
encountered. 

If at times she showed me these marks of affection, she 
pained me also by seeming not to be pleased to see me, and 
this happened often on the very days on which I had most 
counted for the realisation of my hopes. I was surę that 
G ilberte was coming to the Champs-Elysees, and I felt an 
elation which seemed merely the anticipation of a great 
happiness when— going into the drawing-room in the 
morning to kiss M amma, who was already dressed to go out, 
the coils of her black hair elaborately built up, and her 
beautiful plump white hands fragrant still with soap—I had 
been apprised, on seeing a column of dust standing up by 
itself in theair abovethe piano, and on hearing a barrel-organ 
playing beneath thewindow En revenant de la revue, that the 
winter had received, until nightfall, an unexpected, radiant 
visit from a day of spring. W hile we sat at lunch, the lady 
opposite, by opening her window, had sent packing in the 
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twinkling of an eyefrom besidemy chair— sweeping at one 
bound across the whole width of our dining-room— a 
sunbeam which had settled down there for its midday rest 
and returned to continueit a moment later. At school, during 
theoneo'clock lesson, thesun mademesick with impatience 
and boredom as it trailed a golden glow across my desk, like 
an invitation to festivities at which I could not myself arrive 
beforethreeo'clock, until the moment when Franęoisecame 
to fetch me at the school-gate and we madę our way towards 
the Champs-Elysees through streets bejewelled with 
sunlight, dense with people, over which the balconies, 
detached by the sun and madę vaporous, seemed to float in 
front of the houses like clouds of gold. A las! in the C hamps- 
Elysees I found no Gilberte; she had not yet arrived. 
M otionlesson thelawn nurtured by the invisible sun which, 
here and there, kindled to a flame the point of a blade of 
grass, while the pigeons that had alighted upon it had the 
appearance of ancient sculptures which the gardener's pick 
had heaved to thesurfaceof a hallowed soil, I stood with my 
eyes fixed on the horizon, expecting at every moment to see 
Gilberte's form, foliowing that of her governess, appearing 
from behind the statuę that seemed to be holding out the 
glistening child it carried to receive the sun's benediction. 
T heold lady who read the Debatswas sitting on her chair, in 
her invariable place, and had just accosted a park attendant 
with a friendly wave of her hand as she exclaimed "W hat a 
lovely day!" And when the chair-keeper came up to collect 
her fee, with an infinity of simperings shefolded theticket 
away insideher glove, asthough ithad been aposy offlowers 
for which she had sought, in gratitudeto the donor, the most 
becoming place upon her person. W hen she had found it, she 
performed a circular movement with her neck, straightened 
her boa, and fastened upon the collector, as sheshowed her 
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theedgeof a yellow paper that stuck out over her barewrist, 
the bewitching smile with which a woman says to a young 
man, pointing to her bosom: "You see l'm wearing your 
roses!” 

I dragged Franęoise, in the hope of meeting Gilberte 
halfway, as far astheArcdeT riomphe; wedid not meet her, 
and I was returning towards the lawn convinced, now, that 
she was not coming, when, in front of the roundabout, the 
littlegirl with thesharp voiceflung herself upon me: "Quick, 
quick, G iIberte's been here a quarter of an hour. She's going 
soon. W e've been waiting for you to make up a prisoner's 
base.” 

While I had been going up the Avenue des Champs- 
Elysees, Gilberte had arrived by the Rue Boissy-d'Anglas, 
M ademoiselle having taken advantageof thefine weather to 
dosomeshoppingforher; and M . Swann was coming to fetch 
his daughter. And so it was my fault; I ought not to have 
strayed from the lawn; for one never knew for certain from 
what direction Gilberte would appear, and whether she 
would beearly or late, and this perpetual tension succeeded 
in making moręthrilling notonly theentireChamps-Elysees 
and the whole span of the afternoon, like a vast expanse of 
space and timeon every point and atevery moment of which 
it was possible that G iIberte's form might appear, but also 
that form itself, sińce behind that form I felt that there lay 
concealed the reason why it had flashed into my presence at 
four o'clock instead of at half-past two, crowned with a 
formal hat instead of a playtime beret, in front of the 
Ambassadeurs and not between the two puppet-shows, I 
divined one of thoseoccupations in which I might not follow 
G ilberte and which forced her to go out or stay at home, I was 
in contact with the mystery of her unknown life. It was this 
mystery, too, that troubled me when, running at the Sharp- 
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voiced girl'sbiddingto begin ourgamewithoutfurtherdelay, 

I saw Gilberte, so brusqueand informal with us, making a 
curtsey to the old lady of the Debats (who acknowledged it 
with "What a lovely sun! You'd think it was a fire") and 
speaking to her with a shy smile, with an air of constraint 
which called to my mind the other little girl that Gilberte 
must bewhen at homewith her parents, or with friendsof her 
parentsor paying calIs, in thewholeof that other existenceof 
hers which eluded me. But of that existence no one gave me 
so strong an impression as did M . Swann, who came a little 
later to fetch his daughter. For he and M me Swann— 
inasmuch as their daughter Iived with them, and her lessons, 
her games, her friendships depended upon them—contained 
for me, like Gilberte, perhaps even morę than Gilberte, as 
befitted godswith an all-powerful control over her, in whom 
it must have had its source, an undefined, an inaccessible 
quality of melancholy charm. Everything that concerned 
them was the object of so constant a preoccupation on my 
part that the days on which, as on thisday, M . Swann (whom 
I had seen so often in the past without his having aroused my 
curiosity, when he was still on good terms with my parents) 
came to fetch G ilberte from the Champs-Elysees, once the 
violent throbbing of my heart provoked by the appearance of 
his grey hat and hooded cape had subsided, thesight of him 
still impressed me as might that of an historie personage 
about whom one has just been reading a series of books and 
theminutestdetailsof whoselifeand person intrigueus. His 
relations with theComtede Paris, which, when I heard them 
discussed at Combray, had left me indifferent, became now 
in my eyessomethingto bemarvelled at, asif nooneelsehad 
ever known the H ouse of O rleans; they madę him stand out 
vividly against the vulgar background of pedestrians of 
different classes who encumbered that particular path in the 
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Champs-Elysees, in the midst of whom I admired his 
condescending to figurę without claiming any special 
deference, which as it happened nonę of therm dreamed of 
paying him, so profound was the incognito in which hewas 
wrapped. 

He responded politely to the salutations of Gilberte's 
playmates, even to minę, for all that he had fal len out with 
my family, but without appearing to know me. (This 
reminded me that hehad seen mequiteoften in the country; 
a memory which I had retained, but kept out of sight, 
because, sińce I had seen G ilberte again, Swann had become 
to me pre-eminently her father, and no longer the Combray 
Swann; sińce the ideas to which I now connected his name 
were different from the ideas in the system of which it was 
formerly comprised, ideas which I no longer utilised when I 
had occasion to think of him, he had become a new, another 
person; nevertheless, I attached him by an artificial, 
secondary and transversal thread to our former guest; and 
sińce nothing had henceforth any valuefor meexcept so far as 
my love might profit by it, it was with a spasm of shame and 
of regret at not being able to erase them that I recalled the 
yearsin which, in the eyesof this same Swann who was at this 
moment before me in the Champs-Elysees and to whom, 
fortunately, G ilberte had perhaps not mentioned my name, I 
had so often, in the evenings, madę myself ridiculous by 
sending to ask M amma to come upstairs to my room to say 
good nightto me, whileshewasdrinking coffeewith him and 
my father and my grandparents at the table in the garden.) 
He told Gilberte that she had his permission to play one 
gamę, that hecould wait for a quarter of an hour; and, sitting 
down just likeanyoneelseon an iron chair, paid for his ticket 
with that hand which Philippe VII had so often held in his, 
while we began our gamę upon the lawn, scattering the 
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pigeonswhosebeautiful, iridescent bodies (shaped likehearts 
and, as it were, the lilacs of the feathered kingdom) took 
refugeasin so many sanctuaries, oneon thegreatstonebasin, 
to which its beak, as it disappeared below the rim, imparted 
thegestureand assigned thepurposeof offering in abundance 
thefruit or grain at which it appeared to be pecking, another 
on the head of the statuę, which it seemed to crown with one 
of those enamelled objects whose polychrome varies the 
monotony of thestonein certain classical works, and with an 
attribute which, when the goddess bears it, earns her a 
particular epithet and makes of her, as a different Christian 
namemakes of a mortal, a new divinity. 

O n one of these sunny days which had failed to fulfil my 
hopes, I could notconceal my disappointmentfrom G ilberte. 

"I had so many things to ask you," I said to her; "I 
thought that today was going to mean so much in our 
friendship. And nosooner haveyou comethan you go away! 
T ry tocomeearly tomorrow, sothatl can talk to you.” 

Her face lit up and shejumped forjoy as sheanswered: 
"T omorrow, you may depend upon it, my dear boy, I shan't 
be coming. I ’ve got a big tea-party. T he day after tomorrow 
l'm going to a friend's house to watch the arrival of King 
T heodosiusfrom thewindow—won'tthat be splendid?— and 
the day after that I 'm going to Miche/ Strogoff, and then it 
will soon be C hristmas and the N ew Year holidays! Perhaps 
they'11 take meto the R Mera— wouldn't that be nice? though 
I should miss the Christmas-tree here. Anyhow, if I do stay 
in Paris, I shan't be coming here, because I shall be out 
paying calls with M amma. Good-bye—there's Papa calling 
me.” 

I retumed homewith Franęoisethrough the streets that 
were still gay with sunshine, as on the evening of a holiday 
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when the merriment is over. I could scarcely drag my legs 
along. 

'Tm not surprised," said Franęoise, "it's not the right 
weather for the ti me of year; it's much too warm. O h dear, oh 
dear, to think of all the poor sick people there must be 
everywhere. It's like as if everything's topsy-turvy up there 
too.” 

I repeated to myself, stifling my sobs, thewords in which 
G ilberte had given utterance to her joy at the prospect of not 
coming back for a long time to the Champs-Elysees. But 
already the charm with which, by the mere act of thinking, 
my mind was filled as soon as it thought of her, and the 
special, unique position, however painful, in which I was 
inevitably placed in relation to G ilberte by the inner 
constraint of a mental habit, had begun to lend a romantic 
aura even to that mark of her indifference, and in the midst of 
my tears my lips shaped themselves into a smile which was 
simply thetimid adumbration of a kiss. And when the time 
camefor the postman to arrive I said to myself, that evening 
as on every other: 'Tm going to get a letter from G ilberte; 
she's going to tell me at last that she has never ceased to love 
me, and explain to me the mysterious reason why she has 
been forced to conceal it from me until now, to pretend to be 
ableto be happy without seeing me, the reason why she has 
assumed the form of the other G ilberte who is simply a 
playmate." 

Every evening I would beguile myself by imagining this 
letter, believing that I was actually reading it, reciting each of 
its sentences in turn. Suddenly I would stop in alarm. I had 
realised that if I was to receive a letter from G ilberte, it could 
not, in any case, be this letter, sińce it was I myself who had 
just composed it. And from then on I would striveto divert 
my thoughtsfrom thewords which I should have liked her to 



PLACE-NAM ES-THE NAM E 


557 


write to me, for fear that, by voicing them, I should be 
excluding just those words—the dearest, the most desired— 
from the field of possibilities. Even if, by some improbable 
coincidence, it had been precisely the letter of my invention 
that G ilberteaddressed to meof her own accord, recognising 
my own work in it I should not havehad theimpression that I 
was receiving something that had not originated from me, 
something real, something new, a happiness external to my 
mind, independent of my will, atruegiftof love. 

M eanwhile, I re-read a page which, although it had not 
been written to me by G ilberte, at least cameto me from her, 
that pageof Bergotte'son thebeauty of theold myths whence 
Racine drew his inspiration, which (with the agate marble) I 
always kept close at hand. I was touched by my friend's 
kindness in having procured thebookfor me; and aseveryone 
needs to find reasons for his passion, to the extent of being 
glad to recognise in the loved one qualities which (he has 
leamed from literaturęorconversation) areworthy of love, to 
theextentof assimilatingthem by imitation and makingthem 
additional reasons for his love, even though these qual ities are 
diametrically opposed to those his love would have sought 
after as long as it was spontaneous—as Swann, before my 
day, had sought to establish the aesthetic basis of Odette's 
beauty—I, who had at first loved Gilberte, from Combray 
onwards, on account of all the unknown element in her life in 
which I longed to beimmersed, reincarnated, discarding my 
own as a thing of no account, I thought now, as of an 
inestimableprivilege, that of thistoo familiar, despised lifeof 
mineG ilberte mightoneday become the humble sen/ant, the 
kindly and comforting collaborator, who in the evenings, 
helping mein my work, would collatefor methetexts of rare 
pamphlets. A sfor Bergotte, that infinitely wise, almost divine 
old man, becauseof whom I had first loved G ilberte, before I 
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had even seen her, now it was above all for G iIberte's sake 
that I loved him. W ith as much pleasure as the pages that he 
had written about Racinel studied thewrapper, folded under 
the great white seals of wax tied with festoons of mauve 
ribbon, in which she had brought them to me. I kissed the 
agate marble, which was the better part of my love's heart, 
the part that was not frivolous but faithful, and which, for all 
that it was adorned with the mysterious charm of G ilberte's 
life, dwelt close beside me, inhabited my room, shared my 
bed. But the beauty of that stone, and the beauty also of those 
pages of Bergotte which I was glad to associate with the idea 
of my lovefor G ilberte, as if, in themoments when it seemed 
no morethan a void, they gave it a kind of consistency, were, 

I perceived, anterior to that loveand in no way resembled it; 
their elements had been determined by the writer's talent or 
the laws of mineralogy before ever G ilberte had known me; 
nothing in book or stone would have been different if 
G ilberte had not loved me, and nothing, consequently, 
authorised meto read in them a messageof happiness. And 
while my love, incessantly waiting for the morrow to bring 
the avowal of G iIberte's for me, destroyed, unravelled every 
evening theill-donework of theday, in someshadowed part 
of my being an unknown seamstress refused to abandon the 
discarded threads, but collected and rearranged them, 
without any thought of pleasing me or of toiling for my 
happiness, in the different order which she gave to all her 
handiwork. Showing no special interest in my love, not 
beginning by deciding that I was loved, shegathered together 
those of G ilberte's actions that had seemed to meinexplicable 
and her faults which I had excused. T hen, one and all, they 
took on a meaning. It seemed to tell me, this new 
arrangement, that when I saw G ilberte, instead of coming to 
the Champs-Elysees, going to a party, or going shopping 
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with her governess, or preparing for an absence that would 
extend overtheN ew Year holidays, I was wrong in thinking: 
"lt's because she's frivolous or docile." For she would have 
ceased to be either if she had loved me, and if she had been 
forced to obey, it would have been with the same despair in 
her heart that I felt on the days when I did not see her. It 
showed mefurther, this new arrangement, that I ought after 
all to know what it was to love, sińce I loved G ilberte; it drew 
my attention to theconstant anxiety that I had to shine in her 
eyes, by reason of which I tried to persuademy motherto buy 
Franęoisea waterproof coat and a hat with a bluefeather, or, 
better still, to stop sending meto the Champs-Elysees in the 
company of a sen/ant with whom I blushed to be seen (to 
which my mother replied that I was unjust to F ranęoise, that 
she was an excellent woman and devoted to us all), and also 
that exclusive need to see G ilberte, the result of which was 
that, months in advance, I could think of nothing else but 
how to find out when she would be leaving Paris and where 
she was going, feeling that the most attractive country in the 
world would be a place of exi le if she was not to bethere, and 
asking only to beallowed to stay for ever in Parisso long as I 
might see her in the Champs-Elysees; and it had little 
difficulty in making me see that neither my anxiety nor my 
need could bejustified by anything in Gilberte's conduct. 
She, on the contrary, appreciated her governess, without 
troubling herself overwhat I might chooseto think about her. 
It seemed quite natural to her not to come to the Champs- 
Elysees if she had to go shopping with M ademoiselle, 
delightful if she had to go out with her mother. And even 
supposing that she had allowed me to spend my holidays in 
the same place as herself, when it cameto choosing that place 
she would consider her parents' wishes, and the various 
amusements of which she had been told, and not at all that it 
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should be the place to which my family were proposing to 
send me. W hen she assured me (as she sometimes did) that 
sheliked melessthan someother of her friends, lessthan she 
had liked metheday before, because by my clumsiness I had 
madehersideloseagame, I would ask herforgiveness, would 
beg her to tell me what I must do in order that she should 
begin to likemeagain as much as, or morethan anyoneelse; I 
wanted her to tell me that that was already the case, I 
besought her as though she were capable of modifying her 
affection for me as she or I chose, in order to please me, 
simply by the words she would utter, as my good or bad 
conduct should deserve. D id I not then know that what I felt 
for her depended neither upon her actions nor upon my will? 

It showed mefinally, the new arrangement devised by 
theinvisibleseamstress, that, if wefind ourselves hoping that 
the actions of a person who has hitherto caused us pain may 
provenotto havebeen sincere, they shed in their wakea light 
which our hopes are powerless to extinguish and to which we 
must address ourselves, ratherthan to our hopes, if we are to 
know what will be that person's actions on themorrow. 

M y love listened to these new counsels; they persuaded 
it that the morrow would not be different from all the days 
that had gone before; that G ilberte's feeling for me, too long 
established now to be capable of alteration, was indifference; 
that in my friendship with G ilberte, it was I alonewho loved. 
"It's true,” my love answered, "there is nothing morę to be 
madę of that friendship. It will not alter now.” And so, as 
from the very next day (or from the next public holiday, if 
there was one in the offing, or an anniversary, or the N ew 
Year, perhaps—one of those days which are not like other 
days, on which timestartsafresh, casting asidetheheritageof 
the past, declining its legacy of sorrows) I would ask G ilberte 
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to terminate our old friendship and to join me in laying the 
foundationsof a new one. 

I always had within reach a plan of Paris which, because 
I could see on it the Street in which M . and M me Swann 
lived, seemed to meto contain asecrettreasure. A nd for pure 
pleasure, as well as from a sort of chivalrous loyalty, on no 
matter what pretext I would utter thenameof that Street until 
my father, not being, like my mother and grandmother, 
apprised of my love, would ask me: "But why areyou always 
talking about that Street?T here's nothing wonderful about it. 
It's a very agreeable Street to live in because it's only a few 
minutes walk from the Bois, but there are a dozen other 
streets to which thesameapplies." 

I went out of my way to find occasions for my parents to 
pronounce Swann's name. In my own mind, of course, I 
never ceased to murmur it; but I needed also to hear its 
exquisite sound, to have others play to me that musie the 
voiceless rendering of which did not suffice me. M oreover, 
the name Swann, with which I had for so long been familiar, 
had now becomefor me (as happenswith certain aphasiacsin 
the case of the most ordinary words) a new name. It was for 
ever present in my mind, which could not, however, grow 
accustomed to it. I analysed it, I spelt it; itsorthography came 
to me as a surprise. And together with its familiarity it had 
simultaneously lost its innocence. T he pleasure that I derived 
from the sound of it I feltto beso sinful that it seemed to me 
as though the others read my thoughts and changed the 
conversation if I tried to guide it in that direction. I fell back 
on subjects which still concerned Gilberte, I repeated over 
and over again the same words, and although I knew that 
they were only words—words uttered in her absence, which 
she could not hear, words without virtue in themselves, 
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repeating what were facts but powerless to modify them— it 
seemed to me nonę the less that by dint of thus manipulating, 
stirring up everything that had referenceto G ilberte, I might 
perhaps elicit frorri it something that would bring me 
happiness. I told my parents again that G ilberte was fond of 
her governess, as if that proposition, voiced for the hundredth 
time, would at last have the effect of making G ilberte 
suddenly burst into theroom, cometo live with usforever. I 
had already sung the praises of the old lady who read the 
Debats (I had hinted to my parents that she was an 
ambassadress, if not actually a H ighness) and I continued to 
descant on her beauty, her splendour, her nobility, until the 
day I mentioned that, from what I had heard G ilberte cali 
her, sheappeared to beaM meBlatin. 

"Oh, now I know who you mean," exclaimed my 
mother, while I felt myself blushing with shame. “O n guard! 
on guard!—as your poor grandfather would have said. So 
she's the one you find so beautiful! W hy, she's perfectly 
horrible, and always has been. She's the widów of a bailiff. 
Don't you remember, when you were little, all thetrouble I 
used to go to in order to avoid her at your gym lessons, where 
she was always trying to get hołd of me— I didn't know the 
woman, of course—to tell me that you were'too beautiful for 
a boy.' She has always had a mania for getting to know 
people, and she really must be a sort of maniac, as I've always 
thought, if shedoes in fact know M meSwann. For even if she 
doescomefrom avery common background, l'venever heard 
anything against her. But she must always beforcing herself 
upon strangers. She really is a horrible woman, frightfully 
vulgar, and affected aswell." 

AsforSwann, in order to try to resemblehim, I spentall 
my time at table pulling my nose and rubbing my eyes. M y 
father would exclaim: "The child's an idiot, he'll make 
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himself quite hideous." M ore than anything else I should 
haveliked to beas bald asSwann. H eseemed to mea being so 
extraordinary that I found it miraculous that people of my 
acquaintance knew him too and in the course of the day 
might run into him. And once my mother, while she was 
telling us, as shedid every evening at dinner, whereshe had 
been and what she had done that afternoon, merely by the 
words: "By the way, guess whom I saw in the Trois 
Quartiers— at the umbrella counter—Swann!" brought forth 
in the midst of her narrative (an arid desert to me) a mystic 
blossom. W hat a melancholy pleasureto learn that Swann, 
that very afternoon, hissupernatural form siIhouetted against 
thecrowd, had goneto buy an umbrella. Amongtheeventsof 
theday, great and smali, but all equally insignificant, that one 
alone aroused in me those peculiar vibrations by which my 
love for Gilberte was perpetually stirred. My father 
complained that I took no interest in anything because I did 
not listen while he was speaking of thepolitical consequences 
that might fol Iow the visit of King Theodosius, at the 
moment in F rance as the nation's guest and (it was claimed) 
ally. But how I longed, on theother hand, to know whether 
Swann had been wearing his hooded cape! 

"Did you speaktohim?” I asked. 

"W hy, of course I did,” answered my mother, who 
alwaysseemed afraid lest, weresheto admitthat wewerenot 
on the best of terms with Swann, people would seek to 
reconcileus morę than shecared for, in view of M me Swann, 
whom she did not wish to know." 11 was he who came up and 
spoketome. I hadn'tseen him." 

“T hen you haven'tquarrelled?" 

"Quarrelled? What on earth makes you think we've 
guarrelled?” she briskly parried, as though I had cast doubt 
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on the fiction of her friendly relations with Swann, and tried 
to bring about a reconciliation. 

"H emight becrosswith you for never asking him here." 

"One isn't obliged to ask everyoneto one's house, you 
know. H as heever asked meto his? I don't know hiswife." 

"But heoften used tocomeatCombray." 

“Yes, I know heused to corrie at Combray, and now, in 
Paris, he has other things to do, and so have I. But I can 
promise you, wedidn't look in theleast like peoplewho had 
quarrelled. W e were kept waiting therefor sormetime, while 
they brought him his parcel. H e asked after you; hetold me 
you played with his daughter,” my mother went on, dazzling 
me with the stupendous revelation that I existed in Swann's 
mind; even morę, that I existed in so complete, so materiał a 
form that when I stood before him, trembling with love, in 
the Champs-Elysees, hehad known my name, and who my 
mother was, and had been ableto bring together around my 
capacity as his daughter's playmate certain facts with regard 
to my grandparents and their connexions, the place wherewe 
lived, and certain details of our past life which were perhaps 
unknown even to me. But my mother did not seem to have 
discovered a particular charm in that counter at the T rois 
Ouartiers where she had represented to Swann, at the 
moment when he caught sight of her, a definite person with 
whom hehad sufficient memoriesin common to impel him to 
go up to her and greet her. 

N or did either sheor my father seem tofind, in speaking 
of Swann's family, or the title of honorary stock-broker, a 
pleasure that surpassed all others. My imagination had 
isolated and hallowed in social Paris a certain family, just as it 
had set apart in structural Paris a certain house, whose 
entrance it had sculpted and its Windows bęjewelled. But 
theseornaments I alonehad eyesto see. J ust as my father and 
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mother regarded the house in which Swann lived as identical 
with the other houses built at the same period in the 
neighbourhood of the Bois, so Swann's family seemed to 
them to be in the same category as many other families of 
stockbrokers. They judged it morę or less favourably 
according to thedegreeto which itshared in meritsthat were 
common to the rest of the universe and saw nothing unique i n 
it. On thecontrary, whatthey appreciated in itthey found in 
equal if not superior degree elsewhere. And so, after 
admitting that the house was in a good position, they would 
go on to speak of some other house that was in a better, but 
had nothing to do with G ilberte, or of financiers who were a 
cut above her grandfather; and if they had appeared for a 
moment to be of my opinion, that was through a 
misunderstanding which was very soon dispelled. For in 
order to distinguish in everything that surrounded G ilberte 
an indefinablequality analogous in theworld of theemotions 
to what in theworld of colours iscalled infra-red, my parents 
would haveneeded thatsupplementary sensewith which love 
had temporarily endowed me. 

On the days when Gilberte had warned me that she 
would not be coming to the Champs-Elysees, I tried to 
arrange my walks so that I should be brought into some kind 
of contact with her. Sometimes I would take F ranęoise on a 
pilgrimage to the house in which the Swanns lived, making 
her repeatto meunendingly all that she had leamed from the 
governess with regard to M me Swann. "It seems she's got 
great faith in medals. She wouldn't think of starting on a 
journey if she'd heard an owi hoot, or a sort of tick-tock in the 
wali, or if she'd seen acat at midnight, or if thefurniture had 
creaked. O h yes! she's a most religious lady, she is!" I was so 
madly in lovewith G ilbertethat if, on our way, I caught sight 
of their old butler taking the dog out, my emotion would 
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bring metoastandstill and I would gazeat hiswhitewhiskers 
with eyesfilled with passion. F ranęoise would say: "W hat's 
wrong with you now?” 

T hen we would continue on our way until we reached 
their gateway, where a porter, different from every other 
porter in the world and saturated, down to the very braid on 
his livery, with the same melancholy charm that I sensed in 
the name of G ilberte, looked as though he knew that I was 
one of those whose natural unworthiness would for ever 
prohibit from penetrating into the mysteries of the life which 
it was his duty to guard and upon which the ground-floor 
Windows appeared conscious of being protectingly closed, 
with far less resemblance, between thenobly sweeping arches 
of their muślin curtains, to any other Windows in the world 
than to G ilberte's glancing eyes. O n other days we would go 
along the boulevards, and I would take up a position at the 
corner of the Rue Duphot, along which I had heard that 
Swann was often to be seen passing on his way to his dentist; 
and my imagination so far differentiated Gilberte's father 
from the rest of humanity, his presence in the midst of the 
real world introduced into it such an element of wonder, that 
even before we reached the M adeleine I would betrembling 
with emotion at the thought that I was approaching a Street 
from which that supernatural apparition might at any 
moment burst upon me unawares. 

But most often of alI—on days when I was not to see 
G ilberte—as I had heard that M me Swann went for a walk or 
a drive almost every day in the A llee des Acacias, round the 
big lakę, and in the A llee de la Reine M arguerite, I would 
lead F ranęoise to the Bois de Boulogne. It was to melikeone 
of those zoological gardens in which one sees assembled 
together a variety of flora and contrasted landscapes, where 
from a hill onepassesto agrotto, a meadow, rocks, astream, a 
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pit, another hill, a marsh, but knows that they arethereonly 
to enablethe hippopotamus, zebra, crocodile, albino rabbit, 
bear and heron to di sport themselves in a natural or a 
picturesque setting; it, the Bois, equally complex, uniting a 
multitudeof little worlds, distinct and separate—alternating 
a plantation of redwood trees and American oaks, like an 
experimental forest in Virginia, with a fir-wood by the edge 
of the lakę, or a grovefrom which would suddenly emerge, in 
her raiment of soft fur, with the large, appealing eyes of a 
dumb animal, a hastening walker—was the Garden of 
W oman; and like the myrtle-alley in the Aeneid, planted for 
their delight with trees of onekind only, the A llee des Acacias 
wasthronged with thefamous beautiesof theday. As, from a 
long way off, thesight of thejutting crag from which it dives 
into thepool thrills with joy thechildren who know that they 
aregoing to seetheseal, so, longbeforel reached the acacias, 
their fragrance which, radiating all around, madę one aware 
of theapproach and thesingularity of a vegetablepersonality 
at once powerful and soft, then, as I drew near, theglimpsed 
summit of their lightly tossing foliage, in its easy grace, its 
coquettish outline, its delicate fabric, on which hundredsof 
flowers had swooped, likewinged and throbbing coloniesof 
precious insects, and finally their name itself, feminine, 
indolent, dulcet, madę my heart beat, but with a social 
longing, likethosewaltzes which remind us only of the names 
of the fair dancers, called aloud as they enter the baliroom. I 
had been told that I should see in the alley certain women of 
fashion, who, in spite of their not all having husbands, were 
habitually mentioned in conjunction with M me Swann, but 
most often by their professional names—their new names, 
when they had any, being but a sort of incognito, a veiI which 
thosewho wished to speak of them werecareful to draw aside 
in order to make themselves understood. Thinking that 
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Beauty—in theorder of feminineelegance— wasgoverned by 
occult laws into the knowledge of which they had been 
initiated, and that they had the power to realise it, I accepted 
in advancelikea revelation theappearanceof their clothes, of 
their carriages and horses, of countless details in which I 
placed myfaith asin an innersoul which gavethecohesion of 
a work of art to that ephemeral and shifting pageant. But it 
was M meSwann whom I wished to see, and I waited for her 
to go past, as thrilled as though she were Gilberte, whose 
parents, impregnated, like everything that surrounded her, 
with her own special charm, excited in me as keen a passion 
asshedid herself, indeed astill morę painful agitation (sińce 
their point of contact with her was that intimate, that internal 
partof her lifefrom which I was excluded), and furthermore 
(for I very soon learned, as we shall see in due course, that 
they did not like my playing with her) that feeling of 
veneration which we always have for those who hołd, and 
exercisewithout restraint, the power to do usharm. 

I assigned the first place in the order of aesthetic merit 
and of social grandeurto simplicity, when I saw M meSwann 
on foot, in a polonaiseof plain cloth, a littletoqueon her head 
trimmed with a pheasanfs wing, a bunch of violets in her 
bosom, hastening along the A lleedes Acacias as if it had been 
merely the shortest way back to her house, and 
acknowledging with a wink the greetings of the gentlemen in 
carriages who, recognising her figurę at a distance, raised 
their hats to her and said to one another that there was never 
anyone so well turned out as she. But instead of simplicity it 
was to ostentation that I must assign the first place if, after I 
had compelled F ranęoise, who was worn out and complained 
that her feet were "killing” her, to stroił up and down with me 
for another hour, I saw at length emerging from the Porte 
D auphine— figuring for me a royal dignity, the passage of a 
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sovereign, an impression such as no real queen hasever sińce 
been ableto give me, because my notion of their power has 
been less vague, morę founded upon experience—borne 
along by the flight of a pair of fiery horses, slender and 
shapely asoneseesthem in thedrawingsof Constantin G uys, 
carrying on its box an enormous coachman furred like a 
cossack, and by his side a diminutive groom like "the late 
Beaudenord's tiger," I saw—or rather I felt its outlines 
engraved upon my heart by a clean and poignant wound—a 
matchless victoria, built rather high, and hinting, through the 
extreme modernity of its appointments, at the forms of an 
earlier day, in the depths of which M me Swann negligently 
redined, her hair, now blonde with one grey lock, encircled 
with a narrow band of flowers, usually violets, from which 
floated down long veils, a lilac parasol in her hand, on her lips 
an ambiguous smile in which I read only the benign 
condescension of M ajesty, though it was pre-eminently the 
provocative smile of the courtesan, which she graciously 
bestowed upon the men who greeted her. T his smile was in 
reality saying, to one: "Oh yes, I remember very well; it was 
wonderful!" to another: "How I should haveloved to! It was 
bad luck!" to a third: "Yes, if you like! I must just follow in 
the procession for a moment, then as soon as I can I 'II break 
away.” W hen strangers passed a lazy smilestill played about 
her lips, as though in expectation or remembrance of some 
friend, which madepeoplesay: "W hat a lovely woman!” A nd 
for certain men only she had a sour, strained, shy, cold smile 
which meant: "Yes, you old goat, I know that you've got a 
tongue like a viper, that you can't keep quiet for a moment. 
But do you suppose that I care what you say?” Coquelin 
passed, holding forth among agroup of listening friends, and 
with a sweeping waveof his hand bade a theatrical good day 
to the people in the carriages. But I thought only of M me 
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Swann, and pretended not to have seen her yet, for I knew 
that when shereached thepigeon-shooting ground shewould 
tell her coachmen to "break away” and to stop thecarriage, so 
that she might coime back on foot. A nd on days when I felt 
that I had the courage to pass close by her I would drag 
F ranęoise off in that direction; until the moment came when I 
saw M me Swann, trailing behind her the long train of her 
lilac skirt, dressed, as the populace imagine queens to be 
dressed, in rich finery such as no other woman wore, 
occasionally looking down at the handle of her parasol, and 
paying scant attention to the passers-by, as though her sole 
object was to take exercise, without thinking that she was 
being observed and that every head was turned towards her. 
Sometimes, however, when she had looked back to cali her 
dog, shewould cast, almost imperceptibly, asweeping glance 
round about her. 

Even those who did not know her were warned by 
something singular, something exorbitant about her—or 
perhaps by a telepathic suggestion such as would move an 
ignorant audience to a frenzy of applause at moments when 
Berma was being sublime—that she must be someone well 
known. They would ask one another, "Who is she?”, or 
sometimes would interrogate a passing stranger, or would 
make a mental notę of how she was dressed as an indication 
for somebetter-informed friend who would at onceenlighten 
them. Another pair of stroilers, half-stopping in their walk, 
would say toeach other: 

"You know who that is? M me Swann! That conveys 
nothing to you? O dettedeC recy, then?” 

"O dette de C recy! W hy, I thought as much. T hose sad 
eyes... But I say, you know, shecan't beasyoung asshewas 
once, eh? I remember I slept with her on theday M acM ahon 
resigned." 
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"I shouldrTt rermind her of it, if I were you. She's now 
M me Swann, the wifeof a gentleman in theJockey Club, a 
friend of thePrinceof W aleś. Butshestill lookssuperb." 

“O h, but you should have known her then. H ow pretty 
she was! She lived in a very odd little house with a lot of 
Chinese stuff. I remember we were bothered all thetime by 
the newsboys shouting outside; in the end she madę me get 
up and go." 

W ithout hearing these reflections, I could feel all about 
her the indistinct murmur of famę. M y heart throbbed with 
impatience when I thought that a few seconds must still 
elapse before all these people, among whom I was dismayed 
not to find a certain mulatto banker by whom I felt I was 
despised, would seethe unknown youth, to whom they had 
not as yet paid the slightest attention, salute (without 
knowingher, it wastrue, but I felt that I wasauthorised to do 
so because my parents knew her husband and I was her 
daughter's playmate) this woman whose reputation for 
beauty, misconduct and elegance was universal. But I was 
now closeto M me Swann, and I doffed my hatto her with so 
lavish, so prolonged a gesture that she could not repress a 
smile. People laughed. A sfor her, shehad never seen mewith 
G ilberte, she did not know my name, but I was for her— like 
one of the keepers in the Bois, or the boatman, or the ducks 
on the lakę to which she threw scraps of bread—one of the 
minor personages, familiar, nameless, as devoid of individual 
characterasastage-hand in atheatre, of her daily walks in the 
Bois. 

O n certain days when I had missed her in the A llee des 
Acacias I would sometimes meet her in the A llee de la Reine 
M arguerite, where women went who wanted to be alone, or 
to appearto wantto be alone; shewould not bealonefor long, 
being soon overtaken by some friend, often in a grey 
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"topper," whom I did not know, and who would talk to her 
forsometime, whiletheirtwo carriagescrawled behind. 

T hat complexity of theBoisdeBoulognewhich makes it 
an artificial place and, in thezoological or mythological sense 
of theword, aGarden, cameto meagain thisyearasl crossed 
it on my way to T rianon, on one of those mornings early in 
N ovember when, in Paris, if we stay indoors, being so near 
and yet excluded from the transformation scene of autumn, 
which is drawing so rapidly to a close without our witnessing 
it, we feel a veritable fever of yearning for the fal len leaves 
that can go so far as to keep us awake at night. I nto my closed 
room they had been drifting already for a month, summoned 
there by my desire to see them, slipping between my 
thoughts and theobject, whatever it might be, upon which I 
was trying to concentrate them, whirling in front of me like 
those brown spots that sometimes, whatever we may be 
looking at, will seem to be dancing or swimming before our 
eyes. And on that morning, no longer hearing thesplash of 
the rain as on the preceding days, seeing the smile of fine 
weather atthecorners of my drawn curtains, as at thecorners 
of closed lips betraying thesecret of their happiness, I hadfelt 
that I might be able to look at those yellow leaves with the 
light shining through them, in their supreme beauty; and 
being no morę able to restrain myself from going to see the 
treesthan, in my childhood days, when the wind howled in 
thechimney, I had been able to resist the longing to visit the 
sea, I had risen and left the house to go to T rianon via the 
BoisdeBoulogne. It wasthehourand theseason in which the 
Bois seems, perhaps, most multiform, not only because it is 
the most subdivided, but because it is subdivided in a 
different way. Even in the unwooded parts, where the 
horizon is large, here and there against the background of a 
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dark and distant mass of trees, now leafless or still keeping 
their summer foliage unchanged, a double row of orange-red 
chestnuts seemed, as in a picture just begun, to betheonly 
thing painted so far by an artist who had not yet laid any 
colour on the rest, and to be offering their cloister, in fuli 
daylight, for the casual exercise of the human figures that 
would beadded to the picture later on. 

Furtheroff, at a place where the trees were still all green, 
one alone, smali, stunted, lopped, but stubborn in its 
resistance, was tossing in the breeze an ugly manę of red. 
Elsewhere, again, might be seen the first awakening of this 
M aytimeof the leaves, and thoseof an ampelopsis, a smiling 
miraclelikea red hawthorn flowering in winter, had that very 
morning all "come out," so to speak, in blossom. And the 
Bois had the temporary, unfinished, artificial look of a 
nursery garden or a park in which, either for some botanic 
purpose or in preparation for a festival, there have been 
embedded among the trees of commoner growth which have 
not yet been transplanted elsewhere, a few rare specimens, 
with fantastic foliage, which seem to be clearing all round 
themselves an empty space, making room, giving air, 
diffusing light. T hus it wasthetimeof year at which the Bois 
de Boulogne displays morę separate characteristics, 
assembles moredistinct elements in a composite wholethan 
any other. It was also the time of day. In places where the 
trees still kept their leaves, they seemed to haveundergonean 
alteration of their substance from the point at which they 
were touched by the sun's light, still, at this hour in the 
morning, almost horizontal, as it would be again, a few hours 
later, at the moment when in thegathering dusk it flames up 
likealamp, projectsafar overtheleavesawarm and artificial 
glow, and sets ablaze the few topmost boughs of a tree that 
itself remains unchanged, a sombre incombustible 
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candelabrum beneath its flaming crest. At one point it 
thickened the leaves of the chestnut-trees as it were like 
bricks, and, like a piece of yellow Persian masonry patterned 
in blue, cemented them crudely againstthesky; at another, it 
detached them from the sky, towards which they stretched 
out their curling, golden fingers. H alf-way up the trunk of a 
treedraped with V irginia creeper, it had grafted and brought 
to blossom, too dazzling to be clearly distinguished, an 
enormous bouquet as of red flowers, perhaps a new variety of 
carnation. The different parts of the Bois, so easily 
confounded in summer in thedensity and monotony of their 
universal green, were now clearly divided. O pen spaces madę 
visible the approach to almost every one of them, or else a 
splendid massof foliagestood out beforeit likean oriflamme. 
One could make out, as on a coloured map, Armenonville, 
the Pre Catelan, M adrid, the Race Course and the shore of 
the lakę. Here and there would appear some meaningless 
erection, a sham grotto, a mili for which thetrees madę room 
by standing aside from it, or which was borne upon the soft 
green platform of agrassy lawn. O nesensed that the Bois was 
not only a wood, that it existed for a purpose alien to the life 
of its trees; the exhilaration that I felt was due not only to 
admiration of the autumn tints but to an obscure desire— 
wellspring of ajoy which theheart feels at first without being 
conscious of its cause, without understanding that it results 
from no external impulse. T hus I gazed at the trees with an 
unsatisfied longing that went beyond them and, without my 
knowledge, directed itself towards that masterpieceof the fair 
walkers which thetrees enshrinefor a few hours each day. I 
walked towards the Allee des Acacias. I passed through 
groves in which the morning light, breaking them into new 
sections, lopped and trimmed the trees, united different 
trunks in marriage, madę nosegays of their branches. It 
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would skilfully draw towards it a pair of trees; making deft 
use of the Sharp chisel of light and shade, it would cut away 
from each of them half of its trunks and branches, and, 
weaving together thetwo halves that remained, would make 
of them either a single pil lar of shade, defined by the 
surrounding sunlight, or a single luminous phantom whose 
artificial, quivering contour wasencompassed in anetworkof 
inky shadows. W hen a ray of sunshine gilded the highest 
branches, they seemed, soaked and still dripping with a 
sparkling moi stu re, to have emerged alone from the liquid, 
emerald-green atmosphere in which the whole grove was 
plunged asthough beneath thesea. For the trees conti nued to 
live by their own vitality, which, when they had no longer 
any leaves, gleamed morę brightly still on the nap of green 
velvetthat carpeted their trunks, or in thewhiteenamel of the 
globes of mistletoe that were scattered among the topmost 
boughs of the poplars, rounded like the sun and moon in 
M ichelangelo's "Creation." But, forced for so many years 
now, by a sort of grafting process, to share in the life of 
feminine humanity, they called to my mind the figurę of the 
dryad, the fair worldling, swiftly wal king, brightly coloured, 
whom they shelter with their branches as she passes beneath 
them, obliging her to acknowledge, as they themselves 
acknowledge, the power of theseason; they recalled to me the 
happy daysof my unquestioning youth, when I would hasten 
eagerly to the spots where masterpieces of female elegance 
would be incarnate for a few moments beneath the 
unconscious, accommodating boughs. But the beauty for 
which the firs and acacias of the Bois de Boulogne madę me 
long, moredisquieting in that respect than thechestnuts and 
lilacs of T rianon which I was about to see, was not fixed 
somewhereoutsidemyself in therelicsof an historical period, 
in works of art, in a little tempie of love at whose door was 
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piled an oblation of autumn leaves ribbed with gold. I 
reached theshoreof thelake; I walked on as far asthepigeon- 
shooting ground. T he idea of perfection which I had within 
me I had bestowed, in that other time, upon the height of a 
victoria, upon the raking thinness of those horses, frenzied 
and light as wasps on the wing, with bloodshot eyes like the 
cruel steedsof D iomed, which now, smitten by adesireto see 
again what I had once loved, as ardent asthedesirethat had 
driven me many years before along the same paths, I wished 
to see anew before my eyes at the moment when M me 
Swann's enormous coachman, supervised by a groom no 
bigger than his fist and as infantile as St George in the 
picture, endeavoured to curb the ardour of the quivering 
steel-tipped pinions with which they thundered over the 
ground. A las! there was nothing now but motor-cars driven 
each by a moustached mechanic, with atall footman towering 
by his side. I wished to hołd before my bodily eyes, to see 
whether they were indeed as charming as they appeared to 
theeyesof memory, littlewomen'shats, so low-crowned as to 
seem no morę than garlands. Ali thehatsnow wereimmense, 
covered with all manner of fruits and flowers and birds. In 
place of the beautiful dresses in which M me Swann walked 
like a queen, G raeco-Saxon tunics, pleated a la T anagra, or 
sometimes in the Directoire style, accentuated Liberty 
chiffons sprinkled with flowers like wallpaper. O n the heads 
of the gentlemen who might have been strolling with M me 
Swann in the AI lee de la ReineM arguerite, I no longerfound 
the grey "toppers” of old, nor indeed any other kind of hat. 
They went out bare-headed. And seeing all these new 
componentsof thespectacle, I had no longer a belief to infuse 
into them to give them consistency, unity and life; they 
passed before me in a desultory, haphazard, meaningless 
fashion, containing in themselves no beauty which my eyes 



PLACE-NAM ES-THE NAM E 


577 


might havetried, as in theold days, to re-create. T hey were 
just women, in whose elegance I had no faith, and whose 
clothes seemed to me unimportant. But when a belief 
vanishes, there survives it— morę and morę vigorously so as 
to cloaktheabsenceof thepower, now lostto us, of imparting 
reality to new things—a fetishistic attachment to the old 
things which it did onceanimate, as if it was in them and not 
in ourselves that the divine spark resided, and as if our 
present incredulity had a contingent cause—thedeath of the 
gods. 

How horrible! I exclaimed to myself. Can anyonefind 
these motor-cars as elegant as the old carriage-and-pair? I 
dare say I am too old now—but I was not intended for a 
world in which women shackle themselves in garmentsthat 
are not even madę of cloth. To what purpose shall I walk 
among these trees if there is nothing left now of theassembly 
that used to gather beneath this delicatetracery of reddening 
leaves, if vulgarity and folly have supplanted the exq u i si te 
thing that their branches once framed. How horrible! M y 
consolation is to think of the women whom I knew in the 
past, now that there is no elegance left. But how could the 
peoplewho watch thesedreadful creatures hobbleby beneath 
hats on which have been heaped the spoils of aviary or 
kitchen-garden, how could they even imaginethecharm that 
there was in the sight of M me Swann in a simple mauve 
bonnet or a little hat with a single iris sticking up out of it? 
Could I even have madę them understand theemotion that I 
used tofeel on winter mornings, when I met M me Swann on 
foot, in an otter-skin coat, with a woolen cap from which 
stuck out two blade-like partridge-feathers, but enveloped 
also in the artificial warmth of her own house, which was 
suggested by nothing morethan thebunch of violetscrushed 
into her bosom, whose flowering, vivid and blueagainst the 
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grey sky, the freezing air, the naked boughs, had the same 
charming effectof usingtheseason and theweather merely as 
asetting, and of living actually in a human atmosphere, in the 
atmosphere of this woman, as had, in the vases and 
jardinieres of her drawing-room, beside the blazing fire, in 
front of the silk-covered settee, the flowers that looked out 
through closed Windows at the fal ling snów? But it would not 
have sufficed me that the costumes alone should still have 
been the same as those in distant years, Because of the 
solidarity that binds together the different parts of a generał 
impression that our memory keeps in a balanced whole of 
which we are not permitted to subtract or to decline any 
fraction, I should have liked to be ableto pass the rest of the 
day with one of those women, over a cup of tea, in an 
apartment with dark-painted walIs (as M me Swann's were 
still in the year after that in which thefirst part of this story 
ends) against which would glow the orange flame, the red 
combustion, the pink and white flickering of her 
chrysanthemums in thetwilight of a November evening, in 
moments similar to those in which (as weshall see) I had not 
managed to discover the pleasures for which I longed. But 
now, even though they had led to nothing, those moments 
struck me as having been charming enough in themselves. I 
wanted to find them again as I remembered them. A las! there 
was nothing now but flats decorated in the Louis XVI style, 
all white, with a sprinkling of blue hydrangeas. M oreover, 
people did not return to Paris, now, until much later, M me 
Swann would havewritten to mefrom a country houseto say 
that she would not beintown beforeFebruary, long after the 
chrysanthemum season, had I asked her to reconstruct for me 
the elements of that memory which I felt to belong to a 
particular distant year, a particular vintagetowards which it 
was forbidden me to ascend again the fatal slope, the 
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elements of that longing which had itself become as 
inaccessible as the pleasure that it had once vainly pursued. 
And I should haverequired alsothatthey should bethesame 
women, those whose costume interested me because, at the 
time when I still had faith, my imagination had 
individualised them and had provided each of them with a 
legend. A las! in the acacia-avenue—the myrtle-alley—I did 
see some of them again, grown old, no morę now than grim 
spectres of what they had once been, wandering, desperately 
searching for heaven knew what, through the Virgilian 
groves. They had long sińce fled, and still I stood vainly 
questioning the deserted paths. The sun had gone. Naturę 
was resuming its reign over the Bois, from which had 
vanished all tracę of the idea that it was the E łysi an G arden of 
W oman; abovethegimcrack windmill the real sky was grey; 
the wind wrinkled the surface of the Grand Lac in little 
wavelets, like a real lakę; large birds flew swiftly over the 
Bois, as over a real wood, and with shrill cries perched, one 
after another, on the great oaks which, beneath their 
Druidical crown, and with Dodonian majesty, seemed to 
proclaim theinhuman emptinessof thisdeconsecrated forest, 
and helped meto understand how paradoxical it isto seek in 
reality for the pictures that arestored in one'smemory, which 
must inevitably lose the charm that comes to them from 
memory itself and from their not being apprehended by the 
senses. The reality that I had known no longer existed. It 
sufficed that M me Swann did not appear, in the same attire 
and at the same moment, forthewholeavenueto bealtered. 
T he places we have known do not belong only to the world of 
spaceon which we map them for our own convenience. T hey 
were only a thin slice, held between the contiguous 
impressions that composed our life at that time; the memory 
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of a particular image is but regret for a particular moment; 
and houses, roads, avenuesareasfugitive, alas, astheyears. 



"The transmutation of sensation into 
sentiment, the ehb tide of memory, uwi>es 
of emotion such as desire, jealousy. and 
arłistic euphoria—this is the materiał of 
this enormous and yet singularly light 
and translucid xvork 

—Vladimir Nabokov 

In the overture to SuHtnn's Way, the 
themes of the whole of In Search of 
Lost limę are introduced, and the 
narrator's childhood in Paris and 
Combray is recalled, most memora- 
bly in the evocation of the famous 
matemal good-night kiss. The recol- 
lection of the narrator's love for 
Swann's daughter Gilberte leads to 
an account of Swann's passion for 
Odette and the rise of the nouveaux 
riches Verdurins. 

The finał voIume of a new, defini- 
tive text of A la recherche du temps 
perdu was published by the Bib- 
lioth£que de la Plćiade in 1989. For 
this authoritative English-language 
edition, D. J. Enright has revised the 
late Terence Kilmartin's acclaimed 
reworking of C. K. Scott Moncrieff's 
translation to take into account the 
new French editions. 


